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TALES   FKOM   "BLACKWOOD." 


HOW  WE  GOT  UP  THE  GLENMUTCHKIN  EAILWAY 
AND  HOW  WE  GOT  OUT  OF  IT. 

BY  PROFESSOR  AYTOUN. 

[MAG A.    OCTOBEB  1845.  J 


[THE  following  Tale  appeared  in  the  Magazine  for  October  1845.  It 
was  intended  by  the  writer  as  a  sketch  of  some  of  the  more  striking 
features  of  the  railway  mania  (then  in  full  progress  throughout  Great 
Britain),  as  exhibited  in  Glasgow  and  Edinburgh.  Although  bearing 
the  appearance  of  a  burlesque,  it  was  in  truth  an  accurate  delineation 
(as  will  be  acknowledged  by  many  a  gentleman  who  had  the  misfortune 
to  be  "  out  in  the  Forty-five") ;  and  subsequent  disclosures  have  shown 
that  it  was  in  no  way  exaggerated. 

Although  the  "  Glenmutchkin  line"  was  purely  imaginary,  and  not 
intended  by  the  writer  to  apply  to  any  particular  scheme  then  before  the 
public,  it  was  identified  in  Scotland  with  more  than  one  reckless  and 
impracticable  project;  and  even  the  characters  introduced  were  sup 
posed  to  be  typical  of  personages  who  had  attained  some  notoriety  in  the 
throng  of  speculation.  Any  such  resemblances  must  be  considered  as 
fortuitous  ;  for  the  writer  cannot  charge  himself  with  the  discourtesy  of 
individual  satire  or  allusion.] 

I  WAS  confoundedly  hard  up.      My  patrimony, 
never  of  the  largest,  had  been  for  the  last  year  on 
the  decrease — a  herald  would  have  emblazoned  it, 
"  ARGENT,  a  money-bag  improper,  in  detriment " — 
and  though  the  attenuating  process  was  not  exces- 
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sively  rapid,  it  was,  nevertheless,  proceeding  at  a 
steady  ratio.  As  for  the  ordinary  means  and  appli 
ances  by  which  men  contrive  to  recruit  their  ex 
hausted  exchequers,  I  knew  none  of  them.  Work  I 
abhorred  with  a  detestation  worthy  of  a  scion  of 
nobility ;  and,  I  believe,  you  could  just  as  soon  have 
persuaded  the  lineal  representative  of  the  Howards 
or  Percys  to  exhibit  himself  in  the  character  of  a 
mountebank,  as  have  got  me  to  trust  my  person  on 
the  pinnacle  of  a  three-legged  stool.  The  rule  of 
three  is  all  very  well  for  base  mechanical  souls ; 
but  I  natter  myself  I  have  an  intellect  too  large  to 
be  limited  to  a  ledger.  "  Augustus,"  said  my  poor 
mother  to  me,  while  stroking  my  hyacinthine 
tresses,  one  fine  morning,  in  the  very  dawn  and 
budding-time  of  my  existence — "Augustus,  my 
dear  boy,  whatever  you  do,  never  forget  that  you 
are  a  gentleman."  The  maternal  maxim  sunk 
deeply  into  my  heart,  and  I  never  for  a  moment 
have  forgotten  it. 

Notwithstanding  this  aristocratic  resolution,  the 
great  practical  question,  "  How  am  I  to  live  ? " 
began  to  thrust  itself  unpleasantly  before  me.  I 
am  one  of  that  unfort-  ite  class  who  have  neither 
uncles  nor  aunts.  I  o  yellow  liverless  in 

dividual,  with  charactt  ,,tic  bamboo  and  pigtail- 
emblems  of  half-a-million — returned  to  his  native! 
shores  from  Ceylon  or  remote  Penang.  For  me,| 
no  venerable  spinster  hoarded  in  the  Trongate, 
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permitting  herself  few  luxuries  during  a  long-pro 
tracted  life,  save  a  lass  and  a  lanthorn,  a  parrot,  and 
the  invariable  baudrons  of  antiquity.  No  such  luck 
was  mine.  Had  all  Glasgow  perished  by  some 
vast  epidemic,  I  should  not  have  found  myself  one 
farthing  the  richer.  There  would  have  been  no 
golden  balsam  for  me  \  fhe  accumulated  woes  of 
Tradestown,  Shettleston,  a,ud  Camlachie.  The  time 
has  been  when — according  to  Washington  Irving 
and  other  veracious  historians — a  young  man  had 
no  sooner  got  into  difficulties  than  a  guardian  angel 
appeared  to  him  in  a  dream,  with  the  information  that 
at  such  and  such  a  bridge,  or  under  such  and  such  a 
tree,  he  might  find,  at  a  slight  expenditure  of  labour, 
a  gallipot  secured  with  bladder,  and  filled  with  glit 
tering  tomauns;  or  in  the  extremity  of  despair, 
the  youth  had  only  to  append  himself  to  a  cord,  and 
straightway  the  other  end  thereof,  forsaking  its 
staple  in  the  roof,  would  disclos^  amidst  the  fractured 
ceiling  the  glories  of  a  profitable  pose.  These 
blessed  days  have  long  since  gone  by — at  any  rate, 
no  such  luck  was  mine.  My  guardian  angel  was 
either  woefully  ignorant  of  metallurgy  or  the  stores 
had  been  surreptitiously  r?  oked  ;  and  as  to  the 
other  expedient,  I  frar/  "  jss  I  should  have  liked 

some  better  security  for  itfc  'result,  than  the  prece 
dent  of  the  "Heir  of  Lynn." 

It  is  a  great  consolation  amidst  all  the  evils  of 
life,  to  know  that,  however  bad  your  circumstances 
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may  be,  there  is  always  somebody  else  in  nearly 
the  same  predicament.  My  chosen  friend  and  ally, 
Bob  M'Corkindale,  was  equally  hard  up  with  myself, 
and,  if  possible,  more  averse  to  exertion.  Bob  was 
essentially  a  speculative  man — that  is,  in  a  philo 
sophical  sense.  He  had  once  got  hold  of  a  stray 
volume  of  Adam  Smith,  and  muddled  his  brains  for 
a  whole  week  over  the  intricacies  of  the  Wealth  of 
Nations.  The  result  was  a  crude  farrago  of  notions 
regarding  the  true  nature  of  money,  the  soundness 
of  currency,  and  relative  value  of  capital,  with 
which  he  nightly  favoured  an  admiring  audience  at 
"  The  Crow ; "  for  Bob  was  by  no  means — in  the  literal 
acceptation  of  the  word — a  dry  philosopher.  On  the 
contrary,  he  perfectly  appreciated  the  merits  of  each 
distinct  distillery;  and  was  understood  to  be  the 
compiler  of  a  statistical  work,  entitled,  A  Tour 
through  the  Alcoholic  Districts  of  Scotland.  It  had 
very  early  occurred  to  me,  who  knew  as  much  of 
political  economy  as  of  the  bagpipes,  that  a  gentle 
man  so  well  versed  in  the  art  of  accumulating 
national  wealth,  must  have  some  remote  ideas  of 
applying  his  principles  profitably  on  a  smaller  scale. 
Accordingly,  I  gave  M'Corkindale  an  unlimited  in 
vitation  to  my  lodgings ;  and,  like  a  good  hearty 
fellow  as  he  was,  he  availed  himself  every  evening 
of  the  license  ;  for  I  had  laid  in  a  fourteen-gallon 
cask  of  Oban  whisky,  and  the  quality  of  the  malt 
was  undeniable. 


TfiE   GLENMUTCHKIN    RAILWAY.  5 

These  were  the  first  glorious  days  of  general 
speculation.  Eailroads  were  emerging  from  the 
hands  of  the  greater  into  the  fingers  of  the  lesser 
capitalists.  Two  successful  harvests  had  given  a 
fearful  stimulus  to  the  national  energy ;  and  it 
appeared  perfectly  certain  that  all  the  populous 
towns  would  be  united,  arid  the  rich  agricultural 
districts  intersected,  by  the  magical  bands  of  iron. 
The  columns  of  the  newspapers  teemed  every  week 
with  the  parturition  of  novel  schemes ;  and  the 
shares  were  no  sooner  announced  than  they  were 
rapidly  subscribed  for.  But  what  is  the  use  of  my 
saying  anything  more  about  the  history  of  last 
year?  Every  one  of  us  remembers  it  perfectly 
well.  It  was  a  capital  year  on  the  whole,  and  put 
money  into  many  a  pocket.  About  that  time,  Bob 
and  I  commenced  operations.  Our  available  capital, 
or  negotiable  bullion,  in  the  language  of  my  friend, 
amounted  to  about  three  hundred  pounds,  which 
we  set  aside  as  a  joint  fund  for  speculation.  .  Bob, 
in  a  series  of  learned  discourses,  had  convinced  me 
that  it  was  not  only  folly,  but  a  positive  sin,  to 
leave  this  sum  lying  in  the  bank  at  a  pitiful  rate  of 
interest,  and  otherwise  unemployed,  whilst  every 
one  else  in  the  kingdom  was  having  a  pluck  at  the 
public  pigeon.  Somehow  or  other,  we  were  unlucky 
in  our  first  attempts.  Speculators  are  like  wasps ; 
for  when  they  have  once  got  hold  of  a  ripening  and 
peach-like  project,  they  keep  it  rigidly  for  their  own 
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swarm,  and  repel  the  approach  of  interlopers.  Not 
withstanding  all  our  efforts,  and  very  ingenious 
ones  they  were,  we  never,  in  a  single  instance, 
succeeded  in  procuring  an  allocation  of  original 
shares ;  and  though  we  did  now  and  then  make  a  hit 
by  purchase,  we  more  frequently  bought  at  a  pre 
mium,  and  parted  with  our  scrip  at  a  discount.  At 
the  end  of  six  months,  we  were  not  twenty  pounds 
richer  than  before. 

"  This  will  never  do,"  said  Bob,  as  he  sat  one 
evening  in  my  rooms  compounding  his  second 
tumbler.  "  I  thought  we  were  living  in  an  en 
lightened  age ;  but  I  find  I  was  mistaken.  That 
brutal  spirit  of  monopoly  is  still  abroad  and  un 
curbed.  The  principles  of  free-trade  are  utterly 
forgotten,  or  misunderstood.  Else  how  comes  it 
that  David  Spreul  received  but  yesterday  an  alloca 
tion  of  two  hundred  shares  in  the  Wester-midden 
Junction ;  whilst  your  application  and  mine,  for  a 
thousand  each,  were  overlooked  ?  Is  this  a  state  of 
things  to  be  tolerated?  Why  should  he,  with  his 
fifty  thousand  pounds,  receive  a  slapping  premium, 
whilst  our  three  hundred  of  available  capital  re 
mains  unrepresented  ?  The  fact  is  monstrous,  and 
demands  the  immediate  and  serious  interference  of 
the  legislature." 

"  It  is  a  burning  shame,"  said  I,  fully  alive  to  the 
manifold  advantages  of  a  premium. 
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"I'll  tell  you  what,  Dunshunner,"  rejoined 
M'Corkindale,  "  it's  no  use  going  on  in  this  way. 
We  haven't  shown  half  pluck  enough.  These 
fellows  consider  us  as  snobs,  because  we  don't 
take  the  bull  by  the  horns.  Now's  the  time  for 
a  bold  stroke.  The  public  are  quite  ready  to 
subscribe  for  anything — and  we'll  start  a  railway 
for  ourselves." 

"  Start  a  railway  with  three  hundred  pounds  of 
capital!" 

"  Pshaw,  man !  you  don't  know  what  you're  talk 
ing  about — we've  a  great  deal  more  capital  than 
that.  Have  not  I  told  you  seventy  times  over,  that 
everything  a  man  has  —  his  coat,  his  hat,  the  tum 
blers  he  drinks  from,  nay,  his  very  corporeal  exist 
ence — is  absolute  marketable  capital?  What  do 
you  call  that  fourteen-gallon  cask,  I  should  like  to 
know?" 

.  "  A  compound  of  hoops  and  staves^  containing 
about  a  quart  and  a  half  of  spirits  —  you  have 
effectually  accounted  for  the  rest." 

"  Then  it  has  gone  to  the  fund  of  profit  and  loss, 
that's  all.  Never  let  me  hear  you  sport  those  old 
theories  again.  Capital  is  indestructible,  as  I  am 
ready  to  prove  to  you  any  day,  in  half  an  hour.  But 
let  us  sit  down  seriously  to  business.  We  are  rich 
enough  to  pay  for  the  advertisements,  and  that  is 
all  we  need  care  for  in  the  mean  time.  The  public 
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is  sure  to  step  in,  and  bear  us  out  handsomely  with 
the  rest." 

"  But  where  in  the  face  of  the  habitable  globe 
shall  the  railway  be  ?  England  is  out  of  the  ques 
tion,  and  I  hardly  know  a  spot  in  the  Lowlands 
that  is  not  occupied  already." 

"  What  do  you  say  to  a  Spanish  scheme — the 
Alcantara  Union  ?  Hang  me  if  I  know  whether 
Alcantara  is  in  Spain  or  Portugal;  but  nobody  else 
does,  and  the  one  is  quite  as  good  as  the  other. 
Or  what  would  you  think  of  the  Palermo  Kail  way, 
with  a  branch  to  the  sulphur  mines  ? — that  would 
be  popular  in  the  North — or  the  Pyrenees  Direct? 
They  would  all  go  to  a  premium." 

"  I  must  confess  I  should  prefer  a  line  at  home." 
"  Well,  then,  why  not  try  the  Highlands  ?  There 
must  be  lots  of  traffic  there  in  the  shape  of  sheep, 
grouse,  and  Cockney  tourists,  not  to  mention 
salmon  and  other  et-ceteras.  Couldn't  we  tip  them 
a  railway  somewhere  in  the  west?" 

''There's  Glerimutchkin,  for  instance " 

"  Capital,  my  dear  fellow !  Glorious  !  By  Jove, 
first-rate!"  shouted  Bob  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight. 
"  There's  a  distillery  there,  you  know,  and  a  fishing- 
village  at  the  foot — at  least  there  used  to  be  six 
years  ago,  when  I  was  living  with  the  exciseman. 
There  may  be  some  bother  about  the  population, 
though.  The  last  laird  shipped  every  mother's  son 
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of  the  aboriginal 'Celts  to  America;  but,  after  all, 
that's  not  of  much  consequence.  I  see  the  whole 
thing  I  Unrivalled  scenery — stupendous1  waterfalls 
— herds  of  black  cattle — spot  where  Prince  Charles 
Edward  met  Macgrugar  of  Glengrugar  and  his  clan ! 
We  could  not  possibly  have  lighted  on  a  more  pro 
mising  place.  Hand  us  over  that  sheet  of  paper, 
like  a  good  fellow,  and  a  pen.  There  is  no  time  to 
be  lost,  and  the  sooner  we  get  out  the  prospectus 
the  better." 

"  But,  heaven  bless  you,  Bob,  there's  a  great 
deal  to  be  thought  of  first.  Who  are  we  to  get  for 
a  Provisional  Committee?" 

"  That's  very  true,"  said  Bob,  musingly.  "  We 
must  treat  them  to  some  respectable  names,  that  is, 
good  sounding  ones.  I'm  afraid  there  is  little 
chance  of  our  producing  a  Peer  to  begin  with  ?" 

"  None  whatever — unless  we  could  invent  one,  and 
that's  hardly  safe — Burke 's  Peerage  has  gone  through 
too  many  editions.  Couldn't  we  try  the  Dormants?  " 

"  That  would  be  rather  dangerous  in  the  teeth  of 
the  standing  orders.  But  what  do  you  say  to  a 
baronet  ?  There's  Sir  Polloxfen  Tremens.  He  got 
himself  served  the  other  day  to  a  Nova  Scotia 
baronetcy,  with  just  as  much  title  as  you  or  I 
have;  and  he  has  sported  the  riband,  and  dined 
out  on  the  strength  of  it  ever  since.  He'll  join  us 
at  once,  for  he  has  not  a  sixpence  to  lose." 
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"  Down  with  him,  then,"  and  we  headed  the  Pro 
visional  list  with  the  pseudo  Orange-tawny. 

"Now,"  said  Bob,  "it's  quite  indispensable, 
as  this  is  a  Highland  line,  that  we  should  put  for 
ward  a  Chief  or  two.  That  has  always  a  great 
effect  upon  the  English,  whose  feudal  notions  are 
rather  of  the  mistiest,  and  principally  derived  from 
Waverley." 

"  Why  not  write  yourself  down  as  the  Laird  of 
M'Corkindale?"  said  I.  "I  daresay  you  would 
not  be  negatived  by  a  counter-claim." 

"  That  would  hardly  do,"  replied  Bob,  "  as  I 
intend  to  be  Secretary.  After  all,  what's  the  use 
of  thinking  about  it  ?  Here  goes  for  an  extempore 
Chief;"  and  the  villain  wrote  down  the  name  of 
Tavish  M'Tavish  of  Invertavish. 

"  I  say,  though,"  said  I,  "  we  must  have  a  real 
Highlander  on  the  list.  If  we  go  on  this  way,  it 
will  become  a  Justiciary  matter." 

"You're  devilish  scrupulous,  Gus,"  said  Bob, 
who,  if  left  to  himself,  would  have  stuck  in  the 
names  of  the  heathen  gods  and  godesses,  or  bor 
rowed  his  directors  from  the  Ossianic  chronicles, 
rather  than  have  delayed  the  prospectus.  "  Where 
the  mischief  are  we  to  find  the  men  ?  I  can  think 
of  no  others  likely  to  go  the  whole  hog;  can  you?" 

"  I  don't  know  a  single  Celt  in  Glasgow  except 
old  M'Closkie,  the  drunken  porter  at  the  corner  of 
Jamaica  Street." 
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"  He's  the  very  man !  I  suppose,  after  the 
manner  of  his  tribe,  he  will  do  anything  for  a  pint 
of  whisky.  But  what  shall  we  call  him  ?  Jamaica 
Street,  I  fear,  will  hardly  do  for  a  designation." 

"  Call  him  THE  M'CLOSKIE.  It  will  be  sonorous 
in  the  ears  of  the  Saxon  !" 

"Bravo!"  and  another  Chief  was  added  to  the 
roll  of  the  clans. 

"Now,"  said  Bob,  "we  must  put  you  down. 
'Kecollect,  all  the  management — that  is,  the  alloca 
tion — will  be  intrusted  to  you.  Augustus — you 
haven't  a  middle  name,  I  think  ? — well,  then,  sup 
pose  we  interpolate  '  Keginald  ; '  it  has  a  smack 
of  the  Crusades.  Augustus  Keginald  Dunshunner, 
Esq.  of — where,  in  the  name  of  Munchausen  I" 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know.  I  never  had  any  land 
beyond  the  contents  of  a  flower-pot.  Stay — I 
rather  think  I  have  a  superiority  somewhere  about 
Paisley." 

"Just  the  thing,"  cried  Bob.  "It's  heritable 
property,  and  therefore  titular.  What's  the  deno 
mination?" 

"  St  Mirrens." 

"  Beautiful  1  Dunshunner  of  St  Mirrens,  I  give 
you  joy !  Had  you  discovered  that  a  little  sooner 
— and  I  wonder  you  did  not  think  of  it — we  might 
both  of  us  have  had  lots  of  allocations.  These  are 
not  the  times  to  conceal  hereditary  distinctions. 
But  now  comes  the  serious  work.  We  must  have 
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one  or  two  men  of  known  wealth  upon  the  list. 
The  chaff  is  nothing  without  a  decoy-bird.  Now, 
can't  you  help  me  with  a  name  ?" 

"  In  that  case,"  said  I,  "  the  game  is  up,  and  the 
whole  scheme  exploded.  I  would  as  soon  under 
take  to  evoke  the  Ghost  of  Croesus." 

"  Dunshunner,"  said  Bob  very  seriously,  "  to  be 
a  man  of  information,  you  are  possessed  of  marvel 
lous  few  resources.  I  am  quite  ashamed  of  you. 
Now  listen  to  me.  I  have  thought  deeply  upon 
this  subject,  and  am  quite  convinced  that,  with 
some  little  trouble,  we  may  secure  the  co-operation 
of  a  most  wealthy  and  influential  body — one,  too, 
that  is  generally  supposed  to  have  stood  aloof  from 
all  speculation  of  the  kind,  and  whose  name  would 
be  a  tower  of  strength  in  the  moneyed  quarters.  I 
allude,"  continued  Bob,  reaching  across  for  the 
kettle,  "  to  the  great  Dissenting  Interest." 

"  The  what?"  cried  I,  aghast. 

"  The  great  Dissenting  Interest.  You  can't  have 
failed  to  observe  the  row  they  have  lately  been 
making  about  Sunday  travelling  and  education. 
Old  Sam  Sawley,  the  coffin-maker,  is  their  prin 
cipal  spokesman  here ;  and  wherever  he  goes  the 
rest  will  follow,  like  a  flock  of  sheep  bounding 
after  a  patriarchal  ram.  I  propose,  therefore,  to 
wait  upon  him  to-morrow,  and  request  his  co-opera 
tion  in  a  scheme  which  is  not  only  to  prove  profit 
able,  but  to  make  head  against  the  lax  principles 
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of  the  present  age.  Leave  me  alone  to  tickle  him. 
I  consider  his  name,  and  those  of  one  or  two  others 
belonging  to  the  same  meeting-house — fellows  with 
bank- stock,  and  all  sorts  of  tin,  as  perfectly  secure. 
These  dissenters  smell  a  premium  from  an  almost 
incredible  distance.  We  can  fill  up  the  rest  of  the 
committee  with  ciphers,  and  the  whole  thing  is 
done." 

"  But  the  engineer — we  must  announce  such  an 
officer  as  a  matter  of  course." 

"  I  never  thought  of  that,"  said  Bob.  "  Couldn't 
we  hire  a  fellow  from  one  of  the  steamboats  ?" 

"  I  fear  that  might  get  us  into  trouble :  You 
know  there  are  such  things  as  gradients  and  sections 
to  be  prepared.  But  there's  Watty  Solder,  the  gas- 
fitter,  who  failed  the  other  day.  He's  a  sort  of 
civil  engineer  by  trade,  and  will  jump  at  the  pro 
posal  like  a  trout  at  the  tail  of  a  May  fly." 

u  Agreed.  Now,  then,  let's  fix  the  number  of 
shares.  This  is  our  first  experiment,  and  I  think 
we  ought  to  be  moderate.  No  sound  political  eco 
nomist  is  avaricious.  Let  us  say  twelve  thousand, 
at  twenty  pounds  a-piece." 

"  So  be  it." 

"  Well,  then,  that's  arranged.  I'll  see  Sawley 
and  the  rest  to-morrow;  settle  with  Solder,  and 
then  write  out  the  prospectus.  You  look  in  upon 
me  in  the  evening,  and  we'll  revise  it  together. 
Now,  by  your  leave,  let's  have  in  the  Welsh  rabbit 
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and  another  tnmbler  to  drink  success  and  prosperity 
to  the  Glenmutchkin  Kailway." 

I  confess  that,  when  I  rose  on  the  morrow,  with  a 
slight  headache  and  a  tongue  indifferently  parched, 
I  recalled  to  memory,  not  without  perturbation  of 
conscience,  and  some  internal  qualms,  the  conver 
sation  of  the  previous  evening.  I  felt  relieved, 
however,  after  two  spoonfuls  of  carbonate  of  soda, 
and  a  glance  at  the  newspaper,  wherein  I  perceived 
the  announcement  of  no  less  than  four  other  schemes 
equally  preposterous  with  our  own.  But,  after  all, 
what  right  had  I  to  assume  that  the  Glenmutchkin 
project  would  prove  an  ultimate  failure  ?  I  had  not 
a  scrap  of  statistical  information  that  might  entitle 
me  to  form  such  an  opinion.  At  any  rate,  Parlia 
ment,  by  substituting  the  Board  of  Trade  as  an 
initiating  body  of  inquiry,  had  created  a  responsible 
tribunal,  and  freed  us  from  the  chance  of  obloquy. 
I  saw  before  me  a  vision  of  six  months'  steady 
gambling,  at  manifest  advantage,  in  the  shares, 
before  a  report  could  possibly  be  pronounced,  or  our 
proceedings  be  in  any  way  overhauled.  Of  course 
I  attended  that  evening  punctually  at  my  friend 
M'Corkindale's.  Bob  was  in  high  feather;  for 
Sawley  no  sooner  heard  of  the  principles  upon  which 
the  railway  was  to  be  conducted,  and  his  own  nomi 
nation  as  a  director,  than  he  gave  in  his  adhesion, 
and  promised  his  unflinching  support  to  the  utter 
most.  The  Prospectus  ran  as  follows  :— 
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«  DIEECT  GLENMUTCHKIN  KAILWAY. 

IN  12,000  SHARES  OF  £20  EACH.    DEPOSIT  £1  PER  SHARE. 

Provisional  Committee. 

SIR  POLLOXFEN  TREMENS,  Bart,  of  Toddymains. 
TAVISH  M'TAVISH  of  Invertavish. 
THE  M'CLOSKIE. 

AUGUSTUS  REGINALD  DUNSHUNNER,Esq.of  StMirrens. 
SAMUEL  SAWLEY,  Esq.,  Merchant. 
MHIC-MHAC-VICH-INDUIBH. 
PHELIM  O'FINLAN,  Esq.  of  Castle-rook,  Ireland. 
THE  CAPTAIN  of  M'ALCOHOL. 
FACTOR  for  GLENTUMBLERS. 
JOHN  JOB  JOBSON,  Esq.,  Manufacturer. 
EVAN  M'CLAW  of  Glenscart  and  Inveryewky. 
JOSEPH  HECKLES,  Esq. 
HABBAKUK  GRABBIE,  Portioner  in  Ramoth-Drumclog. 

Engineer— WALTER  SOLDER,  Esq. 
Interim-Secretary— ROBERT  M'CORKINDALE,  Esq. 

"  The  necessity  of  a  direct  line  of  Railway  com 
munication  through  the  fertile  and  populous  district 
known  as  the  VALLEY  of  GLENMUTCHKIN,  has  been 
long  felt  and  universally  acknowledged.  Indepen 
dently  of  the  surpassing  grandeur  of  its  mountain 
scenery,  which  shall  immediately  be  referred  to, 
and  other  considerations  of  even  greater  importance, 
GLENMUTCHKIN  is  known  to  the  capitalist  as  the 
most  important  BREEDING  STATION  in  the  Highlands 
of  Scotland,  and  indeed  as  the  great  emporium  from 
which  the  southern  markets  are  supplied.  It  has 
been  calculated  by  a  most  eminent  authority,  that 
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every  acre  in  the  strath  is  capable  of  rearing  twenty 
head  of  cattle  ;  and,  as  has  been  ascertained  after  a 
careful  admeasurement,  that  there  are  not  less  than 
Two  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  improvable  acres  imme 
diately  contiguous  to  the  proposed  line  of  Kail  way,  it 
may  confidently  be  assumed  that  the  number  of  cattle 
to  be  conveyed  along  the  line  will  amount  to  FOUR 
MILLIONS  annually,  which,  at  the  lowest  estimate, 
would  yield  a  revenue  larger,  in  proportion  to  the 
capital  subscribed,  than  that  of  any  Kailway  as  yet 
completed  within  the  United  Kingdom.  From  this 
estimate  the  traffic  in  Sheep  and  Goats,  with  which 
the  mountains  are  literally  covered,  has  been  care 
fully  excluded,  it  having  been  found  quite  impos 
sible  (from  its  extent)  to  compute  the  actual  revenue 
to  be  drawn  from  that  most  important  branch.  It 
may,  however,  be  roughly  assumed  as  from  seventeen 
to  nineteen  per  cent  upon  the  whole,  after  deduction 
of  the  working  expenses. 

"  The  population  of  Glenmutchkin  is  extremely 
dense.  Its  situation  on  the  west  coast  has  afforded 
it  the  means  of  direct  communication  with  America, 
of  which  for  many  years  the  inhabitants  have  ac 
tively  availed  themselves.  Indeed,  the  amount  of 
exportation  of  live  stock  from  this  part  of  the  High 
lands  to  the  Western  continent,  has  more  than  once 
attracted  the  attention  01  Parliament.  The  Manu 
factures  are  large  and  comprehensive,  and  include 
the  most  famous  distilleries  in  the  world.  The 
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Minerals  are  most  abundant,  and  amongst  these 
may  be  reckoned  quartz,  porphyry,  felspar,  mala 
chite,  manganese,  and  basalt. 

"  At  the  foot  of  the  valley,  and  close  to  the  sea, 
lies  the  important  village  known  as  the  CLACHAN  of 
INVERSTARVE.  It  is  supposed  by  various  eminent 
antiquaries  to  have  been  the  capital  of  the  Picts, 
and,  amongst  the  busy  inroads  of  commercial  pros 
perity,  it  still  retains  some  interesting  traces  of  its 
former  grandeur.  There  is  a  large  fishing  station 
here,  to  which  vessels  from  every  nation  resort,  and 
the  demand  for  foreign  produce  is  daily  and  steadily 
increasing. 

.  "As  a  sporting  country  Glenmutchkin  is  un 
rivalled  ;  but  it  is  by  the  tourists  that  its  beauties 
will  most  greedily  be  sought.  These  consist  of 
every  combination  which  plastic  nature  can  afford 
— cliffs  of  unusual  magnitude  and  grandeur — water 
falls  only  second  to  the  sublime  cascades  of  Norway 
— woods,  of  which  the  bark  is  a  remarkable  valu 
able  commodity.  It  need  scarcely  be  added,  to 
rouse  the  enthusiasm  inseparable  from  this  glorious 
glen,  that  here,  in  1745,  Prince  Charles  Edward 
Stuart,  then  in  the  zenith  of  his  hopes,  was  joined 
by  the  brave  Sir  Grugar  M'Grugar  at  the  head  of 
his  devoted  clan. 

"  The  Eailway  will  be  twelve  miles  long,  and 
can  be  completed  within  six  months  after  the  Act 
of  Parliament  is  obtained.  The  gradients  are  easy, 
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and  the  curves  obtuse.  There  are  no  viaducts  of 
any  importance,  and  only  four  tunnels  along  the 
whole  length  of  the  line.  The  shortest  of  these 
does  not  exceed  a  mile  and  a  half. 

"  In  conclusion,  the  projectors  of  this  Kailway 
beg  to  state  that  they  have  determined,  as  a  prin 
ciple,  to  set  their  face  AGAINST  ALL  SUNDAY  TRAVEL 
LING  WHATSOEVER,  and  to  oppose  EVERY  BILL  which 
may  hereafter  be  brought  into  Parliament,  unless  it 
shall  contain  a  clause  to  that  effect.  It  is  also 
their  intention  to  take  up  the  cause  of  the  poor  and 
neglected  STOKER,  for  whose  accommodation,  and 
social,  moral,  religious,  and  intellectual  improve 
ment,  a  large  stock  of  evangelical  tracts  will  speedily 
be  required.  Tenders  of  these,  in  quantities  of  not 
less  than  12,000,  may  be  sent  in  to  the  Interim 
Secretary.  Shares  must  be  applied  for  within  ten 
days  from  the  present  date. 

"  By  order  of  the  Provisional  Committee, 

"  KOBT.  M'CoRKiNDALE,  Secretary" 

"  There ! "  said  Bob,  slapping  down  the  pro 
spectus  on  the  table,  with  as  much  triumph  as  if  it 
had  been  the  original  of  Magna  Charta — "  What 
do  you  think  of  that  ?  If  it  doesn't  do  the  business 
effectually,  I  shall  submit  to  be  called  a  Dutch 
man.  That  last  touch  about  the  stoker  will  bring 
us  in  the  subscriptions  of  the  old  ladies  by  the 
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"  Very  masterly,  indeed,"  said  I.  "  But  who 
the  deuce  is  Mhic-Mhac-vich-Induibh  ?  " 

"  A  bona  fide  chief,  I  assure  you,  though  a  little 
reduced:  I  picked  him  up  upon  the  Broomielaw. 
His  grandfather  had  an  island  somewhere  to  the 
west  of  the  Hebrides ;  but  it  is  not  laid  down  in  the 
maps." 

"  And  the  Captain  of  M'Alcohol?" 

"  A  crack  distiller." 

"  And  the  Factor  for  Glentumblers  ?  " 

"  His  principal  customer.  But,  bless  you,  my 
dear  St  Mirrens !  don't  bother  yourself  any  more 
about  the  committee.  They  are  as  respectable  a 
set — on  paper  at  least — as  you  would  wish  to  see 
of  a  summer's  morning,  and  the  beauty  of  it  is  that 
they  will  give  us  no  manner  of  trouble.  Now  about 
the  allocation.  You  and  I  must  restrict  ourselves  to 
a  couple  of  thousand  shares  a-piece.  That's  only  a 
third  of  the  whole,  but  it  won't  do  to  be  greedy." 

"  But,  Bob,  consider !  Where  on  earth  are  we 
to  find  the  money  to  pay  up  the  deposits?" 

"  Can  you,  the  principal  director  of  the  Glen- 
mutchkin  Kailway,  ask  me,  the  secretary,  such  a 
question  ?  Don't  you  know  that  any  of  the  banks 
will  give  us  tick  to  the  amount  '  of  half  the  deposits.' 
All  that  is  settled  already,  and  you  can  get  your 
two  thousand  pounds  whenever  you  please  merely 
for  the  signing  of  a  bill.  Sawley  must  get  a  thou 
sand  according  to  stipulation — Jobson,  Heckles, 
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and  Grabble,  at  least  five  hundred  a-piece,  and 
another  five  hundred,  I  should  think,  will  exhaust 
the  remaining  means  of  the  committee.  So  that, 
out  of  our  whole  stock,  there  remain  just  five  thou 
sand  shares  to  be  allocated  to  the  speculative  and 
evangelical  public.  My  eyes!  won't  there  be  a 
scramble  for  them !  " 

Next  day  oiir  prospectus  appeared  in  the  news 
papers.  It  was  read,  canvassed,  and  generally 
approved  of.  During  the  afternoon,  I  took  an 
opportunity  of  looking  into  the  Tontine,  and  whilst 
under  shelter  of  the  Glasgow  Herald,  my  ears  were 
solaced  with  such  ejaculations  as  the  following : — 

"  I  say,  Jimsy,  hae  ye  seen  this  grand  new  pro 
spectus  for  a  railway  tae  Glenmutchkin  ?  " 

"  Ay — it  looks  no  that  ill.  The  Hieland  lairds 
are  pitting  their  best  fit  foremost.  Will  ye  apply 
for  shares?" 

"  I  think  I'll  tak'  twa  hundred.  Wha's  Sir 
PolloxfenTremens?" 

"  He'll  be  yin  o'  the  Ayrshire  folk.  He  used  to 
rin  horses  at  the  Paisley  races." 

("  The  devil  he  did !"  thought  I.) 

"  D'ye  ken  ony  o'  the  directors,  Jimsy?" 

"  I  ken  Sawley  fine.  Ye  may  depend  on't,  it's  a 
gude  thing  if  he's  in't,  for  he's  a  howkin'  body." 

"  Then  it's  sure  to  gae  up.  What  prem.  d'ye 
think  it  will  bring?" 

"Twa  pund  a  share,  and  maybe  mair." 
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"  'Od,  I'll  apply  for  three  hundred ! " 

"Heaven  bless  you,  my  dear  countrymen!" 
thought  I  as  I  sallied  forth  to  refresh  myself  with 
a  basin  of  soup,  "  do  but  maintain  this  liberal  and 
patriotic  feeling — this  thirst  for  national  improve 
ment,  internal  communication,  and  premiums — a 
short  while  longer,  and  I  know  whose  fortune  will, 
be  made." 

On  the  following  morning  my  breakfast-table 
was  covered  with  shoals  of  letters,  from  fellows 
whom  I  scarcely  ever  had  spoken  to — or  who,  to. 
use  a  franker  phraseology,  had  scarcely  ever  con 
descended  to  speak  to  me1 — entreating  my  influence 
as  a  director  to  obtain  them  shares  in  the  new 
undertaking.  I  never  bore  malice  in  my  life,  so  I 
chalked  them  down,  without  favouritism,  for  a  cer 
tain  proportion.  Whilst  engaged  in  this  charitable, 
work,  the  door  flew  open,  and  M'Corkindale,  look 
ing  utterly  haggard  with  excitement,  rushed  in. 

"  You  may  buy  an  estate  whenever  you  please, 
Dunshunner,"  cried  he,  "the  world's  gone  per 
fectly  mad !  I  have  been  to  Blazes  the  broker,  and 
he  tells  me  that  the  whole  amount  of  the  stock  has 
been  subscribed  for  four  times  over  already,  and 
he  has  not  yet  got  in  the  returns  from  Edinburgh1 
and  Liverpool ! " 

"  Are  they  good  names  though,  Bob — sure  cards 
— none  of  your  M'Closkies,  and  M'Alcohols?" 

"  The  first  names  in  the  city,  I  assure  you,  and 
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most  of  them  holders  for  investment.  I  wouldn't 
take  ten  millions  for  their  capital." 

11  Then  the  sooner  we  close  the  list  the  better." 

"  I  think  so  too.  I  suspect  a  rival  company  will 
be  out  before  long.  Blazes  says  the  shares  are 
selling  already  conditionally  on  allotment,  at  seven- 
and-sixpence  premium." 

"  The  deuce  they  are  I  I  say,  Bob,  since  we 
have  the  cards  in  our  hands,  would  it  not  be  wise 
to  favour  them  with  a  few  hundreds  at  that  rate  ? 
A  bird  in  the  hand,  you  know,  is  worth  two  in  the 
bush,  eh?" 

"  I  know  no  such  maxim  in  political  economy," 
replied  the  secretary.  "  Are  you  mad,  Dunshunner  ? 
How  are  the  shares  ever  to  go  up,  if  it  gets  wind 
that  the  directors  are  selling  already?  Our  busi 
ness  just  now,  is  to  butt  the  line,  not  to  bear  it ; 
and  if  you  will  trust  me,  I  shall  show  them  such 
an  operation  on  the  ascending  scale,  as  the  Stock 
Exchange  has  not  witnessed  for  this  long  and 
many  a  day.  Then,  to-morrow,  I  shall  advertise 
in  the  papers  that  the  committee,  having  received 
applications  for  ten  times  the  amount  of  stock,  have 
been  compelled,  unwillingly,  to  close  the  lists. 
That  will  be  a  slap  in  the  face  to  the  dilatory 
gentlemen,  and  send  up  the  shares  like  wildfire." 

Bob  was  right.  No  sooner  did  the  advertisement 
appear,  than  a  simultaneous  groan  was  uttered  by 
some  hundreds  of  disappointed  speculators,  who 
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with  unwonted  and  unnecessary  caution  had  been 
anxious  to  see  their  way  a  little  before  committing 
themselves  to  our  splendid  enterprise.  In  conse 
quence,  they  rushed  into  the  market,  with  intense 
anxiety  to  make  what  terms  they  could  at  the 
earliest  stage,  and  the  seven  -  and  -  sixpence  of 
premium  was  doubled  in  the  course  of  a  fore 
noon. 

The  allocation  passed  over  very  peaceably. 
Sawley,  Heckles,  Jobson,  Grabble,  and  the  Captain 
of  M'Alcohol,  besides  myself,  attended,  and  took 
part  in  the  business.  We  were  also  threatened 
with  the  presence  of  the  M'Closkie  and  Vich- 
Induibh ;  but  M'Corkindale,  entertaining  some 
reasonable  doubts  as  to  the  effect  which  their 
corporeal  appearance  might  have  upon  the  repre 
sentatives  of  the  dissenting  interest,  had  taken  the 
precaution  to  get  them  snugly  housed  in  a  tavern, 
where  an  unbounded  supply  of  gratuitous  Ferintosh 
deprived  us  of  the  benefit  of  their  experience.  We, 
however,  allotted  them  twenty  shares  a-piece.  Sir 
Polloxfen  Tremens  sent  a  handsome,  though  rather 
illegible  letter  of  apology,  dated  from  an  island  in 
Lochlomond,  where  he  was  said  to  be  detained  on 
particular  business. 

Mr  Sawley,  who  officiated  as  our  chairman,  was 
kind  enough,  before  parting,  to  pass  a  very  flatter 
ing  eulogium  upon  the  excellence  and  candour  of 
all  the  preliminary  arrangements.  It  would  now, 
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he  said,  go  forth  to  the  public  that  this  line  was 
not,  like  some  others  he  could  mention,  a  mere 
bubble,  emanating  from  the  stank  of  private  in 
terest,  but  a  solid,  lasting  superstructure,  based 
upon  the  principles  of  sound  return  for  capital, 
and  serious  evangelical  truth  (hear,  hear).  The 
time  was  fast  approaching,  when  the  gravestone, 
with  the  words  "Hie  OBIIT"  chiselled  upon  it, 
would  be  placed  at  the  head  of  all  the  other  lines 
which  rejected  the  grand  opportunity  of  conveying 
education  to  the  stoker.  The  stoker,  in  his  (Mr 
Sawley's)  opinion,  had  a  right  to  ask  the  all-im 
portant  question,  "  Am  I  not  a  man  and  a  brother?" 
(Cheers).  Much  had  been  said  and  written  lately 
about  a  work  called  Tracts  for  the  Times.  With  the 
opinions  contained  in  that  publication  he  was  not 
conversant,  as  it  was  conducted  by  persons  of 
another  community  from  that  to  which  he  (Mr 
Sawley)  had  the  privilege  to  belong.  But  he  hoped 
very  soon,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Glenmutchkin 
Kailway  Company,  to  see  a  new  periodical  estab 
lished,  under  the  title  of  Tracts  for  the  Trains.  He 
never  for  a  moment  would  relax  his  efforts  to  knock 
a  nail  into  the  coffin,  which,  he  might  say,  was 
already  made,  and  measured,  and  cloth- covered  for 
the  reception  of  all  establishments ;  and  with  these 
sentiments,  and  the  conviction  that  the  shares  must 
rise,  could  it  be  doubted  that  he  would  remain  a 
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fast  friend  to  the  interests  of  this  Company  for 
ever?  (Much  cheering.) 

After  having  delivered  this  address,  Mr  Sawley 
affectionately  squeezed  the  hands  of  his  brother 
directors,  and  departed,  leaving  several  of  us  much 
overcome.  As,  however,  M'Corkindale  had  told  me 
that  every  one  of  Sawley's  shares  had  been  disposed 
of  in  the  market  the  day  before,  I  felt  less  com 
punction  at  having  refused  to  allow  that  excellent 
man  an  extra  thousand  beyond  the  amount  he  had 
applied  for,  notwithstanding  of  his  broadest  hints, 
and  even  private  entreaties. 

"Confound  the  greedy  hypocrite!"  said  Bob; 
"  does  he  think  we  shall  let  him  Burke  the  line  for 
nothing  ?  No — no  !  let  him  go  to  the  brokers  and 
buy  his  shares  back,  if  he  thinks  they  are  likely  to 
rise.  I'll  be  bound  he  has  made  a  cool  five  hundred 
out  of  them  already." 

On  the  day  which  succeeded  the  allocation,  the 
following  entry  appeared  in  the  Glasgow  share- 
lists.  "  Direct  Glenmutchkin  Kailway  15s.  15s.  6d. 
15s.  6d.  16s.  15s.  6d.  16s.  16s.  6d.  16s.  6d.  16s. 
17s.  18s.  18s.  19s.  6d.  21s.  21s.  22s.  6d.  24s. 
25s.  6d.  27s.  29s.  29s.  6d.  30s.  31s.  pm." 

"  They  might  go  higher,  and  they  ought  to  go 
higher,"  said  Bob  musingly ;  "but  there's  not  much 
more  stock  to  come  and  go  upon,  and  these  two 
share-sharks,  Jobson  and  Grabble,  I  know,  will  be 


26  TALES   FROM   "  BLACKWOOD. 

in  the  market  to-morrow.  We  must  not  let  them 
have  the  whip-hand  of  us.  I  think  upon  the  whole, 
Dunshunner,  though  it's  letting  them  go  dog  cheap, 
that  we  ought  to  sell  half  our  shares  at  the  present 
premium,  whilst  there  is  a  certainty  of  getting  it." 

"  Why  not  sell  the  whole  ?  I'm  sure  I  have  no 
objections  to  part  with  every  stiver  of  the  scrip  on 
such  terms." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Bob,  "upon  general  principles 
you  may  be  right;  but  then  remember  that  we 
have  a  vested  interest  in  the  line." 

"  Vested  interest  be  hanged !" 

"  That's  very  well — at  the  same  time  it  is  no  use 
to  kill  your  salmon  in  a  hurry.  The  bulls  have 
done  their  work  pretty  well  for  us,  and  we  ought  to 
keep  something  on  hand  for  the  bears ;  they  are 
snuffing  at  it  already.  I  could  almost  swear  that 
some  of  those  fellows  who  have  sold  to-day  are 
working  for  a  time-bargain." 

We  accordingly  got  rid  of  a  couple  of  thousand 
shares,  the  proceeds  of  which  not  only  enabled  us 
to  discharge  the  deposit  loan,  but  left  us  a  material 
surplus.  Under  these  circumstances,  a  two-handed 
banquet  was  proposed  and  unanimously  carried,  the 
commencement  of  which  I  distinctly  remember,  but 
am  rather  dubious  as  to  the  end.  So  many  stories 
have  lately  been  circulated  to  the  prejudice  of  rail 
way  directors,  that  I  think  it  my  duty  to  state  that 
this  entertainment  was  scrupulously  defrayed  by 
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ourselves,  and  not  carried  to  account,  either  of  the 
preliminary  survey,  or  the  expenses  of  the  provi 
sional  committee. 

Nothing  effects  so  great  a  metamorphosis  in  the 
bearing  of  the  outer  man,  as  a  sudden  change  of 
fortune.  The  anemone  of  the  garden  differs  scarcely 
more  from  its  unpretending  prototype  of  the  woods, 
than  Eobert  M'Corkindale,  Esq.,  Secretary  and 
Projector  of  the  Glenmutchkin  Eailway,  differed 
from  Bob  M'Corkindale,  the  seedy  frequenter  of 
"  The  Crow."  In  the  days  of  yore,  men  eyed  the 
surtout — napless  at  the  velvet  collar,  and  preterna- 
turally  white  at  the  seams — which  Bob  vouchsafed 
to  wear,  with  looks  of  dim  suspicion,  as  if  some 
faint  reminiscence,  similar  to  that  which  is  said  to 
recall  the  memory  of  a  former  state  of  existence, 
suggested  to  them  a  notion  that  the  garment  had 
once  been  their  own.  Indeed,  his  whole  appearance 
was  then  wonderfully  second-hand.  Now  he  had 
cast  his  slough.  A  most  undeniable  Taglioni,  with 
trimmings  just  bordering  upon  frogs,  gave  dignity 
to  his  demeanour  and  twofold  amplitude  to  his  chest. 
The  horn  eyeglass  was  exchanged  for  one  of  purest 
gold,  the  dingy  high-lows  for  well-waxed  Welling 
tons,  the  Paisley  fogle  for  the  fabric  of  the  China 
loom.  Moreover,  he  walked  with  a  swagger,  and 
affected  in  common  conversation  a  peculiar  dialect 
which  he  opined  to  be  the  purest  English,  but  which 
no  one — except  a  bagman — could  be  reasonably 
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expected  to  understand.  His  pockets  were  invari 
ably  crammed  with  share-lists ;  and  he  quoted,  if 
he  did  not  comprehend,  the  money  article  from  the 
Times.  This  sort  of  assumption,  though  very  ludi 
crous  in  itself,  goes  down  wonderfully.  Bob  gradu 
ally  became  a  sort  of  authority,  and  his  opinions 
got  quoted  on  'Change.  He  was  no  ass,  notwith 
standing  his  peculiarities,  and  made  good  use  of 
his  opportunity. 

For  myself,  I  bore  my  new  dignities  with  an  air 
of  modest  meekness.  A  certain  degree  of  starchness 
is  indispensable  for  a  railway  director,  if  he  means 
to  go  forward  in  his  high  calling  and  prosper ;  he 
must  abandon  all  juvenile  eccentricities,  and  aim  at 
the  appearance  of  a  decided  enemy  to  free  trade  in 
the  article  of  Wild  Oats.  Accordingly,  as  the  first 
step  towards  respectability,  I  eschewed  coloured 
waistcoats,  and  gave  out  that  I  was  a  marrying 
man.  No  man  under  forty,  unless  he  is  a  positive 
idiot,  will  stand  forth  as  a  theoretical  bachelor. 
It  is  all  nonsense  to  say  that  there  is  anything 
unpleasant  in  being  courted.  Attention,  whether 
from  male  or  female,  tickles  the  vanity ;  and  although 
I  have  a  reasonable,  and,  I  hope,  not  unwholesome 
regard  for  the  gratification  of  my  other  appetites,  I 
confess  that  this  same  vanity  is  by  far  the  most 
poignant  of  the  whole.  I  therefore  surrendered 
myself  freely  to  the  soft  allurements  thrown  in  my 
way  by  such  matronly  denizens  of  Glasgow  as  were 
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possessed  of  stock  in  the  shape  of  marriageable 
daughters ;  and  walked  the  more  readily  into  their 
toils,  because  every  party,  though  nominally  for  the 
purposes  of  tea,  wound  up  with  a  hot  supper,  and 
something  hotter  still  by  way  of  assisting  the  diges 
tion. 

I  don't  know  whether  it  was  my  determined 
conduct  at  the  allocation,  my  territorial  title,  or  a 
most  exaggerated  idea  of  my  circumstances,  that 
worked  upon  the  mind  of  Mr  Sawley.  Possibly  it 
was  a  combination  of  the  three ;  but  sure  enough 
few  days  had  elapsed  before  I  received  a  formal 
card  of  invitation  to  a  tea  and  serious  conversation. 
Now  serious  conversation  is  a  sort  of  thing  that  I 
never  shone  in,  possibly  because  my  early  studies 
were  framed  in  a  different  direction ;  but  as  I  really 
was  unwilling  to  offend  the  respectable  coffin-maker, 
and  as  I  found  that  the  Captain  of  M' Alcohol — a 
decided  trump  in  his  way — had  also  received  a 
summons,  I  notified  my  acceptance. 

M'Alcohol  and  I  went  together.  The  Captain,  an 
enormous  brawny  Celt,  with  superhuman  whiskers, 
and  a  shock  of  the  fieriest  hair,  had  figged  himself 
out,  more  majorum,  in  the  full  Highland  costume.  I 
never  saw  Eob  Eoy  on  the  stage  look  half  so  digni 
fied  or  ferocious.  He  glittered  from  head  to  foot, 
with  dirk,  pistol,  and  skean-dhu,  and  at  least  a 
hundred-weight  of  cairngorms  cast  a  prismatic  glory 
around  his  person.  I  felt  quite  abashed  beside  him. 
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We  were  ushered  into  Mr  Sawley's  drawing-room. 
Round  the  walls,  and  at  considerable  distances  from 
each  other,  were  seated  about  a  dozen  characters,  male 
and  female,  all  of  them  dressed  in  sable,  and  wear 
ing  countenances  of  woe.  Sawley  advanced,  and 
wrung  me  by  the  hand  with  so  piteous  an  expres 
sion  of  visage,  that  I  could  not  help  thinking  some 
awful  catastrophe  had  just  befallen  his  family. 

"  You  are  welcome,  Mr  Dunshunner — welcome  to 
my  humble  tabernacle.  Let  me  present  you  to 
Mrs  Sawley" — and  a  lady,  who  seemed  to  have 
bathed  in  the  Yellow  Sea,  rose  from  her  seat,  and 
favoured  me  with  a  profound  curtsy. 

"  My  daughter — Miss  Selina  Sawley." 

I  felt  in  my  brain  the  scorching  glance  of  the  two 
darkest  eyes  it  ever  was  my  fortune  to  behold,  as 
the  beauteous  Selina  looked  up  from  the  perusal  of 
her  handkerchief  hem.  It  was  a  pity  that  the  other 
features  were  not  corresponding ;  for  the  nose  was 
flat,  and  the  mouth  of  such  dimensions,  that  a  Har 
lequin  might  have  jumped  down  it  with  impunity — 
but  the  eyes  were  splendid. 

In  obedience  to  a  sign  from  the  hostess,  I  sank 
into  a  chair  beside  Selina ;  and  not  knowing  exactly 
what  to  say,  hazarded  some  observation  about  the 
weather. 

"Yes,  it  is  indeed  a  suggestive  season.  How 
deeply,  Mr  Dunshunner,  we  ought  to  feel  the  pen 
sive  progress  of  autumn  towards  a  soft  and  prema- 
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ture  decay !  I  always  think,  about  this  time  of 
the  year,  that  nature  is  falling  into  a  consumption ! " 

"  To  be  sure,  ma'am,"  said  I,  rather  taken  aback 
by  this  style  of  colloquy,  "  the  trees  are  looking 
devilishly  hectic." 

"  Ah,  you  have  remarked  that  too !  Strange  !  it 
was  but  yesterday  that  I  was  wandering  through 
Kelvin  Grove,  and  as  the  phantom  breeze  brought 
down  the  withered  foliage  from  the  spray,  I  thought 
how  probable  it  was  that  they  might  ere  long  rustle 
over  young  and  glowing  hearts  deposited  prema 
turely  in  the  tomb ! " 

This,  which  struck  me  as  a  very  passable  imita 
tion  of  Dickens's  pathetic  writings,  was  a  poser.  In 
default  of  language,  I  looked  Miss  Sawley  straight 
in  the  face,  and  attempted  a  substitute  for  a  sigh. 
I  was  rewarded  with  a  tender  glance. 

"Aht"  said  she,  "I  see  you  area  congenial 
spirit.  How  delightful,  and  yet  how  rare  it  is  to 
meet  with  any  one  who  thinks  in  unison  with  your 
self!  Do  you  ever  walk  in  the  Necropolis,  Mr 
Dunshunner  ?  It  is  my  favourite  haunt  of  a  morn 
ing.  There  we  can  wean  ourselves,  as  it  were,  from 
life,  and,  beneath  the  melancholy  yew  and  cypress, 
anticipate  the  setting  star.  How  often  there  have 
I  seen  the  procession — the  funeral  of  some  very,  very 
little  child" 

"  Selina,  my  love,"  said  Mrs  Sawley,  "have  the 
kindness  to  ring  for  the  cookies." 


32  TALES   FKOM 

I,  as  in  duty  bound,  started  up  to  save  the  fair 
enthusiast  the  trouble,  and  was  not  sorry  to  observe 
my  seat  immediately  occupied  by  a  very  cadaverous 
gentleman,  who  was  evidently  jealous  of  the  progress 
I  was  rapidly  making.  Sawley,  with  an  air  of  great 
mystery,  informed  me  that  this  was  a  Mr  Dalgleish 
of  Kaxmathrapple,  the  representative  of  an  ancient 
Scottish  family  who  claimed  an  important  heritable 
office.  The  name,  I  thought,  was  familiar  to  me, 
but  there  was  something  in  the  appearance  of  Mr 
Dalgleish  which,  notwithstanding  the  smiles  of  Miss 
Selina,  rendered  a  rivalship  in  that  quarter  utterly 
out  of  the  question. 

I  hate  injustice,  so  let  me  do  due  honour  in  de 
scription  to  the  Sawley  banquet.  The  tea-urn 
most  literally  corresponded  to  its  name.  The  table 
was  decked  out  with  divers  platters,  containing 
seed-cakes  cut  into  rhomboids,  almond  biscuits,  and 
ratafia  drops.  Also,  on  the  sideboard,  there  were 
two  salvers,  each  of  which  contained  a  congregation 
of  glasses,  filled  with  port  and  sherry.  The  former 
fluid,  as  I  afterwards  ascertained,  was  of  the  kind 
advertised  as  "  curious,"  and  proffered  for  sale  at 
the  reasonable  rate  of  sixteen  shillings  per  dozen. 
The  banquet,  on  the  whole,  was  rather  peculiar 
than  enticing ;  and,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  could 
not  divest  myself  of  the  idea  that  the  selfsame  viands 
had  figured,  not  long  before,  as  funeral  refreshments 
at  a  dirgie.  No  such  suspicion  seemed  to  cross 
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the  mind  of  M'Alcohol,  who  hitherto  had  remained 
uneasily  surveying  his  nails  in  a  corner,  but  at  the 
first  symptom  of  food  started  forwards,  and  was  in 
the  act  of  making  a  clean  sweep  of  the  china,  when 
Sawley  proposed  the  singular  preliminary  of  a 
hymn. 

The  hymn  was  accordingly  sung.     I  am  thankful 
to  say  it  was  such  a  one  as  I  never  heard  before,  or 
expect  to  hear  again ;  and  unless  it  was  composed 
by  the   Reverend    Saunders   Peden  in  an  hour  of 
paroxysm  on  the  moors,   I  cannot  conjecture  the 
author.     After  this  original  symphony,  tea  was  dis^ 
cussed,  and  after  tea,  to  my  amazement,  more  hot 
brandy-and-water  than  I   ever  remember  to  have 
seen  circulated  at  the  most  convivial  party.     Of 
course  this  effected  a  radical  change  in  the  spirits 
and  conversation  of  the  circle.     It  was  again  my  lot 
to  be  placed  by  the  side  of  the  fascinating  Selina, 
whose   sentimentality  gradually  thawed  away  be 
neath"  the  influence  of  sundry  sips,  which  she  ac 
cepted  with  a  delicate  reluctance.     This  time  Dal- 
gleishof  Raxmathrapplehad  not  the  remotest  chance. 
M'Alcohol  got  furious,  sang  Gaelic  songs,  and  even 
delivered  a  sermon  in  genuine  Erse,  without  incur 
ring  a  rebuke  ;    whilst,  for  my  own  part,  I  must 
needs  confess  that  I  waxed  unnecessarily  amorous, 
and  the  last  thing  I  recollect  was  the  pressure  of 
Mr  Sawley's  hand  at  the  door,  as  he  denominated 
me  his  dear  boy,  and  hoped  I  would  soon  come  back 

c 


34  TALES   FROM   "  BLACKWOOD. 

and  visit  Mrs  Sawley  and  Selina.  The  recollection 
of  these  passages  next  morning  was  the  surest  anti 
dote  to  my  return. 

Three  weeks  had  elapsed,  and  still  the  Glen- 
mutchkin  Kail  way  shares  were  at  a  premium,  though 
rather  lower  than  when  we  sold.  Our  engineer, 
Watty  Solder,  returned  from  his  first  survey  of  the 
line,  along  with  an  assisant  who  really  appeared  to 
have  some  remote  glimmerings  of  the  science  and 
practice  of  mensuration.  It  seemed,  from  a  verbal 
report,  that  the  line  was  actually,  practicable  ;  and 
the  survey  would  have  been  completed  in  a  very 
short  time — "  If,"  according  to  the  account  of  Solder, 
"  there  had  been  ae  hoos  in  the  glen.  But  ever 
sin'  the  distillery  stoppit — and  that  was  twa  year 
last  Martinmas — there  wasna  a  hole  whaur  a  Chris 
tian  could  lay  his  head,  muckle  less  get  white 
sugar  to  his  toddy,  forbye  the  change-house  at  the 
clachan ;  and  the  auld  luckie  that  keepit  it  was  sair 
forfochten  wi'  the  palsy,  and  maist  in  the  dead- 
thraws.  There  was  naebody  else  living  within  twal 
miles  o'  the  line,  barring  a  taxman,  a  lamiter,  and  a 
bauldie." 

We  had  some  difficulty  in  preventing  Mr  Solder 
from  making  this  report  open  and  patent  to  the  pub 
lic,  which  premature  disclosure  might  have  interfered 
materially  with  the  preparation  of  our  traffic  tables, 
not  to  mention  the  marketable  value  of  the  shares. 
We  therefore  kept  him  steadily  at  work  out  of  Glas- 
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gow,  upon  a  very  liberal  allowance,  to  which,  appar 
ently,  he  did  not  object. 

"  Dunshunner,"  said  M'Corkindale  to  me  one  day, 
"I  suspect  that  there  is  something  going  on  about 
our  railway  more  than  we  are  aware  of.  Have  you 
observed  that  the  shares  are  preteraaturally  high 
just  now  ?  " 

"  So  much  the  better.     Let's  sell." 

"  I  did  so  this  morning — both  yours  and  mine,  at 
two  pounds  ten  shillings  premium." 

"  The  deuce  you  did  !  Then  we're  out  of  the  whole 
concern." 

"  Not  quite.  If  my  suspicions  are  correct,  there's 
a  good  deal  more  money  yet  to  be  got  from  the 
speculation.  Somebody  has  been  bulling  the  stock 
without  orders  ;  and,  as  they  can  have  no  informa 
tion  which  we  are  not  perfectly  up  to,  depend  upon 
it,  it  is  done  for  a  purpose.  I  suspect  Sawley  and 
his  friends.  They  have  never  been  quite  happy  since 
the  allocation;  and  I  caught  him  yesterday  pump 
ing  our  broker  in  the  back  shop.  We'll  see  in  a 
day  or  two.  If  they  are  beginning  a  bearing  opera 
tion,  I  know  how  to  catch  them." 

And,  in  effect,  the  bearing  operation  commenced. 
Next  day,  heavy  sales  were  effected  for  delivery  in 
three  weeks ;  and  the  stock,  as  if  water-logged, 
began  to  sink.  The  same  thing  continued  for  the 
following  two  days,  until  the  premium  became  nearly 
nominal.  In  the  mean  time,  Bob  and  I,  in  conjunct- 
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tion  with  two  leading  capitalists  whom  we  led  into 
the  secret,  bought  up  steadily  every  share  that 
was  offered  ;  and  at  the  end  of  a  fortnight  we  found 
that  we  had  purchased  rather  more  than  double  the 
amount  of  the  whole  original  stock.  Sawley  and 
his  disciples,  who,  as  M'Corkindale  suspected,  were 
at  the  bottom  of  the  whole  transaction,  having  beared 
to  their  heart's  content,  now  came  into  the  market 
to  purchase,  in  order  to  redeem  their  engagements. 
The  following  extracts  from  the  weekly  share-lists 
will  show  the  result  of  their  endeavours  to  regain 
their  lost  position  : — 

Sat.  Mon.  Tues.  Wed.  Tliurs.  Frid.   Sat. 

£1  paid,  1 J  |  2£  |  4f  |  7£|  10}  |  15§  |  17, 

and  Monday  was  the  day  of  delivery. 

I  have  no  means  of  knowing  in  what  frame  of 
mind  Mr  Sawley  spent  the  Sunday,  or  whether  he 
had  recourse  for  mental  consolation  to  Peden  ;  but 
on  Monday  morning  he  presented  himself  at  my  door 
in  full  funeral  costume,  with  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  of  crape  swathed  round  his  hat,  black  gloves, 
and  a  countenance  infinitely  more  doleful  than  if  he 
had  been  attending  the  interment  of  his  beloved  wife. 

"  Walk  in,  Mr  Sawley,"  said  I  cheerfully.  "  What 
a  long  time  it  is  since  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you — too  long  indeed  for  brother  directors. 
How  are  Mrs  Sawley  and  Miss.  Selina — won't  you 
take  a  cup  of  coffee?  " 
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"Grass,  sir,  grass!"  said  Mr  Sawley,  with  a 
sigh  like  the  groan  of  a  furnace-bellows.  "  We  are 
all  flowers  of  the  oven — weak,  erring  creatures, 
every  one  of  us.  Ah  !  Mr  Dunshunner !  you  have 
been  a  great  stranger  at  Lykewake  Terrace  !  " 

"  Take  a  muffin,  Mr  Sawley.  Anything  new  in 
the  railway  world  ?  " 

"  Ah,  my  dear  sir — my  good  Mr  Augustus  Kegi- 
nald — I  wanted  to  have  some  serious  conversation 
with  you  on  that  very  point.  I  am  afraid  there  is 
something  far  wrong  indeed  in  the  present  state  of 
our  stock." 

"  Why,  to  be  sure  it  is  high ;  but  that,  you 
know,  is  a  token  of  the  public  confidence  in  the 
line.  After  all,  the  rise  is  nothing  compared  to  that 
of  several  English  railways ;  and  individually,  I  sup 
pose,  neither  of  us  have  any  reason  to  complain." 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  said  Sawley,  watching  me  over 
the  margin  of  his  coffee-cup.  "  I  don't  like  it.  It 
savours  too  much  of  gambling  for  a  man  of  my 
habits.  Selina,  who  is  a  sensible  girl,  has  serious 
qualms  on  the  subject." 

"  Then  why  not  get  out  of  it?  I  have  no  objec 
tion  to  run  the  risk,  and  if  you  like  to  transact  with 
me,  I  will  pay  you  ready  money  for  every  share  you 
have  at  the  present  market  price." 

Sawley  writhed  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

"  Will  you  sell  me  five  hundred,  Mr  Sawley  ? 
Say  the  word  and  it  is  a  bargain." 
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"  A  time  bargain?"  quavered  the  coffin-maker. 

"  No.     Money  down,  and  scrip  handed  over." 

"  I — I  can't.  The  fact  is,  my  dear  young  friend, 
I  have  sold  all  my  stock  already !  " 

"  Then  permit  me  to  ask,  Mr  Sawley,  what  pos 
sible  objection  you  can  have  to  the  present  aspect 
of  affairs  ?  You  do  not  surely  suppose  that  we  are 
going  to  issue  new  shares  and  bring  down  the 
market,  simply  because  you  have  realised  at  a  hand 
some  premium  ?  " 

"A  handsome  premium!  0  Lord!"  moaned 
Sawley. 

"  Why,  what  did  you  get  for  them  ?" 

"  Four,  three,  and  two  and  a  half." 

"  A  very  considerable  profit  indeed,"  said  I;  "and 
you  ought  to  be  abundantly  thankful.  We  shall  talk 
this  matter  over  at  another  time,  Mr  Sawley,  but  just 
now  I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me.  I  have  a  parti 
cular  engagement  this  morning  with  my  broker — 
rather  a  heavy  transaction  to  settle — arid  so  " 

"  It's  no  use  beating  about  the  bush  any  longer," 
said  Mr  Sawley  in  an  excited  tone,  at  the  same  time 
dashing  down  his  crape-covered  castor  on  the  floor. 
"  Did  you  ever  see  a  ruined  man  with  a  large 
family?  Look  at  me,  Mr  Dunshunner — I'm  one, 
and  you've  done  it ! " 

"  Mr  Sawley !  are  you  in  your  senses  ?  " 

"  That  depends  on  circumstances.  Haven't  you 
been  buying  stock  lately  ?  " 
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"  I  am  glad  to  say  I  have — two  thousand  Glen- 
mutchkins,  I  think,  and  this  is  the  day  of  delivery." 

"  Well,  then  —  can't  you  see  how  the  matter 
stands  ?  It  was  I  who  sold  them  1  " 

"  Well !  " 

"  Mother  of  Moses,  sir!  don't  you  see  I'm  ruined?" 

"  By  no  means — but  you  must  not  swear.  I  pay 
over  the  money  for  your  scrip,  and  you  pocket  a 
premium.  It  seems  to  me  a  very  simple  transac 
tion." 

"  But  I  tell  you  I  haven't  got  the  scrip  1  "  cried 
Sawley,  gnashing  his  teeth,  whilst  the  cold  beads 
of  perspiration  gathered  largely  on  his  brow. 

"  That  is  very  unfortunate  !     Have  you  lost  it  ?  " 

"  No  ! — the  devil  tempted  me,  and  I  oversold !  " 

There  was  a  very  long  pause,  during  which  I 
assumed  an  aspect  of  serious  and  dignified  rebuke. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  "  said  I  in  a  low  tone,  after  the 
manner  of  Kean's  offended  fathers.  "  What !  you, 
Mr  Sawley  —  the  stoker's  friend — the  enemy  of 
gambling — the  father  of  Selina — condescend  to  so 
equivocal  a  transaction  ?  You  amaze  me  !  But  I 
never  was  the  man  to  press  heavily  on  a  friend  "- — 
here  Sawley  brightened  up — "your  secret  is  safe 
with  me,  and  it  shall  be  your  own  fault  if  it  reaches 
the  ears  of  the  Session.  Pay  me  over  the  difference 
at  the  present  market  price,  and  I  release  you  of 
your  obligation." 

"  Then  I'm  in  the  Gazette,  that's  all,"  said  Saw- 
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ley  doggedly,  "  and  a  wife  and  nine  beautiful  babes 
upon  the  parish  !  I  had  hoped  other  things  from 
you,  Mr  Dunshunner — I  thought  you  and  Selina  " — 

"  Nonsense,  man !  Nobody  goes  into  the  Gazette 
just  now — it  will  be  time  enough  when  the  general 
crash  comes.  Out  with  your  cheque-book,  and 
write  me  an  order  for  four-and-twenty  thousand. 
Confound  fractions  !  in  these  days  one  can  afford  to 
be  liberal." 

"I  haven't  got  it,"  said  Sawley.  "You  have  no 
idea  how  bad  our  trade  has  been  of  late,  for  nobody 
seems  to  think  of  dying.  I  have  not  sold  a  gross 
of  coffins  this  fortnight.  But  I'll  tell  you  what — 
I'll  give  you  five  thousand  down  in  cash,  and  ten 
thousand  in  shares — further  I  can't  go." 

"  Now,  Mr  Sawley,"  said  I,  "  I  may  be  blamed 
by  worldly-minded  persons  for  what  I  am  going  to 
do  ;  but  I  am  a  man  of  principle,  and  feel  deeply  for 
the  situation  of  your  amiable  wife  and  family.  I 
bear  no  malice,  though  it  is  quite  clear  that  you 
intended  to  make  me  the  sufferer.  Pay  me  fifteen 
thousand  over  the  counter,  and  we  cry  quits  for 
ever." 

"  Won't  you  take  Camlachie  Cemetery  shares  ? 
They  are  sure  to  go  up." 

"No!" 

"  Twelve  Hundred  Cowcaddens'  Water,  with  an 
issue  of  new  stock  next  week  ?  " 

"  Not  if  they  disseminated  the  Ganges! " 
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"  A  thousand  Kamshom  Gas  —  four  per  cent 
guaranteed  until  the  act  ?  " 

"Not  if  they  promised  twenty,  and  melted  down 
the  sun  in  their  retort  1  " 

"  Blawweary  Iron  ?     Best  spec,  going." 

"  No,  I  tell  you  once  for  all !  If  you  don't  like  my 
offer — and  it  is  an  uncommonly  liberal  one — say  so, 
and  I'll  expose  you  this  afternoon  upon  'Change." 

"  Well,  then  —  there's  a  cheque.  But  may 
the  " 

"  Stop,  sir  !  Any  such  profane  expressions,  and 
I  shall  insist  upon  the  original  bargain.  So,  then 
— now  we're  quits.  I  wish  you  a  very  good-morn 
ing,  Mr  Sawley,  and  better  luck  next  time.  Pray 
remember  me  to  your  amiable  family." 

The  door  had  hardly  closed  upon  the  discomfited 
coffin-maker,  and  I  was  still  in  the  preliminary 
steps  of  an  extempore  pas  seul,  intended  as  the  out 
ward  demonstration  of  exceeding  inward  joy,  when 
Bob  M'Corkindale  entered.  I  told  him  the  result  of 
the  morning's  conference. 

"  You  have  let  him  off  too  easily,"  said  the  Poli 
tical  Economist.  "Had  I  been  his  creditor,  I  cer 
tainly  should  have  sacked  the  shares  into  the  bar 
gain.  There  is  nothing  like  rigid  dealing  between 
man  and  man." 

"  I  am  contented  with  moderate  profits,"  said  I; 
"  besides,  the  image  of  Selina  overcame  me.  How 
goes  it  with  Jobson  and  Grabbie?  " 
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"  Jobson  has  paid,  and  Grabbie  compounded. 
Heckles — may  lie  die  an  evil  death ! — has  repudi 
ated,  become  a  lame  duck,  and  waddled ;  but  no 
doubt  his  estate  will  pay  a  dividend." 

"  So,  then,  we  are  clear  of  the  whole  Glenmutch- 
kin  business,  and  at  a  handsome  profit." 

"  A  fair  interest  for  the  outlay  of  capital — nothing 
more.  But  I'm  not  quite  done  with  the  concern 

yet." 

"  How  so  ?  not  another  bearing  operation  ?  " 

"  No ;  that  cock  would  hardly  fight.  But  you 
forget  that  I  am  secretary  to  the  company,  and  have 
a  small  account  against  them  for  services  already 
rendered.  I  must  do  what  I  can  to  carry  the  bill 
through  Parliament ;  and,  as  you  have  now  sold 
your  wThole  shares,  I  advise  you  to  resign  from  the 
direction,  go  down  straight  to  Glenmutchkin,  and 
qualify  yourself  for  a  witness.  "We  shall  give  you 
five  guineas  a-day,  and  pay  all  your  expenses." 

"Not  a  bad  notion.  But  what  has  become  of 
M'Closkie,  and  the  other  fellow  with  the  jaw-break 
ing  name  ?  " 

"  Vich-Induibh  ?  I  have  looked  after  their  inte 
rests,  as  in  duty  bound,  sold  their  shares  at  a  large 
premium,  and  despatched  them  to  their  native  hills 
on  annuities." 

"And  SirPolloxfen?" 

"  Died  yesterday  of  spontaneous  combustion." 

As  the  company  seemed  breaking  up,  I  thought 
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I  could  not  do  better  than  take  M'Corkindale's  hint, 
and  accordingly  betook  myself  to  Glenmutchkin, 
along  with  the  Captain  of  M* Alcohol,  and  we  quar 
tered  ourselves  upon  the  Factor  for  Glentumblers. 
We  found  Watty  Solder  very  shakey,  and  his  assis 
tant  also  lapsing  into  habits  of  painful  inebriety. 
We  saw  little  of  them  except  of  an  evening,  for  we 
shot  and  fished  the  whole  day,  and  made  ourselves 
remarkably  comfortable.  By  singular  good-luck,  the 
plans  and  sections  were  lodged  in  time,  and  the  Board 
of  Trade  very  handsomely  reported  in  our  favour, 
with  a  recommendation  of  what  they  were  pleased 
to  call  "the  Glenmutchkin  system,"  and  a  hope 
that  it  might  generally  be  carried  out.  What  this 
system  was,  I  never  clearly  understood;  but,  of 
course,  none  of  us  had  any  objections.  This  cir 
cumstance  gave  an  additional  impetus  to  the  shares, 
and  they  once  more  went  up.  I  was,  however,  too 
cautious  to  plunge  a  second  time  into  Charybdis, 
but  M'Corkindale  did,  and  again  emerged  with 
plunder. 

When  the  time  came  for  the  parliamentary  con 
test,  we  all  emigrated  to  London.  I  still  recollect, 
with  lively  satisfaction,  the  many  pleasant  days  we 
spent  in  the  metropolis  at  the  company's  expense. 
There  were  just  a  neat  fifty  of  us,  and  we  occupied 
the  whole  of  an  hotel.  The  discussion  before  the 
committee  was  long  and  formidable.  We  were 
opposed  by  four  other  companies  who  patronised 
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lines,  of  which  the  nearest  was  at  least  a  hundred 
miles  distant  from  Glenmutchkin  ;  but  as  they 
founded  their  opposition  upon  dissent  from  "  the 
Glenmutchkin  system  "  generally,  the  committee 
allowed  them  to  be  heard.  We  fought  for  three 
weeks  a  most  desperate  battle,  and  might  in  the 
end  have  been  victorious,  had  not  our  last  anta 
gonist,  at  the  very  close  of  his  case,  pointed  out  no 
less  than  seventy-three  fatal  errors  in  the  parlia 
mentary  plan  deposited  by  the  unfortunate  Solder. 
Why  this  was  not  done  earlier,  I  never  exactly 
understood;  it  may  be,  that  our  opponents,  with 
gentlemanly  consideration,  were  unwilling  to  cur 
tail  our  sojourn  in  London — and  their  own.  The 
drama  was  now  finally  closed,  and  after  all  pre 
liminary  expenses  were  paid,  sixpence  per  share 
was  returned  to  the  holders  upon  surrender  of  their 
scrip. 

Such  is  an  accurate  history  of  the  Origin,  Eise, 
Progress,  and  Fall  of  the  Direct  Glenmutchkin 
Kailway.  It  contains  a  deep  moral,  if  anybody  has 
sense  enough  to  see  it ;  if  not,  I  have  a  new  pro 
ject  in  my  eye  for  next  session,  of  which  timely 
notice  shall  be  given. 


VANDEBDECKEN'S  MESSAGE  HOME; 

OR,  THE  TENACITY  OF  NATURAL  AFFECTION. 
[MAGA.    MAY  1821.] 

OUR  ship,  after  touching  at  the  Cape,  went  out 
again,  and  soon  losing  sight  of  the  Table 
Mountain,  began  to  be  assailed  by  the  impetuous  at 
tacks  of  the  sea,  which  is  well  known  to  be  more  for 
midable  there  than  in  most  parts  of  the  known  ocean. 
The  day  had  grown  dull  and  hazy,  and  the  breeze, 
which  had  formerly  blown  fresh,  now  sometimes 
subsided  almost  entirely,  and  then  recovering  its 
strength,  for  a  short  time,  and  changing  its  direc 
tion,  blew  with  temporary  violence,  and  died  away 
again,  as  if  exercising  a  melancholy  caprice.  A 
heavy  swell  began  to  come  from  the  south-east. 
Our  sails  napped  against  the  masts,  and  the  ship 
rolled  from  side  to  side,  as  heavily  as  if  she  had 
been  water-logged.  There  was  so  little  wind  that 
she  would  not  steer. 

At  two  P.  M.  we  had  a  squall,  accompanied  by 
thunder  and  rain.  The  seamen,  growing  restless, 
looked  anxiously  ahead.  They  said  we  would 
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have  a  dirty  night  of  it,  and  that  it  would  not  be 
worth  while  to  turn  into  their  hammocks.  As  the 
second  mate  was  describing  a  gale  he  had  encoun 
tered  off  Cape  Eace,  Newfoundland,  we  were  sud 
denly  taken  all  aback,  and  the  blast  came  upon  us 
furiously.  We  continued  to  scud  under  a  double- 
reefed  mainsail  and  fore-topsail  till  dusk ;  but,  as 
the  sea  ran  high,  the  captain  thought  it  safest  to 
bring  her  to.  The  watch  on  deck  consisted  of  four 
men,  one  of  whom  was  appointed  to  keep  a  look-out 
ahead,  for  the  weather  was  so  hazy  that  we  could 
not  see  two  cables'  length  from  the  bows.  This 
man,  whose  name  was  Tom  Willis,  went  frequently 
to  the  bows,  as  if  to  observe  something  ;  and  when 
the  others  called  to  him,  inquiring  what  he  was 
looking  at,  he  would  give  no  definite  answer.  They 
therefore  went  also  to  the  bows,  and  appeared 
startled,  and  at  first  said  nothing.  But  presently 
one  of  them  cried,  "  William,  go  call  the  watch." 

The  seamen,  having  been  asleep  in  their  ham 
mocks,  murmured  at  this  unseasonable  summons, 
and  called  to  know  how  it  looked  upon  deck.  To 
which  Tom  Willis  replied,  "  Come  up  and  see. 
What  we  are  minding  is  not  on  deck,  but  ahead." 

On  hearing  this,  they  ran  up  without  putting  on 
their  jackets,  and  when  they  came  to  the  bows  there 
was  a  whispering. 

One  of  them  asked,  "  Where  is  she  ?  I  do  not  see 
her."  To  which  another  replied,  "  The  last  flash  of 
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lightning  showed  there  was  not  a  reef  in  one  of  her 
sails  ;  but  we,  who  know  her  history,  know  that  all 
her  canvass  will  never  carry  her  into  port." 

By  this  time,  the  talking  of  the  seamen  had 
brought  some  of  the  passengers  on  deck.  They 
could  see  nothing,  however,  for  the  ship  was  sur 
rounded  by  thick  darkness,  and  by  the  noise  of  the 
dashing  waters,  and  the  seamen  evaded  the  ques 
tions  that  were  put  to  them. 

At  this  juncture  the  chaplain  came  on  deck.  He 
was  a  man  of  grave  and  modest  demeanour,  and  was 
much  liked  among  the  seamen,  who  called  him 
Gentle  George.  He  overheard  one  of  the  men  ask 
ing  another,  "  If  he  had  ever  seen  the  Flying  Dutch 
man  before,  and  if  he  knew  the  story  about  her  ?  " 
To  which  the  other  replied,  "  I  have  heard  of  her 
beating  about  in  these  seas.  What  is  the  reason 
she  never  reaches  port  ?  " 

The  first  speaker  replied,  "  They  give  different 
reasons  for  it,  but  my  story  is  this  :  She  was  an 
Amsterdam  vessel,  and  sailed  from  that  port  seventy 
years  ago.  Her  master's  name  was  Vanderdecken. 
He  was  a  stanch  seaman,  and  would  have  his  own 
way,  in  spite  of  the  devil.  For  all  that,  never  a 
sailor  under  him  had  reason  to  complain  ;  though 
how  it  is  on  board  with  them  now,  nobody  knows ; — 
the  story  is  this,  that  in  doubling  the  Cape,  they 
were  a  long  day  trying  to  weather  the  Table  Bay, 
which  we  saw  this  morning.  However,  the  wind 
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headed  them,  and  went  against  them  more  and 
more,  and  Vanderdecken  walked  the  deck,  swearing 
at  the  wind.  Just  after  sunset,  a  vessel  spoke  him, 
asking  if  he  did  not  mean  to  go  into  the  bay  that 
night.  Vanderdecken  replied,  "  May  I  be  eternally 
d — d  if  I  do,  though  I  should  beat  about  here  till 
the  day  of  judgment !  "  And  to  be  sure,  Vander 
decken  never  did  go  into  that  bay ;  for  it  is  believed 
that  he  continues  to  beat  about  in  these  seas  still, 
and  will  do  so  long  enough.  This  vessel  is  never 
seen  but  with  foul  weather  along  with  her." 

To  which  another  replied,  u  We  must  keep  clear 
of  her.  They  say  that  her  captain  mans  his  jolly 
boat,  when  a  vessel  comes  in  sight,  and  tries  hard 
to  get  alongside,  to  put  letters  on  board,  but  no 
good  comes  to  them  who  have  communication  with 
him." 

Tom  Willis  said,  "  There  is  such  a  sea  between 
us  at  present,  as  should  keep  us  safe  from  such 
visits." 

To*  which  the  other  answered :  "  We  cannot 
trust  to  that,  if  Vanderdecken  sends  out  his  men." 

Some  of  this  conversation  having  been  overheard 
by  the  passengers,  there  was  a  commotion  among 
them.  In  the  mean  time,  the  noise  of  the  waves 
against  the  vessel  could  scarcely  be  distinguished 
from  the  sounds  of  the  distant  thunder.  The  wind 
had  extinguished  the  light  in  the  binnacle,  where 
the  compass  was,  and  no  one  could  tell  which  way 
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the  ship's  head  lay.  The  passengers  were  afraid 
to  ask  questions,  lest  they  should  augment  the 
secret  sensation  of  fear  which  chilled  every  heart, 
or  learn  any  more  than  they  already  knew.  For 
while  they  attributed  their  agitation  of  mind  to  the 
state  of  the  weather,  it  was  sufficiently  perceptible 
that  their  alarms  also  arose  from  a  cause  which 
they  did  not  acknowledge. 

The  lamp  at  the  binnacle  being  relighted,  they 
perceived  that  the  ship  lay  closer  to  the  wind  than 
she  had  hitherto  done,  and  the  spirits  of  the  pas 
sengers  were  somewhat  revived. 

Nevertheless,  neither  the  tempestuous  state  of  the 
atmosphere  nor  the  thunder  had  ceased,  and  soon 
a  vivid  flash  of  lightning  showed  the  waves  tum 
bling  around  us,  and,  in  the  distance,  the  Flying 
Dutchman  scudding  furiously  before  the  wind, 
under  a  press  of  canvass.  The  sight  was  but 
momentary,  but  it  was  sufficient  to  remove  all 
doubt  from  the  minds  of  the  passengers.  One  of 
the  men  cried  aloud,  "  There  she  goes,  topgallants 
and  all." 

The  chaplain  had  brought  up  his  prayer-book,  in 
order  that  he  might  draw  from  thence  something  to 
fortify  and  tranquillise  the  minds  of  the  rest.  There 
fore,  taking  his  seat  near  the  binnacle,  so  that  the 
light  shone  upon  the  white  leaves  of  the  book,  he, 
in  a  solemn  tone,  read  out  the  service  for  those  dis 
tressed  at  sea.  The  sailors  stood  round  with  folded 
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arms,  and  looked  as  if  they  thought  it  would  be  of 
little  use.  But  this  served  to  occupy  the  attention 
of  those  on  deck  for  a  while. 

In  the  mean  time  the  flashes  of  lightning,  becom 
ing  less  vivid,  showed  nothing  else,  far  or  near, 
but  the  billows  weltering  round  the  vessel.  The 
sailors  seemed  to  think  that  they  had  not  yet  seen 
the  worst,  but  confined  their  remarks  and  prognos 
tications  to  their  own  circle. 

At  this  time,  the  captain,  who  had  hitherto  re 
mained  in  his  berth,  came  on  deck,  and,  with  a  gay 
and  unconcerned  air,  inquired  what  wras  the  cause 
of  the  general  dread.  He  said  he  thought  they  had 
already  seen  the  worst  of  the  weather,  and  won 
dered  that  his  men  had  raised  such  a  hubbub  about 
a  capful  of  wind.  Mention  being  made  of  the  Fly 
ing  Dutchman,  the  captain  laughed.  He  said,  "  he 
would  like  very  much  to  see  any  vessel  carrying 
topgallant-sails  in  such  a  night,  for  it  would  be  a 
sight  worth  looking  at."  The  chaplain,  taking  him 
by  one  of  the  buttons  of  his  coat,  drew  him  aside, 
and  appeared  to  enter  into  serious  conversation  with 
him. 

While  they  were  talking  together,  the  captain 
was  heard  to  say,  "  Let  us  look  to  our  own  ship, 
and  not  mind  such  things ; "  and  accordingly,  he 
sent  a  man  aloft,  to  see  if  all  was  right  about  the 
foretopsail  yard,  which  was  chafing  the  mast  with 
a  loud  noise. 
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It  was  Tom  Willis  who  went  up ;  and  when  he 
came  down,  he  said  that  all  was  tight,  and  that  he 
hoped  it  would  soon  get  clearer;  and  that  they 
would  see  no  more  of  what  they  were  most  afraid  of. 

The  captain  and  first  mate  were  heard  laughing 
loudly  together,  while  the  chaplain  observed,  that 
it  would  be  better  to  repress  such  unseasonable 
gaiety.  The  second  mate,  a  native  of  Scotland, 
whose  name  was  Duncan  Saunderson,  having  attend 
ed  one  of  the  University  classes  at  Aberdeen,  thought 
himself  too  wise  to  believe  all  that  the  sailors  said, 
and  took  part  with  the  captain.  He  jestingly  told 
Tom  Willis  to  borrow  his  grandam's  spectacles  the 
next  time  he  was  sent  to  keep  a  look-out  ahead. 
Tom  walked  sulkily  away,  muttering,  that  he  would 
nevertheless  trust  to  his  own  eyes  till  morning, 
and  accordingly  took  his  station  at  the  bow,  and 
appeared  to  watch  as  attentively  as  before. 

The  sound  of  talking  soon  ceased,  for  many  re 
turned  to  their  berths,  and  we  heard  nothing  but 
the  clanking  of  the  ropes  upon  the  masts,  and  the 
bursting  of  the  billows  ahead,  as  the  vessel  succes 
sively  took  the  seas. 

But  after  a  considerable  interval  of  darkness, 
gleams  of  lightning  began  to  reappear.  Tom  Willis 
suddenly  called  out,  "  Vanderdecken,  again  !  Van- 
derdecken,  again  !  I  see  them  letting  down  a  boat." 

All  who  were  on  deck  ran  to  the  bows.  The 
next  flash  of  lightning  shone  far  and  wide  over  the 
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raging  sea,  and  showed  us  not  only  the  Flying 
Dutchman '  at  a  distance,  but  also  a  boat  coming 
from  her  with  four  men.  The  boat  was  within  two 
cables'  length  of  our  ship's  side. 

The  man  who  first  saw  her  ran  to  the  captain, 
and  asked  whether  they  should  hail  her  or  not. 
The  captain,  walking  about  in  great  agitation,  made 
no  reply.  The  first  mate  cried,  "  Who's  going  to 
heave  a  rope  to  that  boat?"  The  men  looked  at 
each  other  without  offering  to  do  anything.  The 
boat  had  come  very  near  the  chains,  when  Tom 
Willis  called  out, ' "  What  do  you  want  ?  or  what 
devil  has  blown  you  here  in  such  weather?"  A 
piercing  voice  from  the  boat  replied  in  English, 
"  We  want  to  speak  with  your  captain."  The 
captain  took  no  notice  of  this,  and  Vanderdecken's 
boat  having  come  close  alongside,  one  of  the  men 
came  upon  deck,  and  appeared  like  a  fatigued  and 
weatherbeaten  seaman,  holding  some  letters  in  his 
hand. 

Our  sailors  all  drew  back.  The  chaplain,  how 
ever,  looking  steadfastly  upon  him,  went  forward  a 
few  steps,  and  asked,  "  What  is  the  purpose  of  this 
visit?" 

The  stranger  replied,  "  We  have  long  been  kept 
here  by  foul  weather,  and  Vanderdecken  wishes  to 
send  these  letters  to  his  friends  in  Europe." 

Our  captain  now  came  forward,  and  said  as  firmly 
as  he  could,  "  I  wish  Vanderdecken  would  put  his 
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letters  on  board  of  any  other  vessel  rather  than 
mine." 

The  stranger  replied,  "We  have  tried  many  a 
ship,  but  most  of  them  refuse  our  letters." 

Upon  which,  Tom  Willis  muttered,  "  It  will  be 
best  for  us  if  we  do  the  same,  for  they  say  there  is 
sometimes  a  sinking  weight  in  your  paper." 

The  stranger  took  no  notice  of  this,  but  asked 
where  we  were  from.  On  being  told  that  we  were 
from  Portsmouth,  he  said,  as  if  with  strong  feeling, 
"  Would  that  you  had  rather  been  from  Amsterdam. 
Oh  that  we  saw  it  again ! — We  must  see  our  friends 
again."  When  he  uttered  these  words,  the  men 
who  were  in  the  boat  below  wrung  their  hands,  and 
cried  in  a  piercing  tone,  in  Dutch,  "  Oh  that  we 
saw  it  again !  We  have  been  long  here  beating 
about :  but  we  must  see  our  friends  again." 

The  chaplain  asked  the  stranger,  "  How  long 
have  you  been  at  sea?" 

He  replied,  "  We  have  lost  our  count ;  for  our 
almanac  was  blown  overboard.  Our  ship,  you  see, 
is  there  still ;  so  why  should  you  ask  how  long  we 
have  been  at  sea ;  for  Vanderdecken  only  wishes  to 
write  home  and  comfort  his  friends." 

To  which  the  chaplain  replied,  "Your  letters,  I  fear, 
would  be  of  no  use  in  Amsterdam,  even  if  they  were  de 
livered,  for  the  persons  to  whom  they  are  addressed 
are  probably  no  longer  to  be  found  there,  except  under 
very  ancient  green  turf  in  the  churchyard." 
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The  unwelcome  stranger  then  wrung  his  hands 
and  appeared  to  weep,  and  replied  :  "  It  is  impos 
sible.  We  cannot  believe  you.  We  have  been  long 
driving  about  here,  but  country  nor  relations  cannot 
be  so  easily  forgotten.  There  is  not  a  raindrop  in 
the  air  but  feels  itself  kindred  to  all  the  rest,  and 
they  fall  back  into  the  sea  to  meet  with  each  other 
again.  How  then  can  kindred  blood  be  made  to 
forget  where  it  came  from  ?  Even  our  bodies  are 
part  of  the  ground  of  Holland  ;  and  Vanderdecken 
says,  if  he  once  were  come  to  Amsterdam,  he  would 
rather  be  changed  into  a  stone  post,  well  fixed  into 
the  ground,  than  leave  it  again,  if  that  were  to  die 
elsewhere.  But  in  the  mean  time,  we  only  ask  you 
to  take  these  letters." 

The  chaplain,  looking  at  him  with  astonishment, 
said,  "This  is  the  insanity  of  natural  affection, 
which  rebels  against  all  measures  of  time  and 
distance." 

The  stranger  continued,  "  Here  is  a  letter  from 
our  second  mate,  to  his  dear  and  only  remaining 
friend,  his  uncle,  the  merchant  who  lives  in  the 
second  house  on  Stuncken  Yacht  Quay." 

He  held  forth  the  letter,  but  no  one  would  ap 
proach  to  take  it. 

Tom  Willis  raised  his  voice  and  said,  "  One  of 
our  men,  here,  says  that  he  was  in  Amsterdam  last 
summer,  and  he  knows  for  certain  that  the  street 
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called  Stuncken  Yacht  Quay  was  pulled  down  sixty 
years  ago,  and  now  there  is  only  a  large  church  at 
that  place." 

The  man  from  the  Flying  Dutchman  said :  "  It 
is  impossible,  we  cannot  believe  you.  Here  is  an 
other  letter  from  myself,  in  which  I  have  sent  a 
bank-note  to  my  dear  sister,  to  buy  some  gallant 
lace,  to  make  her  a  high  head-dress." 

Tom  Willis  hearing  this  said  :  "  It  is  most  likely 
that  her  head  now  lies  under  a  tombstone,  which 
will  outlast  all  the  changes  of  the  fashion.  But  on 
what  house  is  your  bank-note?" 

The  stranger  replied,  "  On  the  house  of  Van- 
derbrucker  and  Company." 

The  man,  of  whom  Tom  Willis  had  spoken,  said : 
"  I  guess  there  will  now  be  some  discount  upon  it, 
for  that  banking-house  was  gone  to  destruction 
forty  years  ago  ;  and  Vanderbrucker  was  afterwards 
amissing. — But  to  remember  these  things  is  like 
raking  up  the  bottom  of  an  old  canal." 

The  stranger  called  out  passionately  :  "  It  is  im 
possible — We  cannot  believe  it !  It  is  cruel  to  say 
such  things  to  people  in  our  condition.  There  is  a 
letter  from  our  captain  himself,  to  his  much-beloved 
and  faithful  wife,  whom  he  left  at  a  pleasant  summer 
dwelling,  on  the  border  of  the  Haarlemer  Mer.  She 
promised  to  have  the  house  beautifully  painted  and 
gilded  before  he  came  back,  and  to  get  a  new  set  of 
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looking-glasses  for  the  principal  chamber,  that  she 
might  see  as  many  images  of  Vanderdecken  as  if 
she  had  six  husbands  at  once." 

The  man  replied,  "  There  has  been  time  enough 
for  her  to  have  had  six  husbands  since  then ;  but 
were  she  alive  still,  there  is  no  fear  that  Vander 
decken  would  ever  get  home  to  disturb  her." 

On  hearing  this  the  stranger  again  shed  tears, 
and  said,  if  they  would  not  take  the  letters,  he 
would  leave  them ;  and  looking  around  he  offered 
the  parcel  to  the  captain,  chaplain,  and  to  the  rest 
of  the  crew  successively,  but  each  drew  back  as  it 
was  offered,  and  put  his  hands  behind  his  back. 
He  then  laid  the  letters  upon  the  deck,  and  placed 
upon  them  a  piece  of  iron,  which  was  lying  near,  to 
prevent  them  from  being  blown  away.  Having 
done  this,  he  swung  himself  over  the  gangway,  and 
went  into  the  boat. 

We  heard  the  others  speak  to  him,  but  the  rise 
of  a  sudden  squall  prevented  us  from  distinguishing 
his  reply.  The  boat  was  seen  to  quit  the  ship's 
side,  and  in  a  few  moments  there  were  no  more 
traces  of  her  than  if  she  had  never  been  there.  The 
sailors  rubbed  their  eyes,  as  if  doubting  what  they 
had  witnessed,  but  the  parcel  still  lay  upon  deck, 
and  proved  the  reality  of  all  that  had  passed. 

Duncan  Saunderson,  the  Scotch  mate,  asked  the 
captain  if  he  should  take  them  up,  and  put  them  in 
the  letter-bag  ?  Receiving  no  reply,  he  would  have 
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lifted  them  if  it  had  not  been  for  Tom  Willis,  who 
pulled  him  back,  saying  that  nobody  should  touch 
them. 

In  the  mean  time  the  captain  went  down  to  the 
cabin,  and  the  chaplain,  having  followed  him,  found 
him  at  his  bottle-case,  pouring  out  a  large  dram  of 
brandy.  The  captain,  although  somewhat  discon 
certed,  immediately  offered  the  glass  to  him,  saying, 
"Here,  Charters,  is  what  is  good  in  a  cold  night." 
The  chaplain  declined  drinking  anything,  and  the 
captain  having  swallowed  the  bumper,  they  both 
returned  to  the  deck,  where  they  found  the  seamen 
giving  their  opinions  concerning  what  should  be  done 
with  the  letters.  Tom  Willis  proposed  to  pick  them 
up  on  a  harpoon,  and  throw  it  overboard. 

Another  speaker  said,  "  I  have  always  heard  it 
asserted  that  it  is  neither  safe  to  accept  them  volun 
tarily,  nor  when  they  are  left  to  throw  them  out  of 
the  ship." 

"  Let  no  one  touch  them,"  said  the  carpenter. 
"  The  way  to  do  with  the  letters  from  the  Flying 
Dutchman  is,  to  case  them  upon  deck,  so  that,  if 
he  sends  back  for  them,  they  are  still  there  to  give 
him." 

The  carpenter  went  to  fetch  his  tools.  During 
his  absence,  the  ship  gave  so  violent  a  pitch  that 
the  piece  of  iron  slid  off  the  letters,  and  they  were 
whirled  overboard  by  the  wind,  like  birds  of  evil 
omen  whirring  through  the  air.  There  was  a  cry 
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of  joy  among  the  sailors,  and  they  ascribed  the 
favourable  change  which  soon  took  place  in  the 
weather,  to  our  having  got  quit  of  Vanderdecken. 
We  soon  got  under  weigh  again.  The  night  watch 
being  set,  the  rest  of  the  crew  retired  to  their 
berths. 


THE    FLOATING   BEACON. 

[MAGA.    OCTOBER  1821.] 

ONE  dark  and  stormy  night  we  were  on  a  voyage 
from  Bergen  to  Christiansand  in  a  small  sloop. 
Our  captain  suspected  that  he  had  approached  too 
near  the  Norwegian  coast,  though  he  could  not  dis 
cern  any  land,  and  the  wind  blew  with  such  violence 
that  we  were  in  momentary  dread  of  being  driven 
upon  a  lee-shore.  We  had  endeavoured,  for  more 
than  an  hour,  to  keep  our  vessel  away;  but  our 
efforts  proved  unavailing,  and  we  soon  found  that 
we  could  scarcely  hold  our  own.  A  clouded  sky,  a 
hazy  atmosphere,  and  irregular  showers  of  sleety 
rain,  combined  to  deepen  the  obscurity  of  night, 
and  nothing  whatever  was  visible,  except  the  spark 
ling  of  the  distant  waves,  when  their  tops  happened 
to  break  into  a  wreath  of  foam.  The  sea  ran  very 
high,  and  sometimes  broke  over  the  deck  so  furiously 
that  the  men  were  obliged  to  hold  by  the  rigging, 
lest  they  should  be  carried  away.  Our  captain  was 
a  person  of  timid  and  irresolute  character,  and  the 
dangers  that  environed  us  made  him  gradually  lose 
confidence  in  himself.  He  often  gave  orders,  and 
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countermanded  them  in  the  same  moment,  all  the 
while  taking  small  quantities  of  ardent  spirits  at 
intervals.  Fear  and  intoxication  soon  stupified  him 
completely,  and  the  crew  ceased  to  consult  him,  or 
to  pay  any  respect  to  his  authority,  in  so  far  as 
regarded  the  management  of  the  vessel. 

About  midnight  our  mainsail  was  split,  and  shortly 
after  we  found  that  the  sloop  had  sprung  a  leak. 
We  had  before  shipped  a  good  deal  of  water  through 
the  hatches,  and  the  quantity  that  now  entered 
from  below  was  so  great  that  we  thought  she  would 
go  down  every  moment.  Our  only  chance  of 
escape  lay  in  our  boat,  which  was  immediately 
lowered.  After  we  had  all  got  on  board  of  her, 
except  the  captain,  who  stood  leaning  against  the 
mast,  we  called  to  him,  requesting  that  he  would 
follow  us  without  delay.  "  How  dare  you  quit  the 
sloop  without  my  permission  ?  "  cried  he,  staggering 
forwards.  "  This  is  not  fit  weather  to  go  a-fishing. 
Come  back — back  with  you  all !  " — "  No,  no,"  re 
turned  one  of  the  crew  ;  "  we  don't  want  to  be  sent 
to  the  bottom  for  your  obstinacy.  Bear  a  hand  there, 
or  we'll  leave  you  behind." — "  Captain,  you  are 
drunk,"  said  another ;  "  you  cannot  take  care  of 
yourself.  You  must  obey  us  now."  —  "  Silence ! 
mutinous  villain  !  "  answered  the  captain.  "  What 
are  you  all  afraid  of?  This  is  a  fine  breeze — Up 
mainsail,  and  steer  her  right  in  the  wind's  eye." 
The  sea  knocked  the  boat  so  violently  and  con- 
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stantly  against  the  side  of  the  sloop,  that  we  feared 
the  former  would  be  injured  or  upset  if  we  did  not 
immediately  row  away ;  but,  anxious  as  we  were  to 
preserve  our  lives,  we  could  not  reconcile  ourselves 
to  the  idea  of  abandoning  the  captain,  who  grew 
more  obstinate  the  more  we  attempted  to  persuade 
him  to  accompany  us.  At  length  one  of  the  crew 
leaped  on  board  the  sloop,  and  having  seized  hold 
of  him,  tried  to  drag  him  along  by  force  ;  but  he 
struggled  resolutely,  and  soon  freed  himself  from 
the  grasp  of  the  seaman,  who  immediately  resumed 
his  place  among  us,  and  urged  that  we  should  not 
any  longer  risk  our  lives  for  the  sake  of  a  drunkard 
and  a  madman.  Most  of  the  party  declared  they 
were  of  the  same  opinion,  and  began  to  push  off  the 
boat ;  but  I  entreated  them  to  make  one  effort  more 
to  induce  their  infatuated  commander  to  accompany 
us.  At  that  moment  he  came  up  from  the  cabin,  to 
which  he  had  descended  a  little  time  before,  and 
we  immediately  perceived  that  he  was  more  under 
the  influence  of  ardent  spirits  than  ever.  He  abused 
us  all  in  the  grossest  terms,  and  threatened  his 
crew  with  severe  punishment,  if  they  did  not  come 
on  board,  and  return  to  their  duty.  His  manner 
was  so  violent  that  no  one  seemed  willing  to  at 
tempt  to  constrain  him  to  come  on  board  the  boat ; 
and  after  vainly  representing  the  absurdity  of  his 
conduct,  and  the  danger  of  his  situation,  we  bid 
him  farewell,  and  rowed  away. 
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The  sea  ran  so  high,  and  had  such  a  terrific 
appearance,  that  I  almost  wished  myself  in  the 
sloop  again.  The  crew  plied  the  oars  in  silence, 
and  we  heard  nothing  but  the  hissing  of  the  enor 
mous  billows  as  they  gently  rose  up,  and  slowly 
subsided  again,  without  breaking.  At  intervals 
our  boat  was  elevated  far  above  the  surface  of  the 
ocean,  and  remained  for  a  few  moments  trembling 
upon  the  pinnacle  of  a  surge,  from  which  it  would 
quietly  descend  into  a  gulf  so  deep  and  awful  that 
we  often  thought  the  dense  black  mass  of  waters 
which  formed  its  sides  were  on  the  point  of  over 
arching  us,  and  bursting  upon  our  heads.  We 
glided  with  regular  undulations  from  one  billow  to 
another ;  but  every  time  we  sank  into  the  trough  of 
the  sea  my  heart  died  within  me,  for  I  felt  as  if  we 
were  going  lower  down  than  we  had  ever  done 
before,  and  clung  instinctively  to  the  board  on 
which  I  sat. 

Notwithstanding  my  terrors,  I  frequently  looked 
towards  the  sloop.  The  fragments  of  her  mainsail, 
which  remained  attached  to  the  yard,  and  fluttered 
in  the  wind,  enabled  us  to  discern  exactly  where 
she  lay,  and  showed,  by  their  motion,  that  she 
pitched  about  in  a  terrible  manner.  We  occasion 
ally  heard  the  voice  of  her  unfortunate  commander, 
calling  to  us  in  tones  of  frantic  derision,  and  by 
turns  vociferating  curses  and  blasphemous  oaths, 
and  singing  sea-songs  with  a  wild  and  frightful 
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energy.  I  sometimes  almost  wished  that  the  crew 
would  make  another  effort  to  save  him,  but  next 
moment  the  principle  of  self-preservation  repressed 
all  feelings  of  humanity,  and  I  endeavoured,  by 
closing  my  ears,  to  banish  the  idea  of  his  sufferings 
from  my  mind. 

After  a  little  time  the  shivering  canvass  disap 
peared,  and  we  heard  a  tumultuous  roaring  and 
bursting  of  billows,  and  saw  an  unusual  sparkling 
of  the  sea  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  us.  One 
of  the  sailors  cried  out  that  the  sloop  was  now  on 
her  beam  ends,  and  that  the  noise  to  which  we 
listened  was  that  of  the  waves  breaking  over  her. 
We  could  sometimes  perceive  a  large  black  mass 
heaving  itself  up  irregularly  among  the  flashing 
surges,  and  then  disappearing  for  a  few  moments, 
and  knew  but  too  well  that  it  was  the  hull  of  the 
vessel.  At  intervals  a  shrill  and  agonised  voice 
uttered  some  exclamations,  but  we  could  not  dis 
tinguish  what  they  were,  and  then  a  long-drawn 
shriek  came  across  the  ocean,  which  suddenly  grew 
more  furiously  agitated  near  the  spot  where  the 
sloop  lay,  and  in  a  few  moments  she  sank  down, 
and  a  black  wave  formed  itself  out  of  the  waters 
that  had  engulfed  her,  and  swelled  gloomily  into  a 
magnitude  greater  than  that  of  the  surrounding 
billows. 

The  seamen  dropped  their  oars,  as  if  by  one  im 
pulse,  and  looked  expressively  at  each  other,  with- 
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out  speaking  a  word.  Awful  forebodings  of  a  fate 
similar  to  that  of  the  captain  appeared  to  chill 
every  heart,  and  to  repress  the  energy  that  had 
hitherto  excited  us  to  make  unremitting  exertions 
for  our  common  safety.  While  we  were  in  this 
state  of  hopeless  inaction,  the  man  at  the  helm 
called  out  that  he  saw  a  light  ahead.  We  all 
strained  our  eyes  to  discern  it,  but  at  the  moment 
the  boat  was  sinking  down  between  two  immense 
waves,  one  of  which  closed  the  prospect,  and  we 
remained  in  breathless  anxiety  till  a  rising  surge 
elevated  us  above  the  level  of  the  surrounding 
ocean.  A  light  like  a  dazzling  star  then  suddenly 
flashed  upon  our  view,  and  joyful  exclamations 
burst  from  every  mouth.  "  That,"  cried  one  of  the 
crew,  "  must  be  the  floating  beacon  which  our  cap 
tain  was  looking  out  for  this  afternoon.  If  we  can 
but  gain  it,  we'll  be  safe  enough  yet.'*  This  intel 
ligence  cheered  us  all,  and  the  men  began  to  ply 
the  oars  with  redoubled  vigour,  while  I  employed 
myself  in  baling  out  the  water  that  sometimes 
rushed  over  the  gunnel  of  the  boat  when  a  sea 
happened  to  strike  her. 

An  hour's  hard  rowing  brought  us  so  near  the 
lighthouse  that  we  almost  ceased  to  apprehend  any 
further  danger ;  but  it  was  suddenly  obscured  from 
our  view,  and  at  the  same  time  a  confused  roaring 
and  dashing  commenced  at  a  little  distance,  and 
rapidly  increased  in  loudness.  We  soon  perceived 
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a  tremendous  billow  rolling  towards  us.  Its  top, 
part  of  which  had  already  broke,  overhung  the 
base,  as  if  unwilling  to  burst  until  we  were  within 
the  reach  of  its  violence.  The  man  who  steered  the 
boat  brought  her  head  to  the  sea,  but  all  to  no 
purpose,  for  the  water  rushed  furiously  over  us,  and 
we  were  completely  immersed.  I  felt  the  boat  swept 
from  under  me,  and  was  left  struggling  and  grop 
ing  about  in  hopeless  desperation  for  something  to 
catch  hold  of.  When  nearly  exhausted,  I  received 
a  severe  blow  on  the  side  from  a  small  cask  of 
water  which  the  sea  had  forced  against  me.  I  im 
mediately  twined  my  arms  round  it,  and,  after 
recovering  myself  a  little,  began  to  look  for  the 
boat,  and  to  call  to  my  companions  ;  but  I  could 
not  discover  any  vestige  of  them,  or  of  their  vessel. 
However,  I  still  had  a  faint  hope  that  they  were  in 
existence,  and  that  the  intervention  of  the  billows 
concealed  them  from  my  view.  I  continued  to  shout 
as  loud  as  possible,  for  the  sound  of  my  own  voice 
in  some  measure  relieved  me  from  the  feeling  of 
awful  and  heart-chilling  loneliness  which  my  situa 
tion  inspired ;  but  not  even  an  echo  responded  to 
my  cries,  and,  convinced  that  my  comrades  had  all 
perished,  I  ceased  looking  for  them,  and  pushed 
towards  the  beacon  in  the  best  manner  I  could.  A 
long  series  of  fatiguing  exertions  brought  me  close 
to  the  side  of  the  vessel  which  contained  it,  and  I 
called  out  loudly,  in  hopes  that  those  on  board 
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might  hear  ine  and  come  to  my  assistance ;  but  no 
one  appearing,  I  waited  patiently  till  a  wave  raised 
me  on  a  level  with  the  chains,  and  then  caught 
hold  of  them,  and  succeeded  in  getting  on  board. 

As  I  did  not  see  any  person  on  deck,  I  went  for 
wards  to  the  skylight,  and  looked  down.  Two  men 
were  seated  below  at  a  table ;  and  a  lamp,  which 
was  suspended  above  them,  being  swung  backwards 
and  forwards  by  the  rolling  of  the  vessel,  threw  its 
light  upon  their  faces  alternately.  One  seemed 
agitated  with  passion,  and  the  other  surveyed  him 
with  a  scornful  look.  They  both  talked  very  loudly^ 
and  used  threatening  gestures,  but  the  sea  made  so 
much  noise  that  I  could  not  distinguish  what  was 
said.  After  a  little  time  they  started  up,  and  seemed 
to  be  on  the  point  of  closing  and  wrestling  together, 
when  a  woman  rushed  through  a  small  door  and 
prevented  them.  I  beat  upon  deck  with  my  feet 
at  the  same  time,  and  the  attention  of  the  whole 
party  was  soon  transferred  to  the  noise.  One  of  the 
men  immediately  came  up  the  cabin  stairs,  but 
stopped  short  on  seeing  me,  as  if  irresolute  whether 
to  advance  or  hasten  below  again.  I  approached 
him,  and  told  my  story  in  a  few  words,  but  instead 
of  making  any  reply,  he  went  down  to  the  cabin, 
and  began  to  relate  to  the  others  what  he  had  seen. 
I  soon  followed  him,  and  easily  found  my  way  into 
the  apartment  where  they  all  were.  They  appeared 
to  feel  mingled  sensations  of  fear  and  astonishment 
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at  my  presence,  and  it  was  some  time  before  any 
of  them  entered  into  conversation  with  me,  or  af 
forded  those  comforts  which  I  stood  so  much  in 
need  of. 

After  I  had  refreshed  myself  with  food,  and 
been  provided  with  a  change  of  clothing,  I  went 
upon  deck,  and  surveyed  the  singular  asylum  in 
which  Providence  had  enabled  me  to  take  refuge 
from  the  fury  of  the  storm.  It  did  not  exceed 
thirty  feet  long,  and  was  very  strongly  built,  and 
completely  decked  over,  except  at  the  entrance 
to  the  cabin.  It  had  a  thick  mast  at  midships, 
with  a  large  lantern,  containing  several  burners 
and  reflectors,  on  the  top  of  it ;  and  this  could  be 
lowered  and  hoisted  up  again  as  often  as  required, 
by  means  of  ropes  and  pulleys.  The  vessel  was 
firmly  moored  upon  an  extensive  sand-bank,  the 
beacon  being  intended  to  warn  seamen  to  avoid  a 
part  of  the  ocean  where  many  lives  and  vessels 
had  been  lost  in  consequence  of  the  latter  running 
aground.  The  accommodations  below  decks  were 
narrow,  and  of  an  inferior  description;  however^ 
I  gladly  retired  to  the  berth  that  was  allotted  me 
by  my  entertainers,  and  fatigue  and  the  rocking 
of  billows  combined  to  lull  me  into  a  quiet  and 
dreamless  sleep. 

Next  morning,  one  of  the  men,  whose  name  was 
Angerstoff,  came  to  my  bedside,  and  called  me  to 
breakfast  in  a  surly  and  imperious  manner.  The 


68  TALES   FROM 

others  looked  coldly  and  distrustfully  when  I  joined 
them,  and  I  saw  that  they  regarded  me  as  an  in 
truder  and  an  unwelcome  guest.  The  meal  passed 
without  almost  any  conversation,  and  I  went  upon 
deck  whenever  it  was  over.  The  tempest  of  the 
preceding  night  had  in  a  great  measure  abated, 
but  the  sea  still  ran  very  high,  and  a  black  mist 
hovered  over  it,  through  which  the  Norwegian 
coast,  lying  at  eleven  miles  distance,  could  be 
dimly  seen.  I  looked  in  vain  for  some  remains  of 
the  sloop  or  boat.  Not  a  bird  enlivened  the  heaving 
expanse  of  waters,  and  I  turned  shuddering  from  the 
dreary  scene,  and  asked  Morvalden,  the  youngest 
of  the  men,  when  he  thought  I  had  any  chance  of 
getting  ashore.  "  Not  very  soon,  I'm  afraid,"  re 
turned  he.  "  We  are  visited  once  a-month  by 
people  from  yonder  land,  who  are  appointed  to  bring 
us  supply  of  provisions  and  other  necessaries. 
They  were  here  only  six  days  ago,  so  you  may  count 
how  long  it  will  be  before  they  return.  Fishing- 
boats  sometimes  pass  us  during  fine  weather,  but 
we  won't  have  much  of  that  this  moon  at  least." 

No  intelligence  could  have  been  more  depressing 
to  me  than  this.  The  idea  of  spending  perhaps 
three  weeks  in  such  a  place  was  almost  insupport 
able,  and  the  more  so,  as  I  could  not  hasten  my 
deliverance  by  any  exertions  of  my  own,  but  would 
be  obliged  to  remain,  in  a  state  of  inactive  suspense, 
till  good  fortune,  or  the  regular  course  of  events, 
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afforded  me  the  means  of  getting  ashore.  Neither 
AngerstofF  nor  Morvalden  seemed  to  sympathise 
with  my  distress,  or  even  to  care  that  I  should 
have  it  in  my  power  to  leave  the  vessel,  except  in 
so  far  as  my  departure  would  free  them  from  the 
expense  of  supporting  me.  They  returned  indis 
tinct  and  repulsive  answers  to  all  the  questions  I 
asked,  and  appeared  anxious  to  avoid  having  the 
least  communication  with  me.  During  the  greater 
part  of  the  forenoon,  they  employed  themselves  in 
trimming  the  lamps  and  cleaning  the  reflectors, 
but  never  conversed  any.  I  easily  perceived  that 
a  mutual  animosity  existed  between  them,  but  was 
unable  to  discover  the  cause  of  it.  Morvalden 
seemed  to  fear  Angerstoff,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  feel  a  deep  resentment  towards  him,  which  he 
did  not  dare  to  express.  Angerstoff  apparently 
was  aware  of  this,  for  he  behaved  to  his  companion 
with  the  undisguised  fierceness  of  determined  hate, 
and  openly  thwarted  him  in  everything. 

Marietta,  the  female  on  board,  was  the  wife  of 
Morvalden.  She  remained  chiefly  below  decks, 
and  attended  to  the  domestic  concerns  of  the  ves 
sel.  She  was  rather  good-looking,  but  so  reserved 
and  forbidding  in  her  manners  that  she  formed  no 
desirable  acquisition  to  our  party,  already  so  heart 
less  and  unsociable  in  its  character. 

When  night  approached,  after  the  lapse  of  a 
wearisome  and  monotonous  day,  I  went  on  deck  to 
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see  the  beacon  lighted,  and  continued  walking 
backwards  and  forwards  till  a  late  hour.  I  watched 
the  lantern,  as  it  swung  from  side  to  side,  and 
flashed  upon  different  portions  of  the  sea  alter 
nately,  and  sometimes  fancied  I  saw  men  strugg 
ling  among  the  billows  that  tumbled  around,  and  at 
other  times  imagined  I  could  discern  the  white 
sail  of  an  approaching  vessel.  Human  voices 
seemed  to  mingle  with  the  noise  of  the  bursting 
waves,  and  I  often  listened  intently,  almost  in 
the  expectation  of  hearing  articulate  sounds.  My 
mind  grew  sombre  as  the  scene  itself,  and  strange 
and  fearful  ideas  obtruded  themselves  in  rapid  suc 
cession.  It  was  dreadful  to  be  chained  in  the 
middle  of  the  deep — to  be  the  continual  sport  of 
the  quietless  billows — to  be  shunned  as  a  fatal 
thing  by  those  who  traversed  the  solitary  ocean. 
Though  within  sight  of  the  shore,  our  situation 
was  more  dreary  than  if  we  had  been  sailing  a 
thousand  miles  from  it.  We  felt  not  the  pleasure 
of  moving  forwards,  nor  the  hope  of  reaching  port, 
nor  the  delights  arising  from  favourable  breezes 
and  genial  weather.  When  a  billow  drove  us  to 
one  side,  we  were  tossed  back  again  by  another ; 
our  imprisonment  had  no  variety  or  definite  ter 
mination  ;  and  the  calm  and  the  tempest  were  alike 
uninteresting  to  us.  I  felt  as  if  my  fate  had  already 
become  linked  with  that  of  those  who  were  on 
board  the  vessel.  My  hopes  of  being  again  per- 
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mitted  "to  mingle  with  mankind  died  away,  and  I 
anticipated  long  years  of  gloom  and  despair  in  the 
company  of  these  repulsive  persons  into  whose 
hands  fate  had  unexpectedly  consigned  me. 

Angerstoff  and  Morvalden  tended  the  beacon 
alternately  during  the  night.  The  latter  had  the 
watch  while  I  remained  upon  deck.  His  appear 
ance  and  manner  indicated  much  perturbation  of 
mind,  and  he  paced  hurriedly  from  side  to  side, 
sometimes  muttering  to  himself,  and  sometimes 
stopping  suddenly  to  look  through  the  skylight, 
as  if  anxious  to  discover  what  was  going  on  below. 
He  would  then  gaze  intently  upon  the  heavens,  and 
next  moment  take  out  his  watch,  and  contemplate 
the  motions  of  its  hands.  I  did  not  offer  to  disturb 
these  reveries,  and  thought  myself  altogether  unob 
served  by  him,  till  he  suddenly  advanced  to  the 
spot  where  I  stood,  and  said,  in  a  loud  whisper, 
"There's  a  villain  below — a  desperate  villain — this 
is  true — he  is  capable  of  anything — and  the  woman 
is  as  bad  as  him."  I  asked  what  proof  he  had  of 
all  this.  "Oh,  I  know  it,"  returned  he;  "that 
wretch  Angerstoff,  whom  I  once  thought  my  friend, 
has  gained  my  wife's  affections.  She  has  been 
faithless  to  me — yes,  she  has.  They  both  wish  I 
were  out  of  the  way.  Perhaps  they  are  now  plan 
ning  my  destruction.  What  can  I  do  ?  It  is  very 
terrible  to  be  shut  up  in  such  narrow  limits  with 
those  who  hate  me,  and  to  have  no  means  of  escap- 
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ing,  or  defending  myself  from  their  infernal  machi 
nations." —  "Why  do  you  not  leave  the  beacon,"  in 
quired  I,  "  and  abandon  your  companion  and  guilty 
wife?" — "Ah,  that  is  impossible,"  answered  Mor- 
valden ;  "  if  I  went  on  shore  I  would  forfeit  my  liberty. 
I  live  here  that  I  may  escape  the  vengeance  of  the 
law,  which  I  once  outraged  for  the  sake  of  her 
who  has  now  withdrawn  her  love  from  me.  What 
ingratitude !  Mine  is  indeed  a  terrible  fate,  but 
I  must  bear  it.  And  shall  I  never  again  wander 
through  the  green  fields,  and  climb  the  rocks  that 
encircle  my  native  place?  Are  the  weary  dashings 
of  the  sea,  and  the  meanings  of  the  wind,  to  fill  my 
ears  continually,  all  the  while  telling  me  that  I  am 
an  exile  ? — a  hopeless  despairing  exile.  But  it 
won't  last  long,"  cried  he,  catching  hold  of  my 
arm ;  "  they  will  murder  me  I — I  am  sure  of  it — 
I  never  go  to  sleep  without  dreaming  that  Anger- 
stoff  has  pushed  me  overboard." 

"  Your  lonely  situation  and  inactive  life  dispose 
you  to  give  way  to  these  chimeras,"  said  I;  "you 
must  endeavour  to  resist  them.  Perhaps  things 
aren't  so  bad  as  you  suppose." — "  This  is  not  a 
lonely  situation,"  replied  Morvalden,  in  a  solemn 
tone.  "  Perhaps  you  will  have  proof  of  what  I  say 
before  you  leave  us.  Many  vessels  used  to  be  lost 
here,  and  a  few  are  wrecked  still ;  and  the  skeletons 
and  corpses  of  those  who  have  perished  lie  all  over 
the  sand-bank.  Sometimes,  at  midnight,  I  have 
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seen  crowds  of  human  figures  moving  backwards 
and  forwards  upon  the  surface  of  the  ocean,  almost 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  I  neither  knew  who 
they  were,  nor  what  they  did  there.  When  watch 
ing  the  lantern  alone,  I  often  hear  a  number  of 
voices  talking  together,  as  it  were,  under  the 
waves ;  and  I  twice  caught  the  very  words  they 
uttered,  but  I  cannot  repeat  them — they  dwell  inces 
santly  in  my  memory,  but  my  tongue  refuses  to 
pronounce  them,  or  to  explain  to  others  what  they 
meant." 

"Bo  not  let  your  senses  be  imposed  upon  by  a  dis 
tempered  imagination,"  said  I ;  "  there  is  no  reality 
in  the  things  you  have  told  me." — "  Perhaps  my 
mind  occasionally  wanders  a  little,  for  it  has  a  heavy 
burden  upon  it,"  returned  Morvalden.  "  I  have  been 
guilty  of  a  dreadful  crime.  Many  that  now  lie  in 
the  deep  below  us  might  start  up  and  accuse  me  of 
what  I  am  just  going  to  reveal  to  you.  One  stormy 
night,  shortly  after  I  began  to  take  charge  of 
this  beacon,  while  watching  on  deck,  I  fell  into  a 
profound  sleep.  I  know  not  how  long  it  continued, 
but  I  was  awakened  by  horrible  shouts  and  cries. 
I  started  up,  and  instantly  perceived  that  all  the 
lamps  in  the  lantern  were  extinguished.  It  was 
very  dark,  and  the  sea  raged  furiously  ;  but  notwith 
standing  all  this,  I  observed  a  ship  aground  on  the 
bank,  a  little  way  from  me,  her  sails  fluttering  in 
the  wind,  and  the  waves  breaking  over  her  with 


74 

violence.  Half  frantic  with  horror,  I  ran  down  to  the 
cabin  for  a  taper,  and  lighted  the  lamps  as  fast  as 
possible.  The  lantern,  when  hoisted  to  the  top  of 
the  mast,  threw  a  vivid  glare  on  the  surrounding 
ocean,  and  showed  me  the  vessel  disappearing  among 
the  billows.  Hundreds  of  people  lay  gasping  in  the 
water  near  her.  Men,  women,  and  children  writhed 
together  in  agonising  struggles,  and  uttered  soul- 
harrowing  cries  ;  and  their  countenances,  as  they 
gradually  stiffened  under  the  hand  of  death,  were  all 
turned  towards  me  with  glassy  stare,  while  the  lurid 
expression  of  their  glistening  eyes  upbraided  me 
with  having  been  the  cause  of  their  untimely  end. 
Never  shall  I  forget  these  looks.  They  haunt  me 
wherever  T  am — asleep  and  awake — night  and  day. 
I  have  kept  this  tale  of  horror  secret  till  now,  and 
do  not  know  if  I  shall  ever  have  courage  to  relate  it 
again.  The  masts  of  the  vessel  projected  above  the 
surface  of  the  sea  for  several  months  after  she  was 
lost,  as  if  to  keep  me  in  recollection  of  the  night  in 
which  so  many  human  creatures  perished,  in  conse 
quence  of  my  neglect  and  carelessness.  Would  to 
God  I  had  no  memory !  I  sometimes  think  I  am 
getting  mad.  The  past  and  present  are  equally 
dreadful  to  me ;  and  I  dare  not  anticipate  the 
future." 

I  felt  a  sort  of  superstitious  dread  steal  over  me, 
while  Morvalden  related  his  story,  and  we  continued 
walking  the  deck  in  silence  till  the  period  of  his 
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watch  expired.  I  then  went  below,  and  took  re 
fuge  in  my  berth,  though  I  was  but  little  inclined 
for  sleep.  The  gloomy  ideas  and  dark  forebodings 
expressed  by  Morvalden  weighed  heavily  upon  my 
mind,  without  my  knowing  why  ;  and  my  situation, 
which  had  at  first  seemed  only  dreary  and  depress 
ing,  began  to  have  something  indefinitely  terrible  in 
its  aspect. 

Next  day,  when  Morvalden  proceeded  as  usual  to 
put  the  beacon  in  order,  he  called  upon  Angerstoff 
to  come  and  assist  him,  which  the  latter  peremp 
torily  refused.  Morvalden  then  went  down  to  the 
cabin,  where  his  companion  was,  and  requested  to 
know  why  his  orders  were  not  obeyed.  "  Because 
I  hate  trouble,"  replied  Angerstoff.  "  I  am  master 
here,"  said  Morvalden,  "  and  have  been  intrusted 
with  the  direction  of  everything.  Do  not  attempt 
to  trifle  with  me." — "  Trifle  with  you  !  "  exclaimed 
Angerstoff,  looking  contemptuously.  "  No,  no,  I 
am  no  trifler ;  and  I  advise  you  to  walk  up-stairs 
again,  lest  I  prove  this  to  your  cost."  "  Why, 
husband,"  cried  Marietta,  "  I  believe  there  are  no 
bounds  to  your  laziness.  You  make  this  young  man 
toil  from  morning  to  night,  and  take  advantage  of 
his  good  nature  in  the  most  shameful  manner." — 
"  Peace,  infamous  woman  !  "  said  Morvalden  ;  "  I 
know  very  well  why  you  stand  up  in  his  defence; 
but  I'll  put  a  stop  to  the  intimacy  that  exists  be 
tween  you.  Go  to  your  room  instantly  !  You  are 
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my  wife,  and  shall  obey  me."  "  Is  this  usage  to  be 
borne  ?  "  exclaimed  Marietta.  "  Will  no  one  step 
forward  to  protect  me  from  his  violence?"  "  Inso 
lent  fellow  !  "  cried  Angerstoff,  "  don't  presume  to 
insult  my  mistress."  —  "Mistress!"  repeated  Mor- 
valden.  "  This  to  my  face !  "  and  struck  him  a 
severe  blow.  Angerstoff  sprung  forward,  with  the 
intention  of  returning  it,  but  I  got  between  them, 
and  prevented  him.  Marietta  then  began  to  shed 
tears,  and  applauded  the  generosity  her  paramour 
had  evinced  in  sparing  her  husband,  who  imme 
diately  went  upon  deck,  without  speaking  a  word, 
and  hurriedly  resumed  the  work  that  had  engaged 
his  attention  previous  to  the  quarrel. 

Neither  of  the  two  men  seemed  at  all  disposed  for 
a  reconciliation,  and  they  had  no  intercourse  during 
the  whole  day,  except  angry  and  revengeful  looks. 
I  frequently  observed  Marietta  in  deep  consultation 
with  Angerstoff,  and  easily  perceived  that  the 
subject  of  debate  had  some  relation  to  her  injured 
husband,  whose  manner  evinced  much  alarm  and 
anxiety,  although  he  endeavoured  to  look  calm  and 
cheerful.  He  did  not  make  his  appearance  at  meals, 
but  spent  all  his  time  upon  deck.  Whenever  An 
gerstoff  accidentally  passed  him,  he  shrank  back  with 
an  expression  of  dread,  and  intuitively,  as  it  were, 
caught  hold  of  a  rope,  or  any  other  object  to  which 
he  could  cling.  The  day  proved  a  wretched  and 
fearful  one  to  me,  for  I  momentarily  expected  that 
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some  terrible  affray  would  occur  on  board,  and  that 
I  would  be  implicated  in  it.  I  gazed  upon  the  sur 
rounding  sea  almost  without  intermission,  ardently 
hoping  that  some  boat  might  approach  near  enough 
to  afford  me  an  opportunity  of  quitting  the  horrid 
and  dangerous  abode  in  which  I  was  imprisoned. 

It  was  Angerstoffs  watch  on  deck  till  midnight ; 
and  as  I  did  not  wish  to  have  any  communication 
with  him,  I  remained  below.  At  twelve  o'clock 
Morvalden  got  up  and  relieved  him,  and  he  came 
down  to  the  cabin,  and  soon  after  retired  to  his 
berth.  Believing,  from  this  arrangement,  that  they 
had  no  hostile  intentions,  I  lay  down  in  bed  with 
composure,  and  fell  asleep.  It  was  not  long  before 
a  noise  overhead  awakened  me.  I  started  up,  and 
listened  intently.  The  sound  appeared  to  be  that 
of  two  persons  scuffling  together,  for  a  succession 
of  irregular  footsteps  beat  the  declj,  and  I  could  hear 
violent  blows  given  at  intervals.  I  got  out  of  my 
berth,  and  entered  the  cabin,  where  I  found  Mari 
etta  standing  alone,  with  a  lamp  in  her  hand.  "  Do 
you  hear  that?"  cried  I.  —  "Hear  what?"  re 
turned  she  ;  "  I  have  had  a  dreadful  dream — I  am 
all  trembling."  "  Is  Angerstoff  below  ?  "  demanded 
I  __«  No— Yes,  I  mean,"  said  Marietta.  "  Why  do 
you  ask  that  ?  He  went  up-stairs."  "Your  husband 
and  he  are  fighting.  We  must  part  them  instantly." 
— "  How  can  that  be  ?  "  answered  Marietta ;  "  An 
gerstoff  is  asleep."  "  Asleep  I  Didn't  you  say  he 
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went  up-stairs?" — "I  don't  know,"  returned  she; 
"I  arn  hardly  awake  yet — Let  us  listen  for  a  mo 
ment." 

Everything  was  still  for  a  few  seconds ;  then  a 
voice  shrieked  out,  "  Ah  !  that  knife  !  you  are  mur 
dering  me  !  Draw  it  out !  No  help !  Are  you 
done  ?  Now — now — now  I  "  A  heavy  body  fell 
suddenly  along  the  deck,  and  some  words  were 
spoken  in  a  faint  tone,  but  the  roaring  of  the  sea 
prevented  me  from  hearing  what  they  were. 

I  rushed  up  the  cabin  stairs,  and  tried  to  push 
open  the  folding-doors  at  the  head  of  themr  but 
they  resisted  niy  utmost  efforts.  I  knocked  violently 
and  repeatedly  to  no  purpose.  "  Some  one  is  killed," 
cried  I.  "  The  person  who  barred  these  doors  on 
the  outside  is  guilty." — "  I  know  nothing  of  that," 
returned  Marietta.  "  We  can't  be  of  any  use  now. 
—Come  here  again ! — how  dreadfully  quiet  it  is. 
My  God !  —  a  drop  of  blood  has  fallen  through 
the  skylight. — What  faces  are  yon  looking  down 
upon  us  ? — But  this  lamp  is  going  out. — We  must 
be  going  through  the  water  at  a  terrible  rate — how 
it  rushes  past  us  ! — I  am  getting  dizzy. — Do  you 
hear  these  bells  ringing  ?  and  strange  voices " 

The  cabin  doors  were  suddenly  burst  open,  and 
Angerstoff  next  moment  appeared  before  us,  crying 
out,  "  Morvalden  has  fallen  overboard.  Throw  a 
rope  to  him ! — He  will  be  drowned."  His  hands 
and  dress  were  marked  with  blood,  and  he  had  a 
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frightful  look  of  horror  and  confusion.  "  You  are  a 
murderer !  "  exclaimed  I,  almost  involuntarily. — 
"How  do  you  know  that?"  said  he,  staggering 
back  ;  "  I'm  sure  you  never  saw — "  "  Hush, 
hush,"  cried  Marietta  to  him ;  "  are  you  mad  ? 
Speak  again  ! — What  frightens  you  ? — Why  don't 
you  run  and  help  Morvalden  ?  "  "  Has  anything 
happened  to  him?"  inquired  Angerstoff,  with  a 
gaze  of  consternation. — "  You  told  us  he  had  fallen 
overboard,"  returned  Marietta ;  u  must  my  husband 
perish  ?  " — "  Give  me  some  water  to  wash  my 
hands,"  said  Angerstoff,  growing  deadly  pale,  and 
catching  hold  of  the  table  for  support. 

I  now  hastened  upon  deck,  but  Morvalden  was 
not  there.  I  then  went  to  the  side  of  the  vessel, 
and  put  my  hands  on  the  gunwale,  while  I  leaned 
over,  and  looked  downwards.  On  taking  them  off, 
I  found  them  marked  with  blood.  I  grew  sick  at 
heart,  and  began  to  identify  myself  with  Anger 
stoff  the  murderer.  The  sea,  the  beacon,  and  the 
sky,  appeared  of  a  sanguine  hue  ;  and  I  thought  I 
heard  the  dying  exclamations  of  Morvalden  sound 
ing  a  hundred  fathom  below  me,  and  echoing 
through  the  caverns  of  the  deep.  I  advanced  to 
the  cabin  door,  intending  to  descend  the  stairs,  but 
found  that  some  one  had  fastened  it  firmly  on  the 
inside.  I  felt  convinced  that  I  was  intentionally 
shut  out,  and  a  cold  shuddering  pervaded  my  frame. 
I  covered  my  face  with  my  hands,  not  daring  to 
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look  around ;  for  it  seemed  as  if  I  was  excluded 
from  the  company  of  the  living,  and  doomed  to  be 
the  associate  of  the  spirits  of  drowned  and  mur 
dered  men.  After  a  little  time  I  began  to  walk 
hastily  backwards  and  forwards  ;  but  the  light  of 
the  lantern  happened  to  flash  oa  a  stream  of  blood 
that  ran  along  the  deck,  and  I  could  not  summon 
up  resolution  to  pass  the  spot  where  it  was  a  second 
time.  The  sky  looked  black  and  threatening — the 
sea  had  a  fierceness  in  its  sound  and  motions — and 
the  wind  swept  over  its  bosom  with  melancholy 
sighs.  Everything  was  sombre  and  ominous  ;  and 
I  looked  in  vain  for  some  object  that  would,  by  its 
soothing  aspect,  remove  the  dark  impressions  which 
crowded  upon  my  mind. 

While  standing  near  the  bows  of  the  vessel,  I 
saw  a  hand  and  arm  rise  slowly  behind  the  stern, 
and  wave  from  side  to  side.  I  started  back  as  far 
as  I  could  go  in  horrible  affright,  and  looked  again, 
expecting  to  behold  the  entire  spectral  figure  of 
which  I  supposed  they  formed  a  part.  But  nothing 
more  was  visible.  I  struck  my  eyes  till  the  light 
flashed  from  them,  in  hopes  that  my  senses  had 
been  imposed  upon  by  distempered  vision.  How 
ever,  it  was  in  vain,  for  the  hand  still  motioned  me 
to  advance,  and  I  rushed  forwards  with  wild  despe 
ration,  and  caught  hold  of  it.  I  was  pulled  along 
a  little  way  notwithstanding  the  resistance  I  made, 
and  soon  discovered  a  man  stretched  along  the 
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stern- cable,  and  clinging  to  it  in  a  convulsive 
manner.  It  was  Morvalden.  He  raised  his  head 
feebly,  and  said  something,  but  I  could  only  distin 
guish  the  words  "murdered — overboard — reached 
this  rope — terrible  death." — I  stretched  out  my 
arms  to  support  him,  but  at  that  moment  the  vessel 
plunged  violently,  and  he  was  shaken  off  the  cable, 
and  dropped  among  the  waves.  He  floated  for  an 
instant,  and  then  disappeared  under  the  keel. 

I  seized  the  first  rope  I  could  find,  and  threw 
one  end  of  it  over  the  stern,  and  likewise  flung 
some  planks  into  the  sea,  thinking  that  the  unfor 
tunate  Morvalden  might  still  retain  strength  enough 
to  catch  hold  of  them  if  they  came  within  his  reach. 
I  continued  on  the  watch  for  a  considerable  time, 
but  at  last  abandoned  all  hopes  of  saving  him,  and 
made  another  attempt  to  get  down  to  the  cabin. 
The  doors  were  now  unfastened,  and  I  opened  them 
without  any  difficulty.  The  first  thing  I  saw  on 
going  below,  was  Angerstoff  stretched  along  the 
floor,  and  fast  asleep.  His  torpid  look,  flushed 
countenance,  and  uneasy  respiration,  convinced  me 
that  he  had  taken  a  large  quantity  of  ardent  spirits. 
Marietta  was  in  her  own  apartment  Even  the  pre 
sence  of  a  murderer  appeared  less  terrible  than  the 
frightful  solitariness  of  the  deck,  and  I  lay  down 
upon  a  bench  determining  to  spend  the  remainder 
of  the  night  there.  The  lamp  that  hung  from  the 
roof  soon  went  out,  and  left  me  in  total  darkness. 

F 
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Imagination  began  to  conjure  up  a  thousand  appal 
ling  forms,  and  the  voice  of  Angerstoff,  speaking  in 
his  sleep,  filled  my  ears  at  intervals — "  Hoist  up  the 
beacon  ! — the  lamps  won't  burn — horrible ! — they 
contain  blood  instead  of  oil.  Is  that  a  boat  coming  ? 
— Yes,  yes,  I  hear  the  oars.  Damnation ! — why  is 
that  corpse  so  long  of  sinking? — if  it  doesn't  go 
down  soon  they'll  find  me  out.  How  terribly  the 
wind  blows  ! — we  are  driving  ashore — See  !  see  ! 
Morvalden  is  swimming  after  us — how  he  writhes 
in  the  water  !"  Marietta  now  rushed  from  her  room, 
with  a  light  in  her  hand,  and  seizing  Angerstoff  by 
the  arm,  tried  to  awake  him.  He  soon  rose  up 
with  chattering  teeth  and  shivering  limbs,  and  was 
on  the  point  of  speaking,  but  she  prevented  him, 
and  he  staggered  away  to  his  berth,  and  lay  down 
in  it. 

Next  morning,  when  I  went  upon  deck,  after  a 
short  and  perturbed  sleep,  I  found  Marietta  dashing 
water  over  it,  that  she  might  efface  all  vestige  of 
the  transactions  of  the  preceding  night.  Anger 
stoff  did  not  make  his  appearance  till  noon,  and  his 
looks  were  ghastly  and  agonised.  He  seemed 
stupified  with  horror,  and  sometimes  entirely  lost 
all  perception  of  the  things  around  him  for  a  con 
siderable  time.  He  suddenly  came  close  up  to  me, 
and  demanded,  with  a  bold  air,  but  quivering  voice, 
what  I  had  meant  by  calling  him  a  murderer? — 
"  Why,  that  you  are  one/'  replied  I,  after  a  pause. 
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'*  Beware  what  you  say,"  returned  he  fiercely, — 
"  you  cannot  escape  my  power  now — I  tell  you,  sir, 
Morvalden  fell  overboard." — "  Whence,  then,  came 
that  blood  that  covered  the  deck?"  inquired  I. 
He  grew  pale,  and  then  cried,  "  You  lie — you  lie 
infernally — there  was  none!" — "I  saw  it,"  said  I 
— "  I  saw  Morvalden  himself — long  after  midnight. 
He  was  clinging  to  the  stern-cable,  and  said  " — 
"  Ha,  ha,  ha — devils  I — curses  ! "  exclaimed  Anger- 
stoff — "Did  you  hear  me  dreaming? — I  was  mad 
last  night — Come,  come,  come  ! — We  shall  tend 
the  beacon  together  —  Let  us  make  friends,  and 
don't  be  afraid,  for  you'll  find  me  a  good  fellow  in 
the  end."  He  now  forcibly  shook  hands  with  me, 
and  then  hurried  down  to  the  cabin. 

In  the  afternoon,  while  sitting  on  deck,  I  discerned 
a  boat  far  off,  but  I  determined  to  conceal  this  from 
Angerstoff  and  Marietta,  lest  they  should  use  some 
means  to  prevent  its  approach.  I  walked  care 
lessly  about,  casting  a  glance  upon  the  sea  occa 
sionally,  and  meditating  how  I  could  best  take 
advantage  of  the  means  of  deliverance  which  I  had 
in  prospect.  After  the  lapse  of  an  hour,  the  boat 
was  not  more  than  half  a  mile  distant  from  us,  but 
she  suddenly  changed  her  course,  and  bore  away 
towards  the  shore.  I  immediately  shouted,  and 
waved  a  handkerchief  over  my  head,  as  signals  for 
her  to  return.  Angerstoff  rushed  from  the  cabin, 
and  seized  my  arm,  threatening  at  the  same  time 
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to  push  me  overboard  if  I  attempted  to  hail  her 
again.  I  disengaged  myself  from  his  grasp,  arid 
dashed  him  violently  from  me.  The  noise  brought 
Marietta  upon  deck,  who  immediately  perceived  the 
cause  of  the  affray,  and  cried,  "  Does  the  wretch 
mean  to  make  his  escape  ?  For  God  sake,  prevent 
the  possibility  of  that!" — "Yes,  yes,"  returned 
Angerstoff ;  "  he  never  shall  leave  the  vessel — He 
had  as  well  take  care,  lest  I  do  to  him  what  I  did 
to — "  "  To  Morvalden,  I  suppose  you  mean,"  said 
I. — "  Well,  well,  speak  it  out,"  replied  he  fero 
ciously  ;  "  there  is  no  one  here  to  listen  to-  your 
damnable  falsehoods,  and  I'll  not  be  fool  enough  to 
give  you  an  opportunity  of  uttering  them  else 
where.  I'll  strangle  you  the  next  time  you  tell 
these  lies  about — "  "  Come,"  interrupted  Marietta, 
"  don't  be  uneasy — the  boat  will  soon  be  far  enough 
away— If  he  wants  to  give  you  the  slip,  he  must 
leap  overboard." 

I  was  irritated  and  disappointed  beyond  measure 
at  the  failure  of  the  plan  of  escape  I  had  formed, 
but  thought  it  most  prudent  to  conceal  my  feelings. 
I  now  perceived  the  rashness  and  bad  consequences 
of  my  bold  assertions  respecting  the  murder  of 
Morvalden ;  for  Angerstoff  evidently  thought  that 
his  personal  safety,  and  even  his  life,  would  be 
endangered,  if  I  ever  found  an  opportunity  of 
accusing  and  giving  evidence  against  him.  All  my 
motions  were  now  watched  with  double  vigilance^ 
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Marietta  and  her  paramour  kept  upon  deck  by  turns 
during  the  whole  day,  and  the  latter  looked  over 
the  surrounding  ocean,  through  a  glass,  at  intervals, 
to  discover  if  any  boat  or  vessel  was  approaching 
us.  He  often  muttered  threats  as  he  walked  past 
me,  and,  more  than  once,  seemed  waiting  for  an 
opportunity  to  push  me  overboard.  Marietta  and 
he  frequently  whispered  together,  and  I  always 
imagined  I  heard  my  name  mentioned  in  the  course 
of  these  conversations. 

I  now  felt  completely  miserable,  being  satisfied 
that  Angerstoff  was  bent  upon  my  destruction.  I 
wandered,  in  a  state  of  fearful  circumspection,  from 
one  part  of  the  vessel  to  the  other,  not  knowing 
how  to  secure  myself  from  his  designs.  Every 
time  he  approached  me,  my  heart  palpitated  dread 
fully;  and  when  night  came  on,  I  was  agonised 
with  terror,  and  could  not  remain  in  one  spot,  but 
hurried  backwards  and  forwards  between  the  cabin 
and  the  deck,  looking  wildly  from  side  to  side,  and 
momentarily  expecting  to  feel  a  cold  knife  entering 
my  vitals.  My  forehead  began  to  burn,  and  my 
eyes  dazzled ;  I  became  acutely  sensitive,  and  the 
slightest  murmur,  or  the  faintest  breath  of  wind, 
set  my  whole  frame  in  a  state  of  uncontrollable 
vibration.  At  first,  I  sometimes  thought  of  throw 
ing  myself  into  the  sea ;  but  I  soon  acquired  such 
an  intense  feeling  of  existence,  that  the  mere  idea 
of  death  was  horrible  to  me. 
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Shortly  after  midnight  I  lay  down  in  my  berth, 
almost  exhausted  by  the  harrowing  emotions  that 
had  careered  through  my  mind  during  the  past  day. 
I  felt  a  strong  desire  to  sleep,  yet  dared  not  indulge 
myself;  soul  and  body  seemed  at  war.  Every  noise 
excited  my  imagination,  arid  scarcely  a  minute 
passed,  in  the  course  of  which  I  did  not  start  up 
and  look  around.  Angerstoff  paced  the  deck  over 
head,  and  when  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  acciden 
tally  ceased  at  any  time,  I  grew  deadly  sick  at 
heart,  expecting  that  he  was  silently  coming  to 
murder  me.  At  length  I  thought  I  heard  some  one 
near  my  bed — I  sprung  from  it,  and,  having  seized 
a  bar  of  iron  that  lay  on  the  floor,  rushed  into  the 
cabin.  I  found  Angerstoff  there,  who  started  back 
when  he  saw  me,  and  said,  "  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Did  you  think  that — I  want  you  to  watch  the  beacon, 
that  I  may  have  some  rest.  Follow  me  upon  deck, 
and  I  will  give  you  directions  about  it."  I  hesi 
tated  a  moment,  and  then  went  up  the  gangway 
stairs  behind  him.  We  walked  forward  to  the  mast 
together,  and  he  showed  how  I  was  to  lower  the 
lantern  when  any  of  the  lamps  happened  to  go  out, 
and  bidding  me  beware  of  sleep,  returned  to  the 
cabin.  Most  of  my  fears  forsook  me  the  moment  he 
disappeared.  I  felt  nearly  as  happy  as  if  I  had 
been  set  at  liberty,  and,  for  a  time,  forgot  that  my 
situation  had  anything  painful  or  alarming  connected 
with  it.  Angerstoff  resumed  his  station  in  about 
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three  hours,  and  I  again  took  refuge  in  my  berth, 
where  I  enjoyed  a  short  but  undisturbed  slumber. 

Next  day  while  I  was  walking  the  deck,  and 
anxiously  surveying  the  expanse  of  ocean  around, 
Angerstoff  requested  me  to  come  down  to  the  cabin. 
I  obeyed  his  summons,  and  found  him  there.  He 
gave  me  a  book,  saying  it  was  very  entertaining, 
and  would  serve  to  amuse  me  during  my  idle  hours ; 
and  then  went  above,  shutting  the  doors  carefully 
behind  him.  I  was  struck  with  his  behaviour,  but 
felt  no  alarm,  for  Marietta  sat  at  work  near  me,  appa 
rently  unconscious  of  what  had  passed.  I  began 
to  peruse  the  volume  I  held  in  my  hand,  and  found 
it  so  interesting  that  I  paid  little  attention  to  any 
thing  else,  till  the  dashing  of  oars  struck  my  ear. 
I  sprang  from  my  chair,  with  the  intention  of  hasten 
ing  upon  deck,  but  Marietta  stopped  me,  saying, 
"  It  is  of  no  use — the  gangway  doors  are  fastened." 
Notwithstanding  this  information,  I  made  an  attempt 
to  open  them,  but  could  not  succeed.  I  was  now 
convinced,  by  the  percussion  against  the  vessel, 
that  a  boat  lay  alongside,  and  I  heard  a  strange 
voice  addressing  Angerstoff.  Fired  with  the  idea 
of  deliverance,  I  leaped  iipon  a  table  which  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  cabin,  and  tried  to  push  off  the 
skylight,  but  was  suddenly  stunned  by  a  violent 
blow  on  the  back  of  my  head.  I  staggered  back 
and  looked  round.  Marietta  stood  close  behind  me, 
brandishing  an  axe,  as  if  in  the  act  of  repeating  the 
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stroke.  Her  face  was  flushed  with  rage,  and,  having 
seized  my  arm,  she  cried,  "Come  down  instantly, 
accursed  villain !  I  know  you  want  to  betray  us, 
but  may  we  all  go  to  the  bottom  if  you  find  a  chance 
of  doing  so."  I  struggled  to  free  myself  from  her 
grasp,  but,  being  in  a  state  of  dizziness  and  con 
fusion,  I  was  unable  to  effect  this,  and  she  soon 
pulled  me  to  the  ground.  At  that  moment,  Anger 
stoff  hurriedly  entered  the  cabin,  exclaiming,  "What 
noise  is  this  ?  Oh,  just  as  I  expected  !  Has  that 
devil — that  spy — been  trying  to  get  above  boards  ? 
Why  haven't  I  the  heart  to  despatch  him  at  once  ? 
But  there's  no  time  now.  The  people  are  waiting 
— Marietta,  come  and  lend  a  hand."  They  now 
forced  me  down  upon  the  floor,  and  bound  me  to  an 
iron  ring  that  was  fixed  in  it.  This  being  done, 
Angerstoff  directed  his  female  accomplice  to  pre 
vent  me  from  speaking,  and  went  upon  deck  again:. 
While  in  this  state  of  bondage,  I  heard  distinctly 
all  that  passed  without.  Some  one  asked  Anger 
stoff  how  Morvalden  did. — "  Well,  quite  well,"  re 
plied  the  former ;  "  but  he's  below,  and  so  sick  that 
he  can't  see  any  person."  "  Strange  enough,"  said 
the  first  speaker,  laughing.  "  Is  he  ill  and  in  good 
health  at  the  same  time  ?  he  had  as  well  be  over 
board  as  in  that  condition." — "Overboard ! "  repeated 
Angerstoff,  "what! — how  do  you  mean? — all  false  ! 
— but  listen  to  me, — Are  there  any  news  stirring 
ashore?" — "Why,"  said  the  stranger,  "the  chief 
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talk  there  just  now  is  about  a  curious  thing  that  hap 
pened  this  morning.  A  dead  man  was  found  upon 
the  beach,  and  they  suspect,  from  the  wounds  on  his 
body,  that  he  hasn't  got  fair  play.  They  are  making 
a  great  noise  about  it,  and  Government  means  to 
send  out  a  boat,  with  an  officer  on  board,  who  is  to 
visit  all  the  shipping  round  this,  that  he  may  ascer 
tain  if  any  of  them  has  lost  a  man  lately.  'Tis  a 
dark  business ;  but  they'll  get  to  the  bottom  of  it, 
I  warrant  ye. — Why,  you  look  as  pale  as  if  you 
knew  more  about  this  matter  than  you  choose  to 
tell." — "No,  no,  no,"  returned  Angerstoff;  "I 
never  hear  of  a  murder  but  I  think  of  a  friend  of 
mine  who — but  I  won't  detain  you,  for  the  sea  is 
getting  up— we'll  have  a  blowy  night,  I'm  afraid." 
"So  you  don't  want  any  fish  to-day?"  cried  the 
stranger,  "then  I'll  be  off — Good  morning,  good 
morning.  I  suppose  you'll  have  the  Government 
boat  alongside  by-and-by."  I  now  heard  the  sound 
of  oars,  and  supposed,  from  the  conversation  having 
ceased,  that  the  fishermen  had  departed.  Anger 
stoff  came  down  to  the  cabin  soon  after,  and  re 
leased  me  without  speaking  a  word. 

Marietta  then  approached  him,  and,  taking  hold 
of  his  arm,  said,  "  Do  you  believe  what  that  man 
has  told  you?" — "Yes,  by  the  eternal  hell !"  cried 
he,  vehemently ;  "  I  suspect  I  will  find  the  truth 
of  it  soon  enough."  "My  God!"  exclaimed  she, 
"  what  is  to  become  of  us  ? — How  dreadful !  We 
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are  chained  here,  and  cannot  escape." —  "  Escape 
what  ?  "  interrupted  Angerstoff ; — "  girl,  you  have 
lost  your  senses.  Why  should  we  fear  the  officers 
of  justice?  Keep  a  guard  over  your  tongue." 
"  Oh,"  returned  Marietta,  "  I  talk  without  thinking, 
or  understanding  my  own  words ;  but  come  upon 
deck,  and  let  me  speak  with  you  there."  They  now 
went  up  the  gangway  stairs  together,  and  continued 
in  deep  conversation  for  some  time. 

Angerstoff  gradually  became  more  agitated  as 
the  day  advanced.  He  watched  upon  deck  almost 
without  intermission,  and  seemed  irresolute  what  to 
do,  sometimes  sitting  down  composedly,  and  at 
other  times  hurrying  backwards  and  forwards,  with 
clenched  hands  and  bloodless  cheeks.  The  wind 
blew  pretty  fresh  from  the  shore,  and  there  was  a 
heavy  swell;  and  I  supposed,  from  the  anxious 
looks  with  which  he  contemplated  the  sky,  that  he 
hoped  the  threatening  aspect  of  the  weather  would 
prevent  the  government  boat  from  putting  out  to 
sea.  He  kept  his  glass  constantly  in  his  hand,  and 
surveyed  the  ocean  through  it  in  all  directions. 

At  length  he  suddenly  dashed  the  instrument 
away,  and  exclaimed,  "  God  help  us !  they  are  com 
ing  now!"  Marietta,  on  hearing  this,  ran  wildly 
towards  him,  and  put  her  hands  in  his,  but  he 
pushed  her  to  one  side,  and  began  to  pace  the  deck, 
apparently  in  deep  thought.  After  a  little  time,  he 
started,  and  cried,  "  I  have  it  now  ! — It's  the  only 


THE   FLOATING  BEACON.  91 

plan — I'll  manage  the  business — yes,  yes — I'll  cut 
the  cables,  and  off  we'll  go — that's  settled!"  He 
then  seized  an  axe,  and  first  divided  the  hawser  at 
the  bows,  and  afterwards  the  one  attached  to  the 
stern. 

The  vessel  immediately  began  to  drift  away,  and 
having  no  sails  or  helm  to  steady  her,  rolled  with 
such  violence  that  I  was  dashed  from  side  to  side 
several  times.  She  often  swung  over  so  much  that  I 
thought  she  would  not  regain  the  upright  position, 
and  Angerstoff  all  the  while  unconsciously  strength 
ened  this  belief,  by  exclaiming,  "  She  will  capsize! 
shift  the  ballast,  or  we  must  go  to  the  bottom!" 
In  the  midst  of  this,  I  kept  my  station  upon  deck, 
intently  watching  the  boat,  which  was  still  several 
miles  distant.  I  waited  in  fearful  expectation,  think 
ing  that  every  new  wave  against  which  we  were 
impelled  would  burst  upon  our  vessel  and  over 
whelm  us,  while  our  pursuers  were  too  far  off  to  afford 
any  assistance.  The  idea  of  perishing  when  on  the 
point  of  being  saved  was  inexpressibly  agonising. 

As  the  day  advanced,  the  hopes  I  had  entertained 
of  the  boat  making  up  with  us  gradually  diminished. 
The  wind  blew  violently,  and  we  drifted  along  at  a 
rapid  rate,  and  the  weather  grew  so  hazy  that  our 
pursuers  soon  became  quite  undistinguishable.  Ma 
rietta  and  Angerstoff  appeared  to  be  stupified  with 
terror.  They  stood  motionless,  holding  firmly  by 
the  bulwarks  of  the  vessel ;  and  though  the  waves 
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frequently  broke  over  the  deck,  and  rushed  down 
the  gangway,  they  did  not  offer  to  shut  the  com 
panion  door,  which  would  have  remained  open  had 
I  not  closed  it.  The  tempest,  gloom,  and  danger 
that  thickened  around  us,  neither  elicited  from  them 
any  expressions  of  mutual  regard,  nor  seemed  to 
produce  the  slightest  sympathetic  emotion  in  their 
bosoms.  They  gazed  sternly  at  each  other  and  at 
me,  and  every  time  the  vessel  rolled,  clung  with 
convulsive  eagerness  to  whatever  lay  within  their 
reach. 

About  sunset  our  attention  was  attracted  by  a 
dreadful  roaring,  which  evidently  did  not  proceed 
from  the  waves  around  us ;  but  the  atmosphere 
being  very  hazy,  we  were  unable  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  it  for  a  long  time.  At  length  we  distin 
guished  a  range  of  high  cliffs,  against  which  the 
sea  beat  with  terrible  fury.  Whenever  the  surge 
broke  upon  them,  large  jets  of  foam  started  up  to  a 
great  height,  and  flashed  angrily  over  their  black 
and  rugged  surfaces,  while  the  wind  moaned  and 
whistled  with  fearful  caprice  among  the  projecting 
points  of  rock.  A  dense  mist  covered  the  upper 
part  of  the  cliffs,  and  prevented  us  from  seeing  if 
there  were  any  houses  upon  their  summits,  though 
this  point  appeared  of  little  importance,  for  we 
drifted  towards  the  shore  so  fast  that  immediate 
death  seemed  inevitable. 

We  soon  felt  our  vessel  bound  twice  against  the 
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sand,  and  in  a  little  time  after  a  heavy  sea  carried 
her  up  the  beach,  where  she  remained  imbedded 
and  hard  aground.  During  the  ebb  of  the  waves 
there  was  not  more  than  two  feet  of  water  round 
her  bows.  I  immediately  perceived  this,  and  watch 
ing  a  favourable  opportunity,  swung  myself  down 
to  the  beach  by  means  of  part  of  the  cable  that 
projected  through  the  hawse-hole.  I  began  to  run 
towards  the  cliffs  the  moment  my  feet  touched  the 
ground,  and  Angerstoff  attempted  to  follow  me,  that 
he  might  prevent  my  escape  ;  but,  while  in  the  act 
of  descending  from  the  vessel,  the  sea  flowed  in 
with  such  violence  that  he  was  obliged  to  spring 
on  board  again  to  save  himself  from  being  over 
whelmed  by  its  waters. 

I  hurried  on  and  began  to  climb  up  the  rocks, 
which  were  very  steep  and  slippery ;  but  I  soon 
grew  breathless  from  fatigue,  and  found  it  neces 
sary  to  stop.  It  was  now  almost  dark,  and  when  I 
looked  around,  I  neither  saw  anything  distinctly, 
nor  could  form  the  least  idea  how  far  I  had  still  to 
ascend  before  I  reached  the  top  of  the  cliffs.  I 
knew  not  which  way  to  turn  my  steps,  and  remained 
irresolute,  till  the  barking  of  a  dog  faintly  struck 
my  ear.  I  joyfully  followed  the  sound,  and,  after 
an  hour  of  perilous  exertion,  discovered  a  light  at 
some  distance,  which  I  soon  found  to  proceed  from 
the  window  of  a  small  hut. 

After  I  had  knocked  repeatedly,   the  door  was 
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opened  by  an  old  man,  with  a  lamp  in  his  hand. 
He  started  back  on  seeing  me,  for  my  dress  was 
wet  and  disordered,  my  face  and  hands  had  been 
wounded  while  scrambling  among  the  rocks,  and 
fatigue  and  terror  had  given  me  a  wan  and  agitated 
look.  I  entered  the  house,  the  inmates  of  which 
were  a  woman  and  a  boy,  and  having  seated  myself 
near  the  fire,  related  to  my  host  all  that  had  occurred 
on  board  the  floating  beacon,  and  then  requested 
him  to  accompany  me  down  to  the  beach,  that  we 
might  search  for  Anger stoff  and  Marietta.  "  No, 
no,"  cried  he;  "  that  is  impossible.  Hear  how  the 
storm  rages  !  Worlds  would  not  induce  me  to  have 
any  communication  with  murderers.  It  would  be 
impious  to  attempt  it  on  such  a  night  as  this.  The 
Almighty  is  surely  punishing  them  now !  Come 
here  and  look  out." 

I  followed  him  to  the  door,  but  the  moment  he 
opened  it  the  wind  extinguished  the  lamp.  Total 
darkness  prevailed  without,  and  a  chaos  of  rushing, 
bursting,  and  moaning  sounds  swelled  upon  the 
ear  with  irregular  loudness.  The  blast  swept  round 
the  hut  in  violent  eddyings,  and  we  felt  the  chilly 
spray  of  the  sea  driving  upon  our  faces  at  intervals. 
I  shuddered,  and  the  old  man  closed  the  door,  and 
then  resumed  his  seat  near  the  fire. 

My  entertainer  made  a  bed  for  me  upon  the  floor, 
but  the  noise  of  the  tempest,  and  the  anxiety  I  felt 
about  the  fate  of  Angerstoff  and  Marietta,  kept  me 
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awake  the  greater  part  of  the  night.  Soon  after 
dawn  my  host  accompanied  me  down  to  the  beach. 
We  found  the  wreck  of  the  floating  beacon,  but 
were  unable  to  discover  any  traces  of  the  guilty  pair 
whom  I  had  left  on  board  of  it. 
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A   TALE  OF  ITALY  AND  THE  ARTS. 
IMAGA.     SEPTEMBER  1829.] 


[The  following  "  Tale  of  Italy  and  the  Arts  "  was  submitted  in  MS. 
to  the  late  Mr  Coleridge,  who  signified  bis  approval  by  giving  to  the 
writer,  as  an  appropriate  heading,  two  then  unpublished  stanzas  from 
his  admirable  translation  of  Goethe's  Song  of  Miguon  in  ' '  Wilhelm 
Meister,"  beginning-"  Kenust  du  das  Laud  ?"] 


Know'st  thou  the  Land  where  the  pale  Citrons  blow, 

And  Golden  Fruits  through  dark  green  foliage  glow  ? 

O  soft  the  breeze  that  breathes  from  that  blue  sky  ! 

Still  stand  the  Myrtles  and  the  Laurels  high. 

Know'st  thou  it  well  ?    O  thither,  Friend  I 
Thither  with  thee,  Beloved  !  would  I  wend. 

Know'st  thoii  the  House  ?    On  Columns  rests  its  Height ; 

Shines  the  Saloon  ;  the  Chambers  glisten  bright ; 

And  Marble  Figures  stand  and  look  at  me — 

Ah,  thou  poor  Child  !  what  have  they  done  to  thee  ! 

Know'st  thou  it  well?    O  thither,  Friend  ! 

Thither  with  thee,  Protector  !  would  I  wend. 

S.  T.  COLERIDGE,  from  GOETHS. 


INTRODUCTION. 

AFTER  the  fall  of  Napoleon  had  given  peace  to 
Europe,  and  insipidity  to  a  soldier's  life,  I  re 
turned  with  my  regiment  to  B ,  and  too  soon  dis 
covered  that  the  lounging  habits  and  quiet  security 
of  parade  and  garrison  service  were  miserable  sub 
stitutes  for  the  high  and  stirring  excitement  of  the 
bivouac,  the  skirmish,  and  the  battle.  I  found  myself 
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gradually  sinking  into  a  state  of  mental  atrophy,  peril 
ous  alike  to  physical  and  moral  health ;  and,  after  a 
fruitless  struggle  of  some  months  with  these  morbid 
longings  for  old  habits  and  associations,  I  determined 
to  quit  the  army,  and  to  realise  the  favourite  day 
dream  of  my  early  youth — a  walk  through  Italy ; 
hoping,  by  two  years  of  travel  and  incessant  inter 
course  with  men  and  books,  to  gain  a  fresh  hold  upon 
life  and  happiness,  and  to  repair,  in  some  measure, 
those  deficiencies  in  my  education,  which  the  pre 
mature  adoption  of  a  military  life  had  necessarily 
involved. 

Pausing  a  few  days  at  Vienna,  I  formed  a  friendly 
intimacy  with  a  young  and  intelligent  Venetian,  of 

the  ancient  senatorial  house  of  F i ;  and,  on  my 

return  through  Venice,  after  a  rewarding  and  de 
lightful  residence  of  two  years  in  various  parts  of 
Italy,  I  met  my  Vienna  friend  in  one  of  the  taverns 
of  St  Mark's.  After  a  cordial  greeting,  he  told  me 
that  he  was  obliged  to  leave  Venice  on  the  ensuing 
day,  to  take  possession  of  an  estate  and  villa  in 
Lombardy,  bequeathed  to  him  by  a  deceased  rela 
tive.  The  gardens,  he  added,  covered  the  slope  of 
a  woody  hill,  which  commanded  a  wide  view  over 
the  classic  shores  and  environs  of  the  Lake  of  Garda; 
and  the  mansion,  although  time-worn  and  ruinous, 
contained  some  fine  old  paintings,  and  a  store  of  old 
books  and  manuscripts  which  had  not  seen  the  light 
for  ages.  I  had  already  experienced  the  keen  delight 
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of  exploring  the  mines  of  literary  wealth  contained 
in  the  old  libraries  of  Italy,  and  I  did  not  hesitate  to 
accept  the  cordial  invitation  to  accompany  him  which 
closed  this  alluring  description  of  his  Lombard  villa. 
We  left  Venice  the  following  morning,  and, 
proceeding  by  easy  journeys  through  Padua  and 
Verona,  we  reached  the  villa  on  the  evening  of  the 
third  day,  and  installed  ourselves  in  the  least  de 
cayed  apartments  of  the  ruinous  but  still  imposing 
and  spacious  mansion.  On  the  ensuing  day  I  rose 
early,  and  hastened  to  examine  some  large  fresco 
paintings  in  the  saloon,  which  had  powerfully  ex 
cited  my  curiosity  during  a  cursory  view  by  lamp 
light.  They  were  admirably  designed,  and,  from 
the  recurrence  in  all  of  the  remarkable  form  and 
features  of  a  young  man  of  great  personal  beauty, 
they  were  evidently  a  connected  series  ;  but,  with 
the  exception  of  two,  the  colouring  and  details  were 
nearly  obliterated  by  time  and  the  humid  air  from 
the  contiguous  lake.  Upon  scrolls  beneath  the  two 
least  injured  paintings  were  the  inscriptions  of  La 
Scoperta  and  La  Vendetta  ;  and  the  incidents  deli 
neated  in  them  were  so  powerfully  drawn,  and  so 
full  of  dramatic  expression,  that  a  novelist  of  mode 
rate  ingenuity  would  readily  have  constructed  from 
them  an  effective  romance.  The  picture  subscribed 
La  Scoperta  represented  the  interior  of  an  elegant 
saloon  decorated  in  Italian  taste  with  pictures,  busts, 
and  candelabra.  In  the  foreground  was  seated  a 


4  TALES  FROM   "  BLACK  WOOD. 

young  artist  in  the  plain  garb  rendered  familiar  to 
modern  eyes  by  the  portraits  of  Kaphael  and  other 
painters  of  the  sixteenth  century ;  a  short  cloak  and 
doublet  of  black  cloth,  and  tight  black  pantaloons  of 
-woven  silk.  The  form  and  features  of  this  youth 
were  eminently  noble.  His  countenance  beamed 
with  dignity  and  power,  and  his  tall  figure  displayed 
a  classic  symmetry  and  grandeur  which  forcibly  re 
minded  me  of  that  magnificent  statue,  the  reposing 
Discobolus.  Before  him  were  an  easel  and  canvass, 
on  which  was  distinguishable  the  roughly  sketched 
likeness  of  a  robust  and  middle-aged  man  sitting 
opposite  to  him  in  the  middle-ground  of  the  picture, 
and  richly  attired  in  a  Spanish  mantle  of  velvet. 
His  sleeves  were  slashed  and  embroidered  in  the 
fashion  of  the  period,  and  his  belt  and  dagger  glit 
tered  with  adornments  of  gold  and  jewels  ;  while 
his  golden  spurs,  and  the  steel  corselet  which  covered 
his  ample  chest,  indicated  a  soldier  of  distinguished 
rank.  In  the  background  stood  a  tall  and  handsome 
youth  leaning  with  folded  arms  against  the  window- 
niche.  He  was  attired  in  the  splendid  costume  of 
the  Venetian  nobles,  as  represented  in  the  portraits 
of  Titian  and  Paul  Veronese,  and  his  dark  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  painter  and  his  model  with  an  ex 
pression  of  intense  and  wondering  solicitude.  And 
truly  the  impassioned  looks  and  attitudes  of  the 
individuals  before  him  were  well  adapted  to  excite 
sympathy  and  astonishment.  The  young  artist  sat 
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erect,  his  tall  figure  somewhat  thrown  back,  and 
his  right  hand,  holding  the  pencil,  was  resting  on 
the  elbow  of  his  chair ;  while  from  his  glowing  and 
dilated  features,  intense  hatred  and  mortal  defiance 
blazed  out  upon  the  man  whose  portrait  he  had 
begun  to  paint.  In  the  delineation  of  the  broad  and 
knitted  brow,  the  eagle -fierceness  of  the  full  and 
brilliant  eye,  and  the  stern  compression  of  the  lips, 
the  unknown  artist  had  been  wonderfully  success 
ful,  and  not  less  so  in  the  display  of  very  opposite 
emotions  in  the  harsh  and  repulsive  lineaments  of 
the  personage  sitting  for  his  portrait.  The  wild 
expression  of  every  feature  indicated  that  he  had 
suddenly  made  some  strange  and  startling  discovery. 
His  face  was  of  a  livid  and  deadly  yellow  ;  his  small 
and  deep-set  eyes  were  fixed  in  the  wide  stare  of 
terror  upon  the  artist;  and  his  person  was  half  raised 
from  his  seat,  while  his  hands  convulsively  clutched 
the  elbows  of  the  chair.  In  short,  his  look  and  ges 
ture  were  those  of  a  man  who,  while  unconscious 
of  danger,  had  suddenly  roused  a  sleeping  lion. 

The  companion  picture,  called  La  Vendetta, 
portrayed  a  widely  different  scene  and  circum 
stance.  The  locality  was  a  deep  ravine,  the  shel 
ving  sides  of  which  were  thickly  covered  with 
trees ;  and  the  background  of  this  woody  hollow 
was  blocked  up  to  a  considerable  height  by  the 
leafy  branches  of  recently  hewn  timber.  In  the 
right  foreground  were  two  horses,  saddled  and 
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bridled,  and  at  their  feet  the  bleeding  corpses  of  two 
men,  clothed  in  splendid  Greek  costume.  On  the 
left  of  the  painting  appeared  the  young  Venetian 
nobleman  before  described:  he  was  on  horseback, 
and  watching,  with  looks  of  deep  interest  and  ex 
citement,  the  issue  of  a  mortal  combat  between  the 
two  prominent  figures  in  La  Scoperta.  But  here  the 
younger  man  was  no  longer  in  the  plain  and  unas 
suming  garb  of  an  artist.  He  was  attired  in  a 
richly  embroidered  vest  of  scarlet  and  gold  ;  white 
pantaloons  of  woven  silk  displayed  advantageously 
the  full  and  perfect  contour  of  his  limbs ;  while  a 
short  mantello  of  dark-blue  velvet  fell  gracefully 
from  his  shoulders,  and  a  glossy  feather  in  his 
Spanish  hat  waved  over  his  fine  features,  which  told 
an  eloquent  tale  of  triumph  and  of  gratified  revenge. 

His  antagonist,  a  man  of  large  and  muscular  pro 
portions,  was  apparelled  as  in  the  other  picture,  ex 
cepting  that  he  had  no  mantle,  and  was  cased  in 
back  and  breast  armour  of  scaled  steel.  He  had 
been  just  disarmed ;  his  sword,  of  formidable  length, 
had  flown  above  his  head ;  while  a  naked  dagger  lay 
on  the  ground  under  his  left  hand,  which  hung  life 
less  by  his  side,  and  from  a  gaping  wound  in  the 
wrist  issued  a  stream  of  blood. 

The  sword-point  of  the  young  painter  was  buried 
in  the  throat  of  his  mailed  opponent,  whose  livid 
hue  and  rayless  eyeballs  already  indicated  that  his 
wound  was  mortal. 
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I  was  intently  gazing  upon  these  mysterious 
pictures  when  my  friend  entered  the  saloon,  and  in 
reply  to  my  eager  inquiries,  informed  me  that  the 
series  of  paintings  around  us  portrayed  some 
romantic  family  incidents  which  had  occurred  in 
the  sixteenth  century ;  and  that  these  frescos  had 
been  designed  by  an  able  amateur  artist,  who  was 
indeed  the  hero  of  this  romance  of  Italian  life,  and 
after  whom  this  apartment  was  still  called  the 
Saloon  of  Colonna.  The  late  proprietor  of  the  villa, 
he  continued,  had  mentioned  some  years  since  the 
discovery  of  a  manuscript  in  the  library,  which 
gave  a  detailed  account  of  the  incidents  on  these 
pictured  walls,  and  which,  if  we  could  find  it,  would 
well  reward  the  trouble  of  perusal. 

My  curiosity  received  a  fresh  impulse  from  this 
intelligence.  Telling  my  friend  that  I  would  in 
vestigate  his  books  while  he  visited  his  tenants,  I 
proceeded  after  breakfast  to  the  library ;  and,  after 
some  hours  of  fruitless  search,  I  discovered,  in  a 
mass  of  wormeaten  manuscripts,  an  untitled,  but 
apparently  connected  narrative,  which  forcibly 
arrested  my  attention  by  the  romantic  charm  of  the 
incidents,  the  energy  of  the  language,  and  the 
spirited  criticisms  on  fine  art  with  which  it  was 
interwoven.  The  hero  of  the  tale  was  an  ardent 
and  imaginative  Italian ;  at  once  a  painter  and  an 
improvisatore ;  a  man  of  powerful  and  expansive 
intellect ;  and  glowing  with  intense  enthusiasm  for 
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classic  and  ancient  lore,  and  for  the  beautiful  in  art 
and  nature.  The  diction  of  this  manuscript  was, 
like  the  man  it  portrayed,  lofty  and  impassioned ; 
and,  when  describing  the  rich  landscapes  of  Italy, 
or  the  wonders  of  human  art  which  adorn  that 
favoured  region,  it  occasionally  rose  into  a  sus 
tained  harmony,  a  rhythmical  beauty  and  balance, 
of  which  no  modern  language  but  that  of  Italy  is 
susceptible.  Dipping  at  random  through  its  pages, 
I  saw  with  delight  the  name  of  Colonna ;  and,  ere 
long,  discovered  an  animated  description  of  the 
singular  scene  portrayed  in  La  Scoperta. 

On  my  friend's  return  in  the  evening,  I  held  up 
the  manuscript  in  triumph  as  he  approached ;  and, 

after  a  repast  in  the  Colonna  saloon,  F i,  who, 

although  a  Venetian,  could  read  his  native  tongue 
with  Eoman  purity  of  accent,  opened  at  my  request 
the  time-stained  volume,  and  read  as  follows. 


CHAPTER    I. 

ON  a  bright  May  morning,  in  the  year  1575,  my 
gondola  was  gliding  under  the  guns  of  a  Turkish 
frigate  in  the  harbour  of  Venice,  when  she  fired  a 
broadside  in  compliment  to  the  Doge's  marriage 
with  the  Adriatic.  The  rolling  of  the  stately  vessel 
gave  a  sudden  impulse  to  the  light  vehicle  in  which 
I  was  then  standing  to  obtain  a  better  view  of  the 
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festivities  around  me;  the  unexpected  and  stun 
ning  report  deprived  me  for  a  moment  of  self- 
possession  and  balance,  and  I  was  precipitated  into 
the  water.  The  encumbrance  of  a  cloak  rendered 
swimming  impracticable,  and,  after  some  vain 
attempts  to  remain  on  the  surface,  I  went  down. 
When  restored  to  consciousness,  I  found  myself  in 
the  gondola,  supported  by  a  young  man,  whose  drip 
ping  garments  told  me  that  I  had  been  saved  from 
untimely  death  by  his  courage  and  promptitude. 
"  Our  bath  has  been  a  cold  one,"  said  he,  address 
ing  me  with  a  friendly  and  cheering  smile.  Too 
much  exhausted  to  reply,  I  could  only  grasp  his 
hand  with  silent  and  expressive  fervour.  This 
incident  deprived  the  festival  of  all  attraction ;  and, 
soon  as  I  had  regained  sufficient  strength,  the 
young  stranger  proposed  that  we  should  return  to 
the  city  for  a  change  of  dress.  Still  weak  and  ex 
hausted,  I  gladly  assented  to  his  proposal,  and  we 
left  the  Bucentoro  escorted  by  a  thousand  vessels, 
and  saluted  by  the  thunders  of  innumerable  cannon, 
proceeding  to  the  open  sea  to  celebrate  the  high 
espousals. 

My  companion  left  me  at  the  portal  of  my  fa 
ther's  palace.  He  refused  to  enter  it,  nor  would  he 
reveal  his  name  and  residence ;  but  he  embraced 
me  cordially,  and  promised  an  early  visit.  During 
the  remainder  of  the  day,  I  could  not  for  a  moment 
banish  the  image  of  my  unknown  benefactor  from 
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my  memory.  It  was  obvious,  from  his  accent,  that 
he  was  no  Venetian.  His  language  was  the  purest 
Tuscan,  and  conveyed  in  a  voice  rich,  deep,  and 
impassioned,  beyond  any  in  my  experience.  He 
was  attired  in  the  dark  and  homely  garb  of  a 
student  in  painting ;  but  he  was  in  the  full  bloom 
of  youth,  and  his  tall  figure  was  cast  in  the  finest 
mould  of  manlike  beauty.  His  raven  locks  clustered 
round  a  lofty  and  capacious  brow;  his  full  dark 
eyes  sparkled  with  intelligence  and  fire ;  while  his 
fresh  and  finely-compressed  lips  indicated  habits 
of  decision  and  refinement,  and  gave  a  nameless 
charm  to  all  he  uttered.  His  deportment  was 
noble  and  commanding;  his  step  bounding  and 
elastic ;  and  there  was  an  impressive  and  startling 
vehemence,  a  fervour  and  impetuosity  in  every 
look  and  gesture,  which  made  me  regard  him  as 
one  of  a  new  and  almost  supernatural  order  of 
beings.  My  heart  swelled  with  an  aching  and 
uncontrollable  impatience  to  see  him  again,  which 
quickened  every  pulse  to  feverish  rapidity;  my 
senses,  however,  were  still  confused  and  giddy  with 
long  immersion  in  the  water,  and  I  endeavoured  to 
recruit  my  exhausted  powers  by  repose.  The 
evening  found  me  more  tranquil,  and  I  wandered 
forth  to  view  the  regatta  on  the  grand  canal.  These 
boat-races  greatly  contribute  to  form  the  skill  and 
energy  which  distinguish  the  Venetian  mariners. 
Strength,  dexterity,  and  ardour,  are  indispensable 
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to  success  in  contending  for  the  prizes ;  and  the 
eager  competition  of  the  candidates  imparts  an 
intense  interest  to  these  festivities,  which  require 
only  a  Pindar  to  elevate  them  into  classical  im 
portance.  The  entire  surface  of  the  spacious  canal 
was  foaming  with  the  dash  of  oars,  and  resounding 
with  the  exuberant  gaiety  of  the  Venetians ;  while 
the  tapestried  balconies  of  the  surrounding  palaces 
were  crowded  with  all  the  beauty  and  chivalry  of 
Venice ;  and  the  glittering  windows  reflected  the 
rays  of  the  setting  sun  upon  happy  faces  innu 
merable. 

Proceeding  to  the  place  of  St  Mark,  I  paced  in  a 
contemplative  mood  over  its  surface  until  the  day 
closed,  and  the  night-breeze  diffused  a  delicious 
coolness.  I  looked  into  several  of  the  taverns 
under  the  arcades  to  observe  the  company  assem 
bled,  and  fancied  that  I  discerned  in  one  of  them 
the  generous  youth  who  had  rescued  me  from  such 
imminent  danger.  Availing  myself  of  Venetian 
privilege,  I  entered  without  unmasking,  and  found 
my  conjecture  verified.  This  tavern  was  the 
habitual  resort  of  the  artists  resident  in  Venice,  and 
the  assembled  individuals  appeared  to  be  engaged 
in  vehement  controversy. 

Paul  Veronese  was  addressing  them  as  I  entered. 
"  Who,"  said  he,  "  is  most  competent  to  pass  judg 
ment  upon  a  work  of  art  ?  Certainly  the  man  who 
has  accurately  observed  the  appearances  of  nature, 
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and  who  can  determine  the  limits  of  art.  I  despise 
the  dotards  who  contend  that  a  man  of  taste  and 
intellect  must  have  been  a  dauber  of  canvass, 
before  he  can  decide  upon  the  merits  of  a  picture. 
The  ludicrous  certificate  of  approval  which  the 
German  horse-dealers  chalked  upon  the  bronze 
horses  of  St  Mark's,  outweighed,  in  my  estimation, 
a  volume  of  professional  cant.  Trained  to  a  sound 
knowledge  of  their  trade  in  the  studs  of  Germany, 
they  felt  and  understood  all  the  excellence  of  these 
magnificent  works  of  art.  They  recognised  at  once 
the  noble  character  of  the  animal,  and  even  dis 
tinguished  the  peculiar  attributes  of  each  individual 
horse.  The  superlative  excellence  of  their  heads, 
and  the  fiery  impatience  of  control  which  they 
exhibit,  cannot  be  understood  or  conveyed  by  mere 
perseverance  in  drawing.  No  painter,  who  resides 
in  the  interior,  can  understand  the  merits  of  a  sea- 
piece  ;  nor  can  the  devout  Fra  Bartolomeo  criticise 
a  Venus  of  our  venerable  Titian  so  well  as  any 
despot  of  the  East  who  owns  a  seraglio." 

"  True,"  replied  another  artist,  whose  full  round 
tones  and  rich  emphasis  bespoke  him  a  Koman ; 
"  but  taste  is  not  intuitive ;  nor  can  it  be  attained 
by  merely  studying  the  appearances  of  nature  and 
the  theories  of  art.  We  must  also  explore  the  rich 
treasures  of  painting  which  adorn  and  dignify  our 
beautiful  Italy.  It  is  not  enough,  however,  to  study 
a  single  specimen  of  each  great  master ;  we  must 
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patiently  and  repeatedly  examine  his  progressive 
improvements  and  his  various  styles.  By  perse 
verance  in  this  process,  a  young  artist  will  bene 
ficially  exercise  his  eye  and  his  judgment,  and  will 
readily  distinguish  the  best  pictures  in  a  collection. 
Any  degree  of  discipline  short  of  this  will  be  in 
adequate  to  raise  him  above  the  level  of  the  mob, 
which  followed  in  procession  the  Madonna  of 
Cimabue,  and  lauded  it  as  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  art 
because  they  had  never  seen  anything  better." 

The  young  stranger  now  addressed  them  with 
much  animation  :  "  I  presume  not  to  decide,"  said 
he,  "how  far  the  last  speaker  is  correct  in  his 
opinions.  The  incessant  noise  on  the  piazza  pre 
cludes  any  deliberate  consideration  of  the  subject ; 
but  so  far  as  I  could  collect  the  subject  of  Maestro 
Paul's  opinion,  I  understood  him  to  insist  upon  the 
necessity  of  knowing  the  limits  of  art.  I  trust  he 
will  pardon  so  young  an  artist  for  uttering  senti 
ments  at  variance  with  his  own ;  and  that  I  shall 
not  lose  ground  in  his  esteem  if  I  contend  that  every 
object  in  art  is  material,  and  that  ideal  forms  and 
models  of  excellence  are  absurdities.  An  Aspasia 
and  a  Phryne,  youthful  and  lovely,  may  be  elevated 
into  a  Pallas  and  a  Venus  by  an  able  and  imaginative 
painter,  whose  excited  fancy  will  readily  improve 
upon  his  models,  and  invest  each  feature,  form, 
and  attitude,  with  classical  and  appropriate  expres 
sion.  But  an  ideal  and  perfectly  beautiful  woman, 
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destitute  of  every  attribute  arising  from  climate  and 
national  peculiarities,  is  a  phantom  of  the  brain. 
And  yet  how  many  common-place  artists,  who  have 
consumed  the  most  valuable  portion  of  their  lives 
in  drawing  from  plaster-casts,  call  these  insufferably 
vacant  faces  and  forms  genuine  art,  and  affect  to 
look  down  upon  the  master-spirits  who  have  im 
mortalised  themselves  by  matchless  portraits  of  the 
great  men  and  beautiful  women  of  their  own  times ! " 
The  parties  soon  after  separated,  and  Paul  Vero 
nese  left  the  tavern,  accompanied  by  the  stranger. 
I  followed,  and  observed  them  walking  round  the 
piazza,  and  pausing  occasionally  to  listen  to  the 
melodious  barcarolos,  and  sportive  sallies  of  the 
gay  Venetians.  At  the  entrance  of  the  Merceria 
the  youth  saluted  and  left  his  companion,  and  I 
promptly  availed  myself  of  the  opportunity  to  un 
mask  and  approach  him.  He  immediately  recog 
nised  me,  and  expressed  himself  gratified  to  observe 
that  my  accident  had  been  unattended  with  evil 
consequence.  I  repeated  warmly  my  acknowledg 
ments,  and  assured  him  of  my  ardent  wish  to  prove 
my  gratitude  by  rendering  him  any  service  in  my 
power.  He  appeared,  however,  rather  disconcerted 
than  pleased  by  these  professions,  and  exclaimed 
with  some  vehemence,  "  What  have  I  done  for  you 
that  I  would  not  readily  have  attempted  for  the 
lowest  of  human  beings?  How  many  a  wretch 
throws  himself  from  a  precipice  into  the  deep  to 
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bring  up  a  paltry  coin!  I  have  been  taught  to 
think  that  exaggerated  praise  for  the  performance 
of  a  mere  act  of  duty  has  a  tendency  to  promote 
vanity  and  cowardice  ;  and  I  predict  the  decay  of 
true  heroism  and  public  spirit  from  the  growing 
practice  of  commemorating  trivial  events  and  trivial 
men  by  statues,  columns,  and  inscriptions." 

"  You  may  disclaim  all  merit,"  I  replied  ;  "  but 
I  cannot  forget  that,  to  save  the  life  of  a  stranger, 
you  bounded  from  the  lofty  bulwark  of  a  frigate.  I 
maintain  that  there  is  something  god-like  in  the 
man  who  hazards  his  life  with  such  generous  promp 
titude  ;  and  I  think  you  cannot  but  admit  that 
gratitude  is  the  strongest  and  most  agreeable  tie 
which  binds  society  together.  Surely,  then,  if  the 
fervent  and  enthusiastic  expression  of  it  be  a  fail 
ing,  it  is  an  amiable  one." 

He  took  my  hand  and  gave  me  a  look  of  cordial 
sympathy,  but  said  nothing  in  reply.  I  warmly 
urged  him  to  pass  the  evening  with  me ;  he  assent 
ed,  and  we  proceeded  in  a  gondola  up  the  grand 
canal  to  my  abode.  During  supper  the  conversation 
was  gay  and  spirited,  but  confined  to  generalities  ; 
and  it  was  not  until  we  were  released  from  the 
presence  of  menials  that  our  ideas  flowed  with  un 
restrained  freedom  and  confidence.  The  govern 
ment  and  state-policy  of  Venice  were  passed  in 
review ;  and  my  guest  lauded  the  wisdom  of  the 
senate  in  having  embraced  the  first  opportunity  of 
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concluding  with  honour  the  arduous  struggle  they 
had  maintained  against  the  formidable  power  of 
Turkey.  He  rejoiced  that  the  Doge  could  again 
espouse  the  Adriatic  sea-nymph  with  all  the  ac 
customed  display  of  pomp  and  power,  and  remarked 
how  essential  to  the  safety  and  independence  of 
Venice  was  the  uninterrupted  annual  celebration  of 
a  festival  which  fostered  the  pride  and  courage  of 
the  people. 

"  Our  ancient  bride, "  I  replied,  "  has  of  late 
exhibited  some  ominous  symptoms  of  caprice  and 
inconstancy.  The  ceremony  should  have  taken 
place  two  days  since,  but  the  wild  goddess  was 
restive  and  untamable,  and  insulted  the  old  Doge, 
her  destined  spouse,  by  rolling  the  bodies  of  a  dozen 
drowned  wretches  up  the  grand  canal  to  the  stairs 
of  his  palace.  Pope  Alexander  III.,  who  exercised 
some  influence  over  the  capricious  fair  one,  is  un 
fortunately  no  more ;  and  Columbus,  the  hero  of 
whom  Genoa  proved  herself  so  unworthy,  has  ex 
plored  and  subdued  for  the  princes  of  Castile  the 
genuine  Amphitiite,  in  comparison  with  whom  the 
bride  of  Venice  is  a  mere  nymph." 

"  The  destinies  of  Venice,"  he  observed,  with  a 
touch  of  sarcasm  in  his  manner,  "  must  be  accom 
plished.  She  has  reached,  and  probably  passed,  the 
climax  of  her  political  greatness.  Other  nations,  in 
the  vigour  of  youth,  and  possessing  greater  local 
advantages,  have  commenced  their  maritime  career, 
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and  this  proud  republic  must  submit  to  decline  and 
fall,  as  mightier  states  have  done  before  her.  Al 
ready  I  perceive  symptoms  of  unsoundness  in  her 
political  institutions,  of  declining  energy  and  shal 
low  policy  in  the  conduct  of  her  wars  and  negotia 
tions.  If  you  could  not  preserve  by  resolute  defence 
the  Isle  of  Cyprus,  which  has  owned  your  sway  for 
a  century,  you  might  have  saved  it  by  the  easy 
and  obvious  expedient  of  allowing  the  Sultan  to 
receive  at  a  cheaper  rate  his  annual  supply  of  its 
delicious  wines,  and  by  refusing  to  shelter  in  the 
harbour  of  Famaugusta  the  Christian  corsairs  who 
capture  the  beauties  destined  for  the  seraglio.  The 
sweet  island  of  Love  is  now  lost  for  ever  to  the 
state  of  Venice,  and  its  incomparable  wines  be 
come  every  year  more  rare  and  costly  throughout 
Italy." 

The  keen  edge  of  his  remarks  touched  me  sensibly, 
and  wounded  all  my  pride  of  birth  and  country. 
This  revulsion  of  feeling  did  not  escape  the  quick 
perceptions  of  my  guest :  the  recollection  that  he 
was  speaking  thus  unguardedly  to  the  son  of  a 
Venetian  senator  seemed  to  flash  upon  him,  and  he 
closed  the  discussion  by  remarking,  with  a  smile, 
that  we  were  in  Venice,  that  Venetian  walls  pos 
sessed  the  faculty  of  hearing,  and  that  there  would 
be  discretion  in  a  change  of  subject.  I  briefly 
assented  to  the  necessity  of  being  guarded  in  the 
vicinity  of  Venetian  domestics,  who  were  occasion- 
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ally  agents  of  the  police  ;  and,  after  a  pause  of  re 
collection,  he  resumed. 

"  It  is  time,"  said  he,  "  that  I  should  speak  of 
myself  and  of  my  object  in  Venice.  I  am  a  native 
of  Florence,  and  a  painter.  Wearied  and  disgusted 
with  the  skeletons  of  Florentine  art,  I  came  here  to 
study  the  flesh  and  blood  of  the  Venetian  school. 
The  works  of  Titian  realise  everything  which  is 
valuable  and  essential  in  the  art  of  painting,  and 
the  student  who  does  not  pursue  the  track  of  this 
great  master  will  never  attain  high  rank  as  a 
painter.  In  Venice,  the  public  voice  has  supreme 
jurisdiction  in  matters  of  taste  and  fine  art,  and 
the  artists  collectively  exercise  little  influence  on 
public  opinion.  Titian  fascinates  all  amateurs, 
and  every  artist  admits  his  incomparable  excellence 
in  the  great  essential  of  painting,  which  is  truth  of 
colouring." 

"  I  am  still  too  much  a  novice  in  the  theories  of 
.your  beautiful  art,"  I  replied,  "to  contend  this 
point  with  you  ;  but  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  suggest 
the  probability  that  you  are  disgusted  with  the 
severity  of  the  Tuscan  school.  Your  abhorrence  of 
the  yoke  you  have  escaped  from  impels  you  to  the 
other  extreme,  and  your  admiration  of  Venetian  art 
is  heightened  by  contrasting  the  flesh  and  blood  of 
Titian  with  the  bones  and  sinews  of  Michael  Angelo. 
Nevertheless,  I  will  hazard  a  prediction,  that  instead 
of  abandoning  for  ever  the  sound  principles  of  the 
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Florentine  school,  you  will  eventually  resume  and 
abide  by  them.  Our  graceful  Titian  is  the  prince 
of  colourists,  but  it  must  be  admitted  that  his  draw 
ing  seldom  rises  above  mediocrity." 

"  You  must  excuse  me,"  he  retorted  with  a  smile, 
"  if  I  doubt  whether  your  position  can  be  maintained. 
I  infer  from  the  tendency  of  your  remarks  that  you 
consider  drawing  of  primary  importance.  I  admit 
that  drawing  is  essential  to  give  truth  and  sym 
metry  of  proportion,  and  is  therefore  a  necessary 
evil ;  but  a  finished  picture  represents  the  surfaces 
of  things :  surfaces  are  distinguishable  only  by 
colouring,  and  therefore  I  maintain  that  colouring 
is  the  real  object — the  alpha  and  omega — of  art.  To 
class  drawing  above  painting,  is  to  prefer  the  scaf 
fold  to  the  building- — the  rude  and  early  stages  to 
the  full  and  rich  maturity  of  art.  What  are  the 
sharp  and  vigorous  lines  of  Michael  Angelo  but 
dreams  and  shadows,  compared  with  the  pure  and 
exquisite  vitality  of  a  head  by  Titian  ?  Any  beard 
less  tyro  may,  by  plodding  industry,  produce  a 
drawing  as  accurate,  if  not  as  free,  as  the  off-hand 
sketches  of  Kaffaelle ;  but  to  delineate  real  life 
with  its  exquisitely  blended  tints  and  demi-tints ; 
its  tender  outlines,  and  evanescent  shades  of  cha 
racter  and  expression, — to  accomplish  all  this  by 
lines  and  angles  is  impossible.  It  requires  the 
magic  aid  of  colouring,  controlled  by  that  deep  and 
rare  preception  of  the  beautiful,  that  wondrous 
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harmony  of  intellect  and  feeling,  which  is  the  im 
mediate  gift  of  heaven,  and  the  proudest,  highest 
attribute  of  man." 

"  I  am  by  no  means  insensible  to  the  charms  of 
the  Venetian  school,"  I  rejoined  ;  "  and  I  admit,  in 
many  respects,  the  force  of  your  reasoning.  It  is, 
however,  a  question  with  me,  whether  the  enthu 
siastic  disciples  of  Titian  are  not  in  danger  of  pur 
suing  the  material  and  perishable,  rather  than  the 
intellectual  and  permanent  in  painting.  The  glo 
rious  colouring  of  this  great  master  will  fade  under 
the  action  of  time  and  humidity,  and  betray  his  de 
ficiencies  in  drawing ;  whereas  the  moral  grandeur 
of  Michael  Angelo's  frescos,  which  derive  no  aid 
from  colour,  will  endure  as  long  as  the  walls  which 
they  adorn.  I  would  gladly  hear  you  contest  this 
point  with  the  Roman  artist  who  addressed  Maestro 
Paul  this  evening  at  the  tavern.  I  feel  too  much  my 
own  deficiency  in  technical  phrase  and  knowledge 
to  vindicate  my  opinions  successfully." 

"  That  Roman,"  said  he,  "  is  an  intellectual  and 
accomplished  man,  but  he  wants  a  painter's  eye,  and 
should  rather  have  devoted  his  time  and  talents  to 
literature.  He  has,  however,  pursued  the  fine  arts 
professionally,  and  he  is  eloquent  and  resolute  in 
the  defence  of  his  opinions :  but  the  nature  which 
he  has  studied  is  destitute  of  life  and  colouring  ;  it 
exists  only  in  marble  and  plaster,  and  he  would 
rather  copy  the  single  and  motionless  attitude  of  an 
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antique  statue,  than  study  the  fine  forms  and  elo 
quent  features  with  which  Italy  abounds.  He  is, 
in  short,  a  sedentary  idler,  who  will  not  take  the 
trouble  to  read  the  great  book  of  nature,  and  would 
rather  fire  at  a  wooden  eagle  on  a  pole,  than  pursue 
the  kingly  bird  amidst  the  wild  scenery  of  the  Apen 
nines.  He  assumed  the  unwarrantable  liberty  of 
severely  censuring  Paul  Veronese's  grand  picture 
of  the  t  Nuptials  of  Cana,'  in  the  presence  of  that 
noble  artist.  He  objected  to  the  insignificant  ap 
pearance  of  Jesus  and  his  disciples,  and  to  their 
position  at  the  table  in  the  middle-ground  of  the 
picture.  The  painter  introduced  them  into  this 
great  work  because  their  presence  was  indispen 
sable  ;  but  he  avoided  giving  them  any  prominent 
position,  conceiving  it  impossible  for  any  human 
artist  to  convey  an  adequate  personification  of  our 
glorious  Redeemer.  Moreover,  they  were  but  ac 
cessary  to  his  real  object,  which  was  to  represent 
the  busy  crowd  of  guests,  the  banquet,  and  the  ar 
chitecture.  In  these  respects  the  artist  has  been 
eminently  successful.  The  painting  abounds  with 
harmony,  and  the  incidents  are  told  with  all  the  life 
and  spirit  of  a  Spanish  novel.  The  most  prominent 
figures  are  musicians  at  a  table  in  the  foreground, 
performing  a  concert  upon  elegant  instruments. 
Paul  Veronese  is  leading  with  grace  and  spirit  on 
the  violin ;  Titian,  the  great  ruler  of  harmony,  is 
performing  on  the  violoncello ;  Bassano  and  Tinto- 


22  TALES   FROM    "  BLACK  WOOD." 

* 

rett,  upon  other  instruments.  They  are  painted 
with  wonderful  truth  of  character  and  expression  ; 
they  are  magnificently  attired ;  and  their  personal 
appearance  is  eminently  noble  and  dignified.  Around 
the  bride's  table  are  assembled  the  most  distin 
guished  personages  of  the  present  age;  all  admirable 
portraits,  and  abounding  with  dramatic  expression. 
The  atmosphere  in  the  background  is  clear  and 
transparent,  and  exhibits  in  sharp  and  brilliant  re 
lief  the  Palladian  magnificence  of  the  architecture  ; 
while  the  busy  foreground  is  enriched  with  a  gor 
geous  display  of  vases  and  other  materials  of  the 
banquet,  adorned  with  chasings  of  splendid  and 
classical  design.  The  light  throughout  the  fore 
ground  and  middle  distance  is  wonderfully  natural, 
and  clearly  develops  the  numerous  groups  and 
figures  comprehended  in  this  colossal  work.  What 
man  of  sense  and  feeling  can  behold  this  wondrous 
achievement  of  human  art,  and  not  long  to  feast  his 
eyes  upon  it  for  ever  ? 

"  This  fastidious  Eoman  expressed  also  his  an 
noyance  at  the  inaccuracy  of  the  costume,  in  Paul's 
fine  picture  of  the  *  Family  of  Darius  presented  to 
Alexander,'  and  lamented  that  so  admirable  a  work 
should  have  been  blemished  by  this  gross  anach 
ronism.  You  are,  doubtless,  well  acquainted  with 
a  painting  which  belongs  to  a  branch  of  your  family. 
It  may  be  truly  called  the  triumph  of  colouring ; 
and  certainly  more  harmony,  splendour,  and  loveli- 
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ness,  never  met  together  in  one  piclure.  To  these 
merits  must  be  added  the  truth  of  character  which 
prevails  in  all  the  heads,  most  of  which  are  portraits. 
Forget  for  a  moment  that  the  incident  is  borrowed 
from  ancient  story ;  imagine  it  the  victory  of  a  hero 
of  the  sixteenth  century,  and  the  painting  becomes, 
in  all  respects,  a  masterpiece.  The  architecture,  in 
the  background,  gives  a  tone  to  the  whole  ;  but  it 
required  the  delicate  outlines  and  the  exquisite  per 
ception  of  harmonious  colouring  which  distinguish 
Paul  Veronese,  to  give  relief  and  contrast  to  the 
figures  and  draperies  on  so  light  a  ground.  The 
pyramidal  group,  formed  by  an  old  man  and  four 
female  figures,  is  superlatively  lovely  ;  the  counte 
nances  wonderfully  expressive,  and  sparkling  with 
animation.  The  head  of  Alexander  is  beautiful, 
but  deficient  in  masculine  firmness,  and  more  adapt 
ed  to  charm  the  softer  sex  than  to  awe  the  world ; 
while  the  nobler  features  of  Parmenia  exhibit  a 
strength  of  character  finely  contrasted  with  the  more 
feminine  graces  of  the  royal  conqueror,  and  his  yel 
low  drapery  is  admirably  folded  and  coloured.  How 
exquisitely  finished,  too,  is  the  long  and  beautifully 
braided  flaxen  hair  of  the  Persian  Princesses  !  And 
what  a  host  of  figures  in  this  noble  picture,  most  of 
them  the  size  of  life,  as  in  the  l  Nuptials  of  Cana  1 ' 
Certainly,  this  painting  is  nearly  unrivalled  in  close 
fidelity  to  nature ;  and  in  the  truth  and  splendour 
of  its  colouring,  it  yields  only  to  that  triumphant 
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specimen  of  Venetian  art  in  the  Scuola  della  Carita, 
Titian's  *  Presentation  of  the  Virgin  in  the  Temple.' 
These  two  pictures  will  long  maintain  their  glorious 
supremacy,  and  will  probably  never  be  surpassed 
This  painter's  violation  of  costume  is,  in  fact,  only 
a  defect  in  the  eyes  of  antiquarians.  The  great 
mass  of  society  overlook  it,  and  care  only  for  what 
gratifies  the  eye  and  the  imagination.  Neverthe 
less  I  would  recommend  to  artists  generally  the 
avoidance  of  subjects  borrowed  from  ancient  history . 
It  is  far  easier  to  excel  in  the  folds  and  colourings 
of  modern  drapery,  than  to  delineate  the  light  garb 
and  native  elegance  of  Grecian  forms.  Nor  could 
any  painters,  but  those  who  lived  in  the  times  of 
Pericles  and  Aspasia,  do  justice  to  those  most  clas 
sical  and  graceful  of  all  subjects.  Oh !  how  I  burn 
with  impatient  ardour  to  behold  the  storied  isles  and 
continent  of  Greece  !  Their  ancient  splendour  is  no 
more,  but  their  pure  and  temperate  clime  still  de 
velops  the  noblest  specimens  of  the  human  race." 

"  Had  our  acquaintance  commenced  some  years 
sooner,"  said  I,  interrupting  him,  "  I  could  have 
gratified  your  wish.  I  accompanied  my  father,  who 
went  to  Greece  on  a  mission  from  the  republic,  and 
I  remained  three  years  on  the  classic  soil  of  Homel 
and  Sophocles.  I  was  too  young  to  make  the  most 
of  my  opportunities,  but  I  succeeded  in  my  attempts 
to  master  the  modern  language,  and  at  the  same  time 
greatly  improved  my  knowledge  of  ancient  Greek." 
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At  these  words  my  companion  started  impetu 
ously  from  his  chair,  and  strained  me  in  a  vehement 
embrace. 

"  Oh!  rare  and  fortunate  incident!"  he  exclaimed; 
"  you  are  the  companion  I  have  so  long  and  vainly 
sought.  A  man  so  distinguished  by  nobility  of 
mind  and  person,  and  yet  so  young,  it  has  never 
been  my  good  fortune  to  meet  with.  You  will,  you 
must  be,  the  chosen  friend  of  my  soul ! " 

I  could  not  but  suspect  that  some  mystery  was 
involved  in  this  abrupt  and  somewhat  premature 
tender  of  his  friendship  ;  but  I  returned  his  embrace 
with  grateful  ardour.  It  was  impossible  to  resist 
the  contagion  of  his  impassioned  and  headlong  feel 
ings.  I  trembled  with  emotion,  and  vainly  endea 
voured  to  express  in  connected  language  how  greatly 
I  valued  his  good  opinion.  It  was  midnight  when 
he  left  me,  promising  a  long  and  early  visit  on  the 
succeeding  day. 

I  retired  to  bed  in  a  state  of  excitement  which 
banished  sleep.  To  subdue  the  vivid  impression 
made  upon  me  by  the  events  of  the  day  and  even 
ing  was  impossible.  I  had,  perhaps  too  unwarily, 
given  a  pledge  of  fervent  and  enduring  friendship 
to  a  man  whose  name  and  connections  were  a  mys 
tery,  and  of  whose  character  and  previous  life  my 
ignorance  was  absolute  :  but  the  singular  charm  of 
his  language  and  deportment  was  even  enhanced 
by  the  obscurity  which  enveloped  him,  and  I  yielded 
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unresistingly  to  the  spell  in  which  he  had  bound 
me. 

I  had  never  yet  beheld  the  man  whose  tastes  and 
pursuits  assimilated  so  entirely  with  my  own.  He 
was,  however,  incomparably  my  superior  in  natural 
and  acquired  advantages.  He  possessed  more 
variety,  more  fulness  and  accuracy  of  knowledge, 
and  he  displayed  a  vigour  and  opulence  of  language 
which  often  rose  with  the  occasion  into  the  lofty 
and  impassioned  eloquence  of  poetry.  His  soul 
was  more  expansive  and  liberal  than  mine,  but  at 
the  same  time  more  uncontrolled,  rash,  and  intem 
perate.  He  had  doubtless  those  defects,  which,  in 
Italy,  often  accompany  an  ardent  and  impetuous 
character ;  and,  under  strong  provocation,  he  would 
not  hesitate  probably  to  inflict  an  unsparing  and 
formidable  revenge :  but  surely  a  generous  heart 
and  a  commanding  intellect  will  redeem  many  fail 
ings,  and  even  palliate  those  desperate  alternatives 
to  which  men  of  noble  nature  and  of  pure  intention 
are  sometimes  impelled  by  the  defects  of  our  social 
institutions. 

CHAPTER   II. 

AT  an  early  hour  on  the  following  morning  I 
heard  the  emphatic  tread  of  the  young  painter  in 
the  corridor.  In  a  moment  he  entered  my  apart 
ment,  and  his  appearance  renewed  in  some  degree 
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my  emotion.  "  Our  feelings  had  too  much  of  lyric 
riot  in  them  last  night,"  said  he,  smiling ;  "  such 
excitement  is  exhausting,  and  cannot  be  long  sus 
tained  without  approximation  to  fever.  I  shall 
never  learn  moderation  in  my  attachments,  but  I 
am  resolved  to  lower  the  expression  of  them  to  a 
more  temperate  standard;  and  with  this  object  I 
will,  if  agreeable  to  you,  endeavour  to  create  occu 
pation  for  our  intellects  as  well  as  our  feelings." 

He  then  inquired  if  I  had  practised  drawing,  and 
to  what  extent.  I  told  him  that  I  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  sketching  the  fine  lake  and  mountain 
scenery  of  Lombardy ;  but  that  my  ambition  was 
to  draw  the  human  figure  from  living  models, 
which  I  regarded  as  the  only  avenue  by  which  any 
degree  of  excellence  could  be  attained. 

"  If  you  will  accept  of  my  assistance,"  he  replied, 
"we  can  immediately  commence  a  course  of  ele 
mentary  studies  of  the  human  figure;  after  which," 
added  he  sportively,  "you  may  employ  me  as  a 
model.  In  return  for  my  instructions  in  painting, 
you  must  promote  my  ardent  wish  to  attain  a  com 
petent  knowledge  of  modern  Greek.  I  have  a 
sacred  duty  to  perform  in  one  of  the  Greek  islands, 
and  shall  proceed  there  in  the  ensuing  autumn." 

"We  cannot  effectually  realise  your  suggestion," 
I  rejoined,  "  unless  we  abandon  for  a  while  the  riot 
and  revelry  of  Venice.  My  father  is  at  present  in 
Dalmatia,  and  I  am  pledged  to  pass  the  summer 
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in  the  country  with  my  excellent  and  respected 
mother,  who  is  preparing  for  departure,  and  will 
probably  quit  Venice  at  the  close  of  the  present 
week.  The  villa  we  inhabit  during  the  summer 
heats  is  in  the  most  charming  district  of  Lombardy, 
and  near  the  spot  where  the  rapid  Mincio  receives 
the  pure  waters  of  the  lake  of  Garda.  You  must 
accompany  me  to  this  earthly  paradise,  where  we 
can  enjoy  the  cool  breezes  from  the  lake  and  moun 
tains,  and  explore  the  bright  scenery  of  its  classic 
shores  and  the  peninsula  of  Sirmio,  sung  in  glow 
ing  verse  by  Catullus.  There  we  can  repose  under 
the  dark  umbrage  of  orange  and  myrtle  groves, 
drink  deep  of  the  beauties  of  Pindar,  arid  bind  our 
temples  with  wreaths  of  laurel.  But  I  have  not 
yet  introduced  you  to  my  mother.  She  is  aware 
that  a  stranger  saved  me  from  a  watery  death  in 
the  harbour,  and  will  welcome  gratefully  the  pre 
server  of  her  only  son.  She  has  a  fine  taste  for 
pictures,  and  is  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  beautiful 
Madonnas.  If  you  will  paint  one  for  her  private 
chapel,  and  subdue  in  some  measure  the  impetuous 
ardour  of  your  deportment  in  her  presence,  she 
will  receive  and  cherish  you  as  a  son." 

While  thus  addressing  him,  I  perceived  a  sudden 
contraction  of  his  fine  features,  indicative  of  strong 
internal  emotion,  the  mystery  of  which  was  not 
developed  for  a  considerable  period  after  this  con 
versation.  At  length  he  approached  me,  and,  with 
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a  look  of  intense  interest,  inquired  how  near  my 
father's  villa  was  to  Peschiera  on  the  lake  of  Garda. 
"Within  a  league  of  it,"  I  replied.  Agai»  he 
paced  the  apartment  in  silent  abstraction,  when 
suddenly  his  eagle-eye  was  lighted  up  with  more 
than  its  wonted  fire,  and  he  exclaimed  with  anima 
tion,  "  Agreed  1  I  will  accompany  you  to  Lombardy, 
and  should  I  prove  acceptable  to  your  mother  as  a 
guest,  I  will  paint  a  Madonna  for  her  chapel.  On 
my  discretion,  and  my  respect  for  her  habits  and 
feelings,  you  may  rely." 

On  the  succeeding  day  I  introduced  him  to  my 
mother.  The  elegant  freedom  of  his  address,  and 
the  spirit  and  originality  of  his  conversation,  made 
an  immediate  and  favourable  impression  upon  my 
beloved  parent ;  and  she  afterwards  acknowledged 
to  me  that,  independently  of  his  noble  exterior,  and 
his  powerful  claim  upon  her  gratitude,  she  had 
never  been  so  strongly  prepossessed.  It  was  on 
this  occasion  that  he  named  himself  Colonna.  Since 
his  refusal  to  reveal  his  name  on  the  first  day  of  our 
acquaintance,  I  had  never  repeated  the  inquiry. 
Subsequently,  however,  I  discovered  that  this  ap 
pellation  had  been  assumed  under  circumstances  of 
a  disastrous  and  compulsory  nature.  After  his  in 
terview  with  my  mother,  I  accompanied  him  to  his 
abode,  where  I  was  gratified  with  a  view  of  the 
paintings  and  sketches  which  he  had  executed  in 
Venice.  His  figures  were  fresh  and  masterly  ;  his 


30  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

colouring  had  all  the  brilliant  glow  of  the  Venetian 
painters  ;  while  his  bold  and  beautiful  designs  be 
trayed,  as  I  had  anticipated,  the  accurate  drawing 
of  the  Tuscan  school.  His  studies  were  from  the 
antique,  and  from  Italian  life  :  naked  figures,  or 
with  little  drapery ;  female  heads  abounding  with 
expression  and  loveliness ;  arms  and  legs,  backs  and 
busts  ;  naked  boys,  bathing,  running,  and  wrestling. 
He  intimated  that  he  had  never  yet  painted  for 
emolument,  nor  for  the  gratification  of  others  ;  and 
added,  carelessly,  "  what  farther  concerns  me  shall 
be  revealed  to  you  in  our  hours  of  leisure  by  the 
lake  of  Garda." 

On  the  appointed  morning  we  quitted  Venice. 
Our  bark  issued  from  the  grand  canal  at  an  early 
hour,  glided  silently  over  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
laguna,  and  approached  the  entrance  of  the  Brenta. 
The  sun  was  rising  in  veiled  and  purple  majesty 
through  the  soft  mists  of  a  summer  morning,  and 
the  towers  and  churches  of  Venice  appeared  floating 
in  thin  vapour.  Colonna  ascended  the  deck,  and, 
folding  his  arms,  gazed  with  evident  emotion  on  the 
"  City  of  Palaces,"  until  it  disappeared  behind  a 
bank  of  fog.  His  chest  heaved  with  some  powerful 
sympathy,  and,  for  a  moment,  tears  suffused  his 
eyes  and  veiled  their  brightness.  His  manner 
implied,  I  thought,  some  painful  recollections,  or  a 
presentiment  that  he  should  never  behold  Venice 
again.  To  me  our  departure  was  a  source  of  relief 
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and  enjoyment.  In  the  winter  season  Venice  is  a 
cheerful  and  desirable  abode,  because  the  popula 
tion  is  dense,  and  the  local  peculiarities  contribute 
greatly  to  promote  public  and  private  festivity : 
but,  during  the  heats  of  summer  and  the  exhalations 
of  autumn,  no  place  is  more  offensive  and  pesti 
lential. 

At  Padua  we  separated  from  my  mother,  who 
proceeded  with  her  domestics  by  the  direct  road  to 
Peschiera,  while  Colonna  and  I  made  a  deviation  to 
Vicenza,  whither  we  journeyed  on  foot ;  a  mode  of 
travelling  the  most  favourable  to  colloquial  enjoy 
ment,  and  to  an  accurate  and  comprehensive  view 
of  the  country.  We  found  the  numerous  edifices  of 
Palladio  in  Vicenza  and  its  vicinity  in  many  re 
spects  unworthy  of  that  noble  architect ;  many  of 
them  are  indeed  remodelled  fronts  of  old  houses,  in 
which  the  pure  taste  of  the  artist  was  warped  by 
the  want  of  capability  in  the  original  elevations. 
The  palaces  built  after  his  designs  are  deficient  in 
extent  and  variety,  and  may  be  termed  experi 
mental  models,  rather  than  effective  illustrations 
of  his  chaste  and  classical  conceptions.  In  his 
triumphal  arch  at  the  entrance  of  the  Campo  Marzo 
we  found  much  to  admire,  and  not  less  in  his  beau 
tiful  bridge  which  spans  the  Bacchiglione.  How 
bold,  and  light,  and  elegant  the  arch,  like  the 
daring  leap  of  a  youthful  amazon !  And  how 
cheerful  the  open  balustrade,  through  which  the 
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clear  and  sparkling  waters  are  seen  rolling  their 
rapid  course  to  the  adjacent  city ! 

It  is  in  Venice  that  the  fine  genius  of  Palladio 
develops  all  its  supremacy.  The  Cornaro  palace 
on  the  grand  canal,  and  the  unfinished  convent 
of  La  Carita,  are  splendid  efforts  of  pure  taste  in 
design  and  decoration ;  and  as  perfect  in  execution 
and  finish  as  if  cast  in  a  mould.  His  churches  too, 
especially  that  glorious  edifice,  Al  Eedentore — how 
simple  in  design,  and  yet  how  beautifully  effective 
and  harmonious  in  proportion  and  outline  ! 

We  proceeded  on  the  following  morning  to  Yerona, 
which  excited  a  stronger  interest  than  Vicenza  by 
its  classical  associations  and  striking  position  on 
the  river  Adige,  a  lively  daughter  of  the  Alps. 
Rushing  from  her  mountain  bed,  she  urges  her  rapid 
and  devious  course  through  the  city,  dividing  it  into 
two  portions,  connected  by  the  bridge  of  Scaliger. 
This  fine  edifice  rises  on  bold  arches,  wider,  and 
more  heroic,  and  more  scientific,  than  that  of  the 
Rialto,  the  wonder  of  Venice,  which  is  indeed  no 
bridge,  but  a  huge  and  inconvenient  staircase. 

Pursuing  as  we  journeyed  onward  the  subject  of 
architecture,  I  commented  on  the  insignificant  ap 
pearance  of  the  temples  of  Pantheism,  when  com 
pared  with  the  majestic  cathedrals  for  which  the 
Christian  world  is  indebted  to  the  barbarians  of  the 
middle  ages. 

"  The  Greeks  and  Romans,"  observed  Colonna, 
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"  erected  a  temple  to  each  individual  of  their  numer 
ous  deities.  These  buildings  were  consequently  of 
limited  extent,  and  their  columns  of  corresponding 
proportions.  The  citizens  sacrificed  singly  to  the 
gods,  or  attended  public  festivals,  comprehending 
large  masses  of  the  people  ;  in  which  event  the 
officiating  priest  or  priestess  entered  the  temple, 
and  the  assembled  votaries  were  grouped  without. 
In  our  churches,  on  the  contrary,  the  population  of 
a  city  is  often  congregated  for  hours ;  and  how 
magnificently  adapted  for  this  object  is  the  vast 
and  solemn  interior  of  a  Gothic  cathedral,  in  which 
the  voice  of  the  priest  reverberates  like  thunder, 
and  the  chorus  of  the  people  rises  like  a  mountain- 
gust,  praising  the  great  Father  of  all,  and  rousing 
the  affrighted  conscience  of  the  infidel ;  while  the 
mighty  organ,  the  tyrant  of  music,  rages  like  a 
hurricane,  and  rolls  his  deep  floods  of  sound  in  sub 
lime  accompaniment !  How  grand  were  the  con 
ceptions  of  the  rational  barbarians,  to  whom  Europe 
is  indebted  for  these  vast  and  noble  structures  ! 
And  how  immeasurably  they  surpass,  for  all  medi 
tative  and  devotional  objects,  the  modern  applica 
tion  of  Greek  and  Roman  temples,  on  an  enlarged 
scale,  to  the  purposes  of  Christian  worship  !  Had 
any  necessity  existed  to  borrow  designs  from  these 
sources,  we  should  rather  have  modelled  our  churches 
from  their  theatres,  the  plan  of  which  is  admirably 
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fitted  for  oratorical  purposes,  and  for  the  accommo 
dation  of  numbers." 

We  accomplished  the  last  portion  of  our  journey 
during  a  night  of  superlative  beauty.  A  brilliant 
and  nearly  full  moon  glided  with  us  through  long 
avenues  of  lofty  elms,  linked  together  by  the  clus 
tering  tendrils  of  vines,  festooned  from  tree  to  tree, 
and  at  this  season  prodigal  of  foliage.  The  corus 
cations  of  distant  lightning  shot  through  the  clear 
darkness  of  Italian  night ;  the  moon  and  evening 
star,  and  Sirius  and  Orion,  soared  above  us  in  pure 
ether,  and  seemed  to  approach  our  sphere  like 
guardian  spirits.  The  cool  breezes  which  usher  in 
the  dawn  now  began  to  whisper  through  the  foliage  ; 
a  light  vapour  arose  in  the  east;  and  the  soft 
radiance  of  the  first  sunbeams  faintly  illumined  the 
horizon  as  we  arrived  at  our  destination.  Here  the 
romantic  lake  of  Garda  lay  expanded  before  us  ;  its 
broad  surface  ruffled  by  the  mountain  breeze,  and 
gleaming  like  silver  in  the  moonlight.  The  waves 
were  heaving  in  broken  and  foaming  masses,  and 
reverberated  along  the  rocky  shores,  finely  illus 
trating  the  accuracy  of  Virgil's  descriptive  line  : 

"Fluctibus  et  fremitu  assurgens  marine." 

I  retired  immediately  to  rest,  not  having  slept 
for  the  preceding  twenty-four  hours  ;  while  Colonna 
preferred  a  morning  walk,  and  wandered  out  to 
view  the  environs.  In  the  course  of  the  day  we 
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completed  our  domestic  arrangements.  My  friend 
occupied  a  saloon  on  the  north  side  of  the  villa, 
which  commanded  an  extensive  prospect,  a  light 
favourable  for  painting,  and  private  egress  into  the 
open  country ;  an  accommodation  which  he  requested, 
that  his  rambling  and  irregular  habits  might  occa 
sion  no  inconvenience  to  the  other  inmates  of  the 
mansion. 

After  a  few  days  had  been  devoted  to  excursions 
upon  and  around  the  lake,  and  over  the  picturesque 
hills  as  far  as  Brescia,  we  commenced  a  more  use 
ful  and  methodical  distribution  of  our  time.  Colonna 
began  and  completed  the  sketch  of  a  Madonna  for 
my  mother,  that  he  might  work  upon  it  at  his 
leisure  ;  and  we  read  together  the  Greek  poets  and 
historians :  nor  did  I  forget  to  avail  myself  of  my 
friend's  proffered  assistance  to  improve  my  know 
ledge  of  drawing  and  design.  Under  his  masterly 
guidance  I  persevered  in  drawing  geometrical 
figures  until  I  could  trace*  them  with  quickness, 
freedom,  and  accuracy.  He  then  annoyed  me  for 
a  brief  interval  with  skeletons  and  anatomical  sub 
jects,  directing  my  attention  to  the  articulation  of 
the  joints  and  the  insertion  of  the  muscles  ;  after 
which  I  proceeded  to  copy  his  fine  studies  of  human 
limbs,  both  round  and  muscular,  and  in  the  various 
attitudes  of  action  and  repose.  Finally,  I  began  to 
sketch  from  living  models,  and  was  pursuing  my 
object  with  ardour  and  success,  when  a  tragical 
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event  severed  me  for  a  considerable  period  from  my 
beloved  tutor  and  friend. 

It  had  been  arranged  between  us  that  each  should, 
in  his  habits,  be  perfectly  uncontrolled,  and  inde 
pendent  of  the  other.  Our  excursions  were  alter 
nately  separate,  and  in  company,  and  Colonna  was 
often  absent  from  the  villa  for  one  or  more  days  and 
nights,  without  exciting  observation  or  surprise. 

He  delighted  in  ranging  over  the  green  pastures 
of  Lombardy,  hedged  in  by  lofty  trees,  festooned 
with  vines,  and  irrigated  by  transparent  streams 
innumerable.  The  young  Tuscan  had  never  before 
seen  nature  in  a  garb  so  lovely  and  inviting ;  he 
wandered  through  the  picturesque  villages  which 
margin  or  overhang  the  lake  of  Garda,  sojourned 
with  the  peasantry,  and  sketched  their  figures  and 
costume.  From  these  rambles  he  would  often  re 
turn  at  sunset  over  the  lake  in  a  small  bark,  crowned 
like  a  youthful  Bacchus  with  vine  leaves  and  ivy, 
and  singing  wild  Dithrrambics  to  his  guitar,  while 
the  surrounding  villagers,  by  whom  he  was  idolised, 
followed  him  in  their  boats  with  shouts  of  joy  and 
festivity. 

During  the  cool  nights  which,  in  this  hilly  region, 
temper  the  sickly  heat  of  an  Italian  summer,  we 
often  wandered  along  the  breezy  shores  of  our  clas 
sic  Benacus,  or  sought  refreshment  in  its  dark  blue 
waters.  Colonna  was  an  adept  in  the  delightful 
exercise  of  swimming,  and  his  instructions  soon 
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imparted  to  me  requisite  skill  and  self-possession. 
We  plunged  from  the  marble  terraces  of  the  villa 
into  the  delicious  element,  cleaving  its  moonlit 
waves,  and  sporting  over  its  wide  surface  like  water- 
gods. 

The  Madonna  for  my  mother  was  finished  in 
August.  The  artist  had  selected  the  incident  of 
the  flight  into  Egypt,  and  the  mother  of  Jesus  was 
reposing  in  deep  shade,  under  the  giant  arms  and 
dense  foliage  of  a  maple  tree.  In  the  middle  dis 
tance,  a  few  ilex  and  cypress  trees  were  effectively 
and  naturally  distributed.  The  background  was 
mountain  scenery ;  and  from  a  lofty  cliff  a  river  was 
precipitated,  in  a  bold  and  picturesque  fall.  The 
waters  rebounded  from  the  gulf  below  in  silver 
spray,  and  flowed  through  a  verdant  level  into  a 
tranquil  and  beautiful  lake.  The  most  romantic 
features  of  the  wilderness  around  the  lake  of  Garda 
were  faithfully  and  beautifully  introduced  ;  and  the 
brilliant  rays  of  a  sun  approaching  the  horizon, 
threw  a  flood  of  gold  over  rock,  and  wood,  and 
water.  The  Madonna  was  a  young  and  lovely 
woman,  giving  nourishment  to  her  first-born  son, 
and  bending  over  her  pleasing  task  with  delighted 
attention.  The  head  of  the  Virgin  was  after  a 
sketch  from  life,  but  developed  and  elevated  in 
character,  and  invested  with  a  breathing  tenderness, 
a  hallowed  innocence  and  purity  of  expression, 
which  at  once  thrilled  and  saddened  the  beholder. 
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The  boy  was  a  model  of  infantine  beauty  ;  he  sup 
ported  himself  with  one  little  hand  on  his  mother's 
breast,  which  was  partially  veiled  with  red  drapery, 
and  he  had  raised  his  cherub  head  and  glossy  curls 
from  the  sweet  font  of  life,  to  look  with  bright  and 
earnest  gaze  upon  the  glowing  landscape.  The 
luxuriant  brown  hair  of  the  Madonna  was  confined 
in  a  net,  from  which  a  few  locks  had  strayed  over 
her  brow  and  cheek ;  and  her  blue  mantle  flowed 
with  modest  grace  over  her  fine  person,  revealing, 
through  its  light  and  well-distributed  folds,  the 
graceful  and  easy  position  of  the  limbs.  The  eyes 
of  both  were  radiantly  bright,  and  in  the  large, 
well-opened  orbs  of  the  infant  Saviour,  the  painter 
had  introduced  a  something  never  seen  in  life — a 
premature  and  pathetic  seriousness,  awfully  indi 
cative  of  his  high  and  hallowed  destiny.  Above 
the  stately  plane-tree  were  soaring  three  angels  of 
more  than  Grecian  beauty ;  and  their  features,  in 
which  a  sacred  innocence  of  look  was  blended  with 
feminine  grace  and  softness,  reminded  me  power 
fully  of  that  exquisite  design  in  Eaffaelle's  picto 
rial  Bible — the  "  three  angels  before  Abraham's 
threshold." 

In  the  middle-distance  the  ass  was  grazing,  and 
Joseph,  whose  features  the  artist  had  borrowed  from 
the  well- chiselled  head  of  an  old  peasant,  stood 
leaning  on  his  staff,  like  a  faithful  servant  who  has 
succeeded  in  rescuing  from  imminent  peril  the  trea- 
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sure  intrusted  to  him.  The  picture  was  upright 
and  on  a  large  scale ;  the  Madonna  and  Bambino 
were  painted  the  size  of  life,  and  the  rich  colouring 
of  the  heads  and  draperies  was  finely  relieved  by 
the  local  tints  and  highly  finished  bark  and  leafage 
of  the  plane-tree,  behind  which  the  immense  land 
scape  receded  in  wide  and  brilliant  perspective. 

My  mother  was  inexpressibly  delighted  with  this 
valuable  token  of  his  regard,  and  her  affection  for 
the  highly-gifted  painter  became  truly  maternal. 

About  this  period  I  remarked  a  mysterious  change 
in  the  looks  and  habits  of  Colonna.  His  prompt 
and  flowing  language  gave  place  to  a  moody  and 
oppressive  silence  ;  his  deportment  was  occasionally 
more  abrupt  and  impassioned ;  and  his  eloquent 
features  betrayed  some  hidden  source  of  grief  and 
perplexity.  The  increased  duration  and  frequency 
of  his  rambles  from  the  villa  excited  at  length  my 
attention  and  remonstrance.  In  justification,  he 
pleaded,  as  before,  that  he  was  a  man  of  itinerant 
habits,  and  too  mercurial  in  temperament  to  remain 
long  in  any  place.  This  explanation  had  now,  how 
ever,  ceased  to  be  satisfactory.  Our  intercourse 
was  obviously  less  cordial  and  incessant.  He  had 
of  late  rarely  sought  my  society  in  his  excursions, 
and  this  circumstance,  in  connection  with  his  altered 
look  and  manner,  made  me  suspect  some  change  in 
his  feelings  towards  me.  I  determined  to  solve  a 
mystery  so  painful  and  embarrassing,  and  succeeded 
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ere  long  in  obtaining  his  confession,  during  a  still 
and  beautiful  night,  a  large  portion  of  which  we 
passed  together  in  a  myrtle  arbour,  which  crowned 
a  cool  eminence  in  the  villa  gardens.  We  had 
passed  some  hours  in  this  delicious  solitude,  enjoy 
ing  the  pure  night-breeze,  and  admiring  the  soft 
and  silver  tints  diffused  by  an  Italian  moon  over 
the  lake  and  landscape.  Our  spirits  were  elevated 
by  wine,  and  song,  and  conversation;  and  our 
hearts  communed  together,  and  expanded  into  more 
than  usual  freedom  and  confidence.  I  described  to 
him  the  fair  objects  of  several  fleeting  attachments, 
and  acknowledged  that  my  experience  of  female 
excellence  had  never  yet  realised  the  expectations 
I  had  formed.  "  I  anticipated  from  you,  however," 
I  continued,  "  some  illustrations  of  that  wayward 
thing,  the  human  heart.  A  youth  so  ardent  in  feel 
ing,  and  so  adorned  by  nature  and  education,  must 
necessarily  have  had  no  limited  experience  of  the 
tender  passion ;  and  surely  some  of  the  beautiful 
heads  in  your  portfolio  have  been  sketched  from 
life,  and  con  amore." 

"I  do  not  willingly,"  he  replied,  "  enter  upon 
acknowledgments  of  this  nature.  They  tend  to 
excite  feelings  of  envy,  and  sometimes  expose  the 
warmest  friendship  to  a  severe  test.  We  have  now, 
however,  enjoyed  abundant  opportunity  to  study 
the  lights,  and  shades,  and  inmost  recesses  of  our 
respective  characters,  and  as  you  have  made  me 
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your  father-confessor,  I  sliall  no  longer  hesitate  to 
repose  in  you  a  responsive  and  unbounded  confi 
dence.  Know,  then,  that  I  love,  with  all  the 
enthusiasm  of  a  first  passion,  the  most  beautiful 
woman  of  her  time — that  she  is  the  only  daughter 
of  the  proudest  senator  in  Venice — that  she  is  no 
stranger  to  your  family,  and  now  resides  within  a 
league  of  us.  Her  name  is  Laura  Foscari ;  and  she 
is,  alas !  the  destined  and  unwilling  bride  of  the 
opulent  Ercole  Barozzo,  governor  of  Candia." 

At  this  unexpected  intelligence,  I  almost  started 
on  my  feet  with  astonishment.  My  consternation 
was  too  great  for  utterance,  and  I  listened  with 
breathless  and  eager  attention. 

"We  became  acquainted,"  he  continued,  "  by  a 
singular  accident.  I  had  long  admired  her  as  the 
most  lovely  woman  in  Venice.  Her  head  has  all 
the  beauty  of  a  fine  antique,  lighted  up  by  dark 
eyes  of  radiant  lustre,  and  heightened  by  a  smile  of 
magic  power  and  sweetness.  I  have  more  than 
once  sketched  her  unrivalled  features  when  she  was 
kneeling  at  church,  and  her  fine  eyes  were  upraised 
in  devotional  rapture.  In  public  places,  and  at 
mass,  I  had  frequently  seen  her,  and  our  eyes  had 
so  often  met,  that  she  could  not  but  learn  from  mine 
how  fervently  I  admired  her.  My  endeavours  to 
obtain  an  introduction  as  an  artist  to  her  father  and 
brothers  had  been  unsuccessful,  and  at  length  I  was 
indebted  to  a  fortunate  incident  for  an  opportunity 
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of  conversing  with  her  unobserved.  One  evening, 
near  the  close  of  the  last  Carnival,  I  saw  her  enter 
with  her  friends  the  place  of  St  Mark,  near  the  new 
church  of  San  Geminiano.  She  wore  only  a  half- 
mask,  and  her  graceful  mien  and  fine  person  could 
not  be  disguised.  My  mask  and  domino  were  simi 
lar  to  those  of  her  youngest  brother,  who  resembled 
me  also  somewhat  in  person.  The  imperfect  light 
and  the  confusion  of  the  assembled  crowd  separated 
her  from  her  party  ;  and  while  endeavouring  to  re 
join  then);  she  approached  me,  mistook  me  for  her 
brother,  put  her  arm  within  mine,  and  with  charm 
ing  vivacity,  whispered  in  my  ear  some  comments 
on  the  motley  groups  around  us.  You  will  readily 
conjecture  that  I  promptly  availed  myself  of  the 
brief  and  golden  opportunity.  I  glanced  rapidly 
around,  and  finding  that  we  were  unobserved,  I 
partially  raised  my  mask.  She  had  so  often  ob 
served  me  gazing  upon  her  with  undisguised  and 
rapturous  admiration,  that  she  recognised  me  at 
once,  and  tacitly  acknowledged  it  by  a  blush  which 
suffused  every  visible  feature  with  crimson.  In 
glowing  and  beautiful  confusion  she  attempted  to 
withdraw  her  arm,  but  I  retained  it  firmly,  and  in 
low  but  emphatic  tones,  I  told  her  that  I  had  long 
loved  her  with  sincerity  and  ardour ;  that  I  could 
fairly  boast  of  constancy  and  discretion,  of  educa 
tion  and  refinement ;  that  no  man  so  well  understood 
her  value,  or  would  encounter  and  endure  so  much 
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to  win  her  affections.  All  this  and  more  I  poured 
into  her  ear  with  rapid  and  glowing  diction,  and 
with  the  impassioned  gesture  which  is  natural  to 
me.  Timid  and  irresolute,  she  accompanied  me 
some  paces,  paused,  and  in  trembling  emotion  again 
attempted  to  withdraw  her  arm,  but  was  still  urged 
forward  by  my  impetuosity.  At  length,  by  a  sud 
den  effort,  she  escaped ;  but,  as  she  quitted,  whis 
pered  with  bewitching  hesitation  and  timidity — 
*  To-morrow  morning,  at  Santi  Giovanni  e  Paolo.' 
Soon  as  these  words  fell  on  my  delighted  ear,  I 
plunged  into  the  crowd  of  masks,  in  token  of  my 
discretion  and  prompt  obedience  to  her  will.  The 
emotion  excited  by  this  early  and  unexpected  proof 
of  sympathy  was  so  rapturous  and  overwhelming, 
that  I  abandoned  myself  to  all  the  extravagance  of 
sudden  bliss.  I  flew  on  wings  of  ecstasy  along  the 
streets,  bounded  over  the  stairs  of  the  Eialto,  and 
reached  my  abode  in  a  state  of  mind  bordering  on 
delirium.  During  that  interminable  but  delicious 
night  I  neither  sought  nor  wished  for  repose.  I 
felt  as  if  I  had  never  known  sleep — as  if  I  should 
never  sleep  again ;  and,  when  my  waking  dreams 
occasionally  yielded  to  brief  and  agitated  slumber, 
my  excited  feelings  called  up  a  flitting  train  of 
images  not  less  vivid  and  enchanting. 

"  Long  before  the  commencement  of  the  early 
mass,  I  had  reached  the  church  indicated  by  the 
beauteous  Laura.  I  was  the  first  to  enter  it,  and  I 
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waited  her  arrival  witli  an  impatience  which  no 
words  can  describe.  Never  had  the  celebration  of 
the  mass  appeared  to  me  so  wearisome  and  mono 
tonous  ;  and,  in  hopes  to  subdue  in  some  measure 
the  wild  agitation  which  chafed  me,  I  withdrew  the 
curtain  which  veiled  Titian's  divine  picture  of 
Pietro  Martire,  in  which  the  saint  lies  wounded  and 
dying  before  his  assassin.  The  companion  of  the 
prostrate  Pietro  is  endeavouring  to  escape  a  similar 
fate  ;  and  two  angels,  whose  features  are  not  Italian 
but  Greek,  are  soaring  amidst  the  foliage,  environed 
with  a  heavenly  lustre,  which  throws  its  bright 
effulgence  over  the  foreground  of  the  immense  land 
scape.  What  a  masterpiece  !  How  full  of  anima 
tion  and  contrast !  What  rich  and  lively  local  tints 
in  the  slender  and  graceful  stems  of  the  lofty  chest 
nuts,  which  are  painted  the  size  of  nature !  And 
how  naturally  the  glorious  landscape  fades  into  the 
blue  and  distant  mountains  !  The  half-naked  mur 
derer  has  all  the  ferocity  of  a  mountain  bandit,  in 
figure,  attitude,  and  menace  ;  while  the  wounded 
saint  exhibits  in  his  pale  and  collapsed  features  the 
dying  agony  of  a  good  man,  blended  with  a  con 
sciousness  that  he  has  achieved  the  rewarding 
glories  of  martyrdom. 

"  But  no  masterpiece  could  allay  the  glowing 
tumults  of  my  soul,  and  again  I  paced  the  church 
with  feverish  impatience.  At  length  the  peerless 
Laura  entered,  and,  alas,  poor  Titian !  the  charms 
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of  thy  creative  pencil  withered  as  she  approached — 
the  vivid  splendours  of  thy  colouring  faded  before 
the  paramount  beauties  of  nature  !  She  was  attired 
in  the  picturesque  garb  and  headdress  of  Venice  ; 
her  veil  was  raised;  and  her  fine  countenance,  radiant 
with  beauty  and  intelligence,  imparted  life,  dignity, 
and  lustre  to  every  surrounding  object. 

"  She  was  accompanied  by  her  mother,  and  after 
prostration  before  the  altar,  they  retired  to  their 
devotions  in  the  body  of  the  church.  I  stood  in  a 
position  which  enabled  me  to  observe  every  look 
and  gesture,  and  it  did  not  escape  me  that  Laura, 
while  kneeling,  cast  a  look  of  supplication  towards 
heaven,  and  sighed  deeply.  She  soon  became  con 
scious  of  my  presence  ;  and  rising,  she  took  a  chair, 
and  fixed  upon  me  a  look  so  deeply  penetrative,  so 
fraught  with  tender  meaning,  and  yet  so  timidly,  so 
truly  modest,  that  every  chord  of  feeling  in  my 
frame  was  thrilled  with  sudden  transport.  To  tin- 
interested  observers  her  deportment  was  tranquil, 
but  ere  long  I  could  discern  tokens  of  deep  and 
anxious  thought  clouding  her  lovely  face.  Her  lips 
quivered  as  if  in  sympathy  with  some  inward  feel 
ing  of  doubt  and  apprehension,  which  at  length 
subsided,  and  her  angelic  features  were  suddenly 
irradiated  with  a  tender  and  enchanting  smile.  She 
then  read  for  some  time  in  her  book,  and  marked  a 
place  in  it  with  a  card,  to  which,  by  an  expressive 
glance,  sho  directed  my  attention.  The  mass  was 
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concluded,  the  congregation  quitted  the  church, 
and  I  availed  myself  of  the  crowded  portal  to  ap 
proach  and  take  the  card,  which  she  conveyed  to 
me  unperceived.  I  hastened  from  the  spot,  and 
seized  the  first  opportunity  to  read  these  words — 
1  Two  hours  after  midnight,  at  the  postern  near  the 
canal.1  The  card  said  no  more  ;  but,  to  a  lover,  it 
spoke  volumes. 

"  These  magic  words,  and  the  enchantress  who 
had  penned  them,  absorbed  every  thought  and  feel 
ing  throughout  the  never-ending  day.  In  the 
evening,  I  passed  and  repassed  the  Foscari  palace, 
until  the  shape  and  position  of  every  door  and  win 
dow  were  engraven  on  my  memory.  I  provided 
myself  with  weapons,  ordered  my  gondolier  to  hold 
himself  in  readiness,  and  at  midnight  I  proceeded 
to  the  Piazza  near  Maria  Formosa.  Enveloped  in 
my  mantle,  I  traversed  the  pavement  with  feverish 
impetuosity  for  two  hours,  which  appeared  like 
ages.  The  course  of  nature  seemed  to  stagnate, 
and  the  constellations  to  pause  in  their  career,  as  if 
in  mockery  of  my  feelings.  I  walked  with  increased 
rapidity,  and  even  vaulted  into  the  air  with  childish 
eagerness  as  if  to  grasp  the  heavenly  bodies,  and 
accelerate  their  lingering  progress.  At  length  the 
last  quarter  struck.  I  hastened  through  the  silent 
and  deserted  streets,  arid  strode  over  the  bridges 
with  a  bound  as  vehement  as  if  I  would  have  spurn 
ed  them  from  under  me.  I  soon  arrived  at  the  ap- 
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pointed  postern,  and  waited,  all  eye  and  ear,  in  a 
contiguous  angle  of  the  wall.  Ere  long  the  door 
was  gently  opened,  and  I  heard  the  music  of  an 
angel's  voice,  bidding  me  enter  with  noiseless  steps, 
and  beware  of  rousing  her  brothers,  whose  violence 
would  endanger  my  life.  In  obedient  silence  I 
followed  her  up  a  dark  staircase  into  a  saloon  adjoin 
ing  the  grand  canal,  and  dimly  lighted  by  a  single 
lamp.  The  enchanting  Laura  was  attired  in  a  white 
robe  of  elegant  simplicity,  well  fitted  to  display  the 
perfect  symmetry  and  luxuriant  fulness  of  her  in 
comparable  shape.  Her  head  was  uncovered,  and 
her  waving  tresses  floated  in  rich  profusion  over  her 
shoulders  and  bosom.  Thus  unadorned,  her  beauty 
was  so  dazzling  and  celestial,  that  I  could  have 
knelt  and  worshipped  her  as  the  Aphrodite  of  the 
Adriatic  Paphos.  I  gazed  upon  her  until  I  became 
giddy  with  admiration  and  rapture.  Yielding  to  an 
irresistible  impulse,  I  lost  all  discretion — folded  the 
lovely  creature  in  my  embrace — and  impressed  a 
fervent  kiss  upon  her  coral  lips. 

"  4  Unhand  me,  daring  youth  ! '  she  exclaimed, 
her  fine  features  flashing  with  indignant  eloquence 
as  she  repulsed  me.  l  Kemember  that  I  am  Foscari's 
daughter,  and  do  me  the  justice  to  believe,  that  I 
have  not  unadvisedly  received  you  at  an  hour  so 
unseemly.  I  was  impelled  to  this  step  not  only  by 
the  regard  due  to  your  personal  safety,  but  by  my 
implicit  confidence  in  the  honour  of  a  cavalier. 
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Think  not,  rash  youth  1  that  a  Foscari  would  con 
descend,  like  Bianca  Capello,  to  an  obscure  stranger. 
I  know  that  you  are  not  what  you  would  seem.  I 
know  that  '  Colonna  the  painter '  is  but  the  outward 
shell  which  hides  the  pearl  and  pride  of  the  Floren 
tine  nobility.  I  have  a  friend  in  Venice  who  is  in 
confidential  intercourse  by  letter  with  your  aunt 
Veronica,  and  from  her  I  heard  in  secresy  that  the 
study  of  painting  was  not  your  primary  object  in 
Venice,  but  assumed  only  to  mask  some  more  im 
portant  purpose.' 

"  Mortified  by  the  indiscretion  of  my  aunt,  and 
sensible  of  the  fatal  consequences  it  might  involve, 
I  soon  recovered  some  degree  of  self-control,  and 
apologised  to  the  still  offended  Laura  for  the  incon 
siderate  freedom  in  which  I  had  indulged.  I  then 
disclosed  to  her  some  particulars  of  my  previous 
history,  and  expressed,  in  ardent  and  grateful  terms 
my  sense  of  the  nattering  distinction  conferred  upon 
me  by  the  loveliest  woman  in  Venice. 

"  '  Ah,  Montalto  I '  she  replied,  with  glowing 
cheeks,  and  a  look  of  enchanting  tenderness,  *  you 
know  not  the  dreadful  risk  to  which  my  wish  to 
become  better  acquainted  with  your  merits  exposes 
me.  I  am  watched  with  jealous  and  unceasing 
vigilance  by  an  ambitious  father,  whose  sole  object 
is  the  aggrandisement  of  his  sons ;  and  to  the  ac 
complishment  of  this  purpose  he  will  not  hesitate  to 
sacrifice  an  only  and  affectionate  daughter.  Destined 
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to  become  the  unwilling  bride  of  heartless  opulence, 
or  to  the  living  sepulture  of  a  convent,  and  formed, 
by  an  affectionate  mother,  for  every  social  and 
domestic  relation,  there  have  been  moments  when  I 
wished  it  had  pleased  Heaven  to  cast  my  lot  in  free 
and  humble  mediocrity.  My  affections  were  then 
unappropriated ' 

"She  paused  in  blushing  and  beautiful  embar 
rassment,  but  soon  resumed : — '  It  would  be  affecta 
tion  to  deny  that  they  are  no  longer  so.  I  must 
have  been  more  than  woman  to  have  remarked, 
without  some  responsive  feeling,  the  obvious  re 
gard '  Here  she  paused  anew,  the  rose  of  sweet 

confusion  dyed  her  cheek  more  deeply  than  before, 
and  after  a  momentary  struggle,  she  continued,  with 
averted  looks  :  '  The  heroic  cast  and  expression  of 
your  features,  and  the  unembarrassed  ease  and  ele 
gance  of  your  deportment,  bore  the  genuine  stamp 
of  nobility  by  descent  and  education.  The  instinc 
tive  discrimination  peculiar  to  woman  is  often  more 
accurate  in  its  conclusions  than  the  boasted  expe 
rience  of  man.  Appearances  taught  me  to  suspect, 
that  your  homely  garb  and  professional  pursuit  were 
a  delusion ;  and  I  heard  with  more  pleasure  than 
surprise  that  my  conjecture  was  well-founded.' 

"  Such,  my  Angel o !  was  the  ingenuous  and 
flattering  avowal  of  the  transcendent  Laura  Foscari, 
the  pride  of  Venice,  and  paragon  of  her  sex.  No 
words  can  portray  the  boundless  gratitude  and 
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affection  with  which  she  inspired  me ;  nor  will  I 
attempt  to  describe  the  enchanting  grace  and  varied 
intelligence  of  her  conversation  during  the  brief  and 
delightful  hour  I  remained  with  her.  Too  soon  the 
breezes  which  announce  the  dawn  shook  the  win 
dows  of  the  saloon  ;  a  luminous  streak  bordered  the 
eastern  sky ;  and  Laura,  starting  suddenly  from  her 
chair,  bade  me  begone. 

"  Thus  terminated  my  first  interview  with  this 
high-minded  and  incomparable  woman.  To-morrow, 
should  no  obstacle  intervene,  I  will  resume  my  nar 
rative,  and,  at  the  same  time,  impart  to  you  some 
particulars  of  my  family  and  early  life." 

We  then  returned  to  the  villa,  and  separated  for 
the  night. 


CHAPTER    III. 

IP  the  opening  of  Colonna's  confession  had  ex 
cited  su  prise  and  emotion,  the  incidents  detailed  in 
his  interesting  narrative  were  a  fertile  source  of 
anxiety  and  dismay.  The  veil  of  mystery  was  in 
deed  raised,  but  the  scene  disclosed  was  haunted  by 
menacing  appearances  ;  and  I  looked  forward  to  the 
future  with  indescribable  solicitude.  The  vehe 
mence  of  Colonna's  passions  was  alarming,  and  his 
impetuosity  would  too  probably  betray  him  into  for 
midable  peril.  After  mature  consideration,  however, 
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I  determined  to  rest  my  hopes  of  a  happy  termina 
tion  to  these  difficulties  upon  his  clear  intellect,  and 
his  noble  and  generous  heart.  I  mentally  renewed 
my  vow  of  everlasting  friendship,  and  pledged  my 
self  to  assist  and  defend  him  to  the  uttermost,  under 
all  circumstances  of  difficulty  and  peril. 

On  the  following  day  we  were  surprised  by  an  un 
welcome  visit  from  the  brothers  and  destined  hus 
band  of  Laura.  She  had  previously  accompanied 
her  mother  more  than  once  in  a  morning  visit  to  our 
villa ;  but  I  had  never  surmised  sympathy,  nor  even 
acquaintance,  between  her  and  Colonna,  so  skilfully 
did  they  preserve  appearances.  When  he  spoke  of 
her,  it  was  invariably  in  the  language  of  an  artist. 
He  admired  the  rare  and  absolute  symmetry  of  her 
face  and  form,  in  which  she  surpassed  every  woman 
he  had  seen.  He  even  remarked,  with  well-assumed 
professional  enthusiasm,  how  much  it  was  to  be  re 
gretted  that  her  rank  and  education  precluded  the 
possibility  of  her  benefiting  the  arts  as  a  model. 
He  deemed  the  proportions  of  her  figure  as  admir 
able  as  those  of  the  Grecian  Venus  at  Florence ; 
and  her  head,  arms,  and  hands  as  greatly  superior. 
On  farther  retrospection,  I  recollected  to  have  ob 
served  a  richer  glow  on  the  cheek  of  Laura,  when 
ever  the  lute  of  Colonna  vibrated  from  the  villa- 
gardens  ;  or,  when  his  thrilling  and  seductive  voice 
sang  some  tender  aria  to  the  guitar. 

The  younger  Foscari  was  fascinated  by  the  ap- 
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pearance  and  conversation  of  Colonna,  and  expressed 
a  wish  to  see  his  paintings.  The  party  proceeded 
to  his  saloon,  and  readily  acknowledged  his  fine 
taste,  and  evident  promise  of  high  excellence.  Bar- 
ozzo  alone,  a  man  of  large  stature,  of  haughty  de 
portment,  and  of  a  repulsive  and  sinister  aspect, 
assumed  the  critic ;  and  betrayed,  by  his  uncouth 
remarks,  an  utter  ignorance  of  fine  art.  Colonna, 
however,  with  admirable  self-possession,  preserved 
the  unassuming  deportment  of  a  young  artist,  am 
bitious  of  patronage  ;  spoke  of  the  extreme  difficulty 
of  attaining  excellence  in  his  profession,  and  gravely 
complimented  Barozzo  upon  the  accuracy  of  his 
judgment.  The  haughty  senator  was  gratified  and 
won  by  an  admission  so  flattering  to  his  pride  ;  and 
condescended  to  request  that  Colonna  would  paint 
the  portraits  of  his  bride  and  himself.  The  young 
painter  bit  his  lip  as  he  bowed  his  acknowledg 
ments  ;  but  expressed  his  high  sense  of  the  honour 
conferred,  and  his  conviction  that  the  portraits,  if 
successful,  would  powerfully  recommend  him  to  the 
nobles  of  Venice,  and  prove  a  certain  avenue  to  fame 
and  fortune.  It  was  agreed  that,  on  an  early  day, 
Colonna  should  proceed  with  the  requisite  materials 
to  the  villa  Foscari,  and  commence  the  portrait  of 
Laura ;  after  which,  the  cavaliers  mounted  their 
horses,  and  returned  home. 

To  prevent  a  similar  interruption  on  the  suc 
ceeding  day  from  any  other  quarter,  T  agreed  with 
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Colonna  to  rise  with  the  sun,  and  proceed  over  the 
lake  into  the  mountains,  with  provisions  for  the  day. 
We  met  at  early  dawn  ;  and  the  birds  were  carol 
ing  their  morning  hymn,  as,  with  expanded  sail,  our 
bark  bounded  lightly  across  the  lake.  Ere  long  we 
saw  the  god  of  day  peeping  with  golden  brow  above 
the  ridge  of  Monte  Baldo ;  then,  majestically  ad 
vancing  over  the  mountains  near  Verona,  he  poured 
a  flood  of  bright  and  glowing  beauty  over  the  im 
mense  landscape.  The  water  was  partially  con 
cealed  by  the  vapours  of  morning,  and  mists  of  purple 
hue  floated  like  regal  canopies  above  the  cliffs,  while 
a  light  breeze,  rippling  the  centre  of  the  lake,  dis 
persed  its  tranquil  slumber,  and  roused  it  into  life 
and  beauty.  The  peninsula  of  Sirmio  lay  basking 
in  sunny  radiance  before  us;  and  the  mountains 
beyond  displayed  the  grandeur  of  their  immeasur 
able  outline,  varied  by  prominent  and  rugged 
masses,  which  were  piled  up  in  chaos  like  Ossa  on 
Pelion.  The  eastern  sky  was  robed  in  vapours  of 
rosy  tint;  light  clouds  of  pearly  lustre  floated  in 
tranquil  beauty  through  the  heavens  ;  and  the  Al 
pine  eagles  were  careering  in  joyous  and  sweeping 
circles  amid  the  pure  ether. 

Certainly  the  lake  of  Garda  displays  a  rare  combi 
nation  of  the  beautiful  and  sublime.  The  shores 
abound  in  the  wild  and  majestic,  in  variety  and 
beauty  of  local  tints,  and  picturesque  vicissitudes 
of  light  and  shade  ;  while  the  olive-crowned  Sirmio, 
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like  the  island-realm  of  a  Calypso,  reposes  in  regal 
pride  upon  the  waters,  and  seems  to  hold  in  vassalage 
the  opposite  shores  and  amphitheatre  of  mountains. 
There  have  been  some  days  in  my  existence 
which  will  ever  be  dear  to  my  memory,  and  this 
was  one  of  them.  It  was  a  cool  and  delicious  morn 
ing  in  the  beginning  of  October ;  my  senses  were 
refreshed  with  sleep  ;  I  was  awake  to  the  calm  and 
holy  influences  of  nature;  and  I  anticipated  the 
promised  narrative  of  Colonna's  early  life  with  a 
lively  interest,  which  imparted  new  zest  to  every 
feeling,  and  new  beauty  to  the  glowing  landscape. 
It  was  still  early  when  we  landed  under  the  cliff, 
and  availed  ourselves  of  the  dewy  freshness  of  the 
morning  to  ascend  a  rugged  path,  which  conducted 
us  to  a  sequestered  grove  of  beech  and  chestnut. 
From  a  crevice  in  the  base  of  a  rock,  feathered  with 
flowering  creepers,  issued  a  limpid  spring,  which, 
after  dispensing  coolness  and  verdure  to  the  grove, 
rolled  onward  with  mild  and  soothing  murmurs  to 
the  lower  levels.  Plunging  our  wine-flasks  into  the 
pure  element  where  it  burst  into  life  from  the  pa 
rent  rock,  we  extended  ourselves  on  the  soft  grass, 
and  dismissed  our  boatmen,  with  orders  to  return  at 
sunset.  I  then  reminded  Colonna  of  his  promise 
to  reveal  to  me  some  particulars  of  his  early  for 
tunes  ;  and  after  a  pause,  during  which  his  features 
were  slightly  convulsed,  as  if  by  painful  recollec 
tions,  he  thus  began : 
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"  I  am  the  sole  survivor  of  one  of  the  most  illus 
trious  families  in  Florence.  My  father  was  Leone 
di  Montalto  ;  and  my  mother  was  of  the  persecuted 
and  noble  race  of  the  Albizi.  They  are  both  de 
ceased;  and  I  remain  a  solitary  mourner,  their  first 
and  only  child.  My  mother  died  the  day  after  my 
birth,  and  my  father  grieved  for  her  long  and  sin 
cerely;  but  the  lapse  of  years,  and  frequent  ab 
sences  from  Florence  in  the  naval  service  of  the 
state,  healed  his  wounded  spirit ;  and  in  an  evil 
hour  he  became  deeply  enamoured  of  Isabella,  third 
daughter  of  Cosmo  de'  Medici,  the  tyrant  of  un 
happy  Florence.  She  was  the  wife  of  Paul  Orsini, 
the  Koman,  who,  without  any  formal  repudiation,  had 
abandoned  her,  and  resided  entirely  in  Home.  This 
extraordinary  woman  was  distinguished  throughout 
Italy  for  personal  beauty  and  rare  intellectual  ac 
complishment.  Her  conversation  not  only  sparkled 
with  wit,  grace,  and  vivacity,  but  was  full  of  know 
ledge  and  originality  ;  and  her  great  natural  powers 
had  been  so  highly  cultivated,  that  she  conversed 
with  fluency  in  French,  Spanish,  and  even  in  Latin. 
She  performed  with  skill  on  various  instruments — 
sang  like  a  Siren,  and  was  an  admirable  improvisa- 
trice.  Thus  highly  gifted  and  adorned  by  nature 
and  education,  she  was  the  idol  of  Cosmo,  and  ruled 
his  court  like  a  presiding  goddess.  Her  time  and 
her  affections  being  unoccupied,  she  did  not  dis 
courage  the  attentions  of  my  father,  who  was  one 
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of  the  most  elegant  and  accomplished  men  of  his 
time,  and  blended  the  grace  of  a  courtier  with  the 
free  and  gallant  bearing  of  a  distinguished  com 
mander.  The  dormant  sensibilities  of  Isabella  were 
soon  awakened  by  the  enthusiastic  fervour  of  his 
attachment ;  and  their  secret  intelligence  had  sub 
sisted  some  time,  when  it  was  discovered  by  the 
jealous  and  vindictive  Cosmo.  My  unfortunate 
parent  was  immediately  arrested  and  imprisoned, 
but  effected  his  escape,  fled  to  Venice,  and  from 
thence  to  the  Levant.  His  estates  were  confiscated 
under  the  pretext  of  treasonable  practices ;  and  I 
found  a  refuge  and  a  home  under  the  roof  of  my 
widowed  aunt,  Veronica  Delia  Torre. 

"  The  heartless  and  meretricious  Isabella  relin 
quished  my  father  without  a  sigh,  or  a  struggle  to 
save  him,  and  consoled  herself  with  court-pageantry, 
and  a  succession  of  new  lovers,  many  of  whom  were 
sacrificed  by  her  cunning  and  ruthless  father.  As 
a  selfish  voluptuary,  and  the  destroyer  of  his  coun 
try's  liberty,  Cosmo  has  been  compared  with  Au 
gustus  ;  but  in  gratuitous  and  deliberate  cruelty,  he 
far  surpasses  his  prototype. 

"  I  was  indebted  to  neglect  and  accident  for  the 
best  of  all  educations.  My  father  loved  and  cher 
ished  me  ;  but  his  domestic  calamity,  his  frequent 
absences  from  Florence,  and,  subsequently,  his 
pursuit  of  Isabella,  interfered  with  the  customary 
course  of  education,  and  saved  me  from  the  des- 
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potism  of  a  regular  tutor,  and  from  the  debas 
ing  tyranny,  the  selfish  and  vulgar  profligacy,  of 
those  institutions  of  monkery  called  public  aca 
demies. 

"  It  was  surely  the  intention  of  Providence  that 
the  faculties  of  early  life  should  not  be  strained  by 
labours  hostile  to  the  healthful  growth  of  mind  and 
body,  and  that  the  heart,  the  senses,  and  the  prin 
ciples  should  alone  be  tutored  in  the  first  ten  years 
of  life.  And  yet  how  egregiously  has  the  folly  of 
the  creature  perverted  the  benevolent  purpose  of 
the  Creator  1  With  thoughtless,  heartless  indiffer 
ence  he  commits  his  tender  offspring  to  the  crush 
ing  tyranny  of  pedants  and  task-masters,  who  rack 
and  stupify  the  imperfect  brain  by  vain  attempts 
to  convey  dead  languages  through  a  dead  medium, 
and  inflict  upon  their  helpless  pupils  the  occult 
mysteries  of  grammar,  which  is  the  philosophy  of 
language,  and  intelligible  only  to  ripened  faculties. 
Ask  the  youth  who  has  toiled  in  prostration  of 
spirit  through  the  joyless  years  of  school  existence 
in  the  preparatory  seminaries  of  Italy — bid  him 
look  back  upon  his  tedious  pilgrimage,  and  weigh 
the  scanty  knowledge  he  has  won  against  the 
abundant  miseries  he  has  endured  from  the  harsh 
discipline  of  monkish  tutors,  and  the  selfish  brutal 
ity  of  senior  class-fellows  !  His  pride  may  prompt 
him  to  deny,  but  in  honesty  and  fairness  he  must 
admit,  that  the  established  system  of  education  is 
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radically  vicious  ;  that  his  attainments  are  meagre 
and  superficial ;  that  his  knowledge  of  the  world  is 
selfishness  and  cunning  ;  and  that,  to  rise  above  the 
herd  of  slaves  and  dunces,  he  must  give  himself  a 
second  and  widely  different  education  ;  more  liberal, 
comprehensive,  and  practical. 

"  It  was  my  happier  fate  to  enjoy,  until  the  age 
of  ten,  unbounded  liberty.  I  associated  with  boys 
of  my  own  age,  selecting  for  frequent  intercourse 
those  most  distinguished  by  strength  of  body,  re 
source  of  mind,  and  a  lofty  and  determined  spirit. 
I  disdained  to  be  outdone  in  feats  of  bodily  activity, 
and  persevered  with  inflexible  ardour  until  I  sur 
passed  all  my  competitors  in  running,  wrestling, 
and  swimming,  and  in  every  species  of  juvenile 
and  daring  exploit. 

"  From  my  aunt,  who  was  an  accomplished  and 
high-minded  woman,  I  learned  to  read  and  write, 
and  gained  with  ease  and  pleasure  a  more  than 
elementary  knowledge  of  history  ;  and  when  I  had 
attained  the  age  of  twelve,  my  father,  who  was  an 
able  and  distinguished  commander,  took  me  for 
three  years  on  board  his  galley,  in  frequent  cruises 
against  the  Corsairs.  These  voyages  had  a  power 
ful  and  salutary  influence  upon  my  habits  and 
character ;  the  daily  contemplation  of  the  world  of 
waters  expanded  and  exalted  my  imagination ; 
while  the  enlightened  converse  and  daily  instruc 
tions  of  my  noble  father,  the  regular  discipline 
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observed  on  board  the  galley,  and  occasional  ex 
posure  to  danger  in  tempests  or  in  contact  with  an 
enemy,  induced  energy  and  concentration  of  thought, 
decision  and  promptitude  in  action,  contempt  of 
fatigue  and  hardship,  and  a  degree  of  self-posses 
sion  which  no  common  dangers  could  either  daunt 
or  disconcert. 

"  At  the  age  of  fifteen  I  returned  to  Florence, 
abandoned  all  boyish  pursuits,  and  commenced  a 
more  regular  and  elaborate  course  of  education.  I 
had  accumulated  a  store  of  ideas  and  associations 
which  enabled  me  to  apply  my  faculties  with  faci 
lity  to  every  desirable  attainment.  The  transition 
from  material  objects  to  the  world  of  spirits  is 
natural  and  easy.  I  had  already  investigated  with 
deep  interest  the  histories  of  Greece  and  Rome ;  I 
now  studied  with  ardour  and  success  the  languages 
of  those  high-minded  nations  ;  and,  ere  long, 
perused  with  insatiable  delight  the  pages  of  those 
master-spirits  whose  glorious  names  blaze  like  con 
stellations  through  the  dark  night  of  antiquity. 

"  My  early  and  ruling  passion  for  the  liberal 
arts,  and  especially  for  painting  and  architecture, 
induced  me  to  seek  the  instructions  of  Giorgio 
Vasari.  As  an  artist  he  had  never  produced  an 
original  design,  but  he  was  an  able  teacher ;  and, 
notwithstanding  his  prejudices,  he  was  unques 
tionably  a  man  of  refined  taste  and  extensive 
knowledge.  The  garrulous  old  painter  was  delight  ed 
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with  the  glow  of  my  enthusiasm,  and  failed  not  to 
fan  the  flame  with  abundant  encouragement. 

"  My  indulgent  father  was  induced,  by  the  exu 
berant  praises  of  Vasari,  to  permit  my  devotion  of 
some  hours  daily  to  his  instructions ;  but  the  year 
before  his  imprisonment  and  flight,  he  took  the 
precaution  to  introduce  me  to  a  literary  circle, 
eminent  for  clearness  of  intellect,  and  a  sound 
and  liberal  philosophy.  Intercourse  with  men  of 
this  class  modified,  in  a  considerable  degree, 
my  habits  and  opinions  ;  but  it  could  not  for  a 
moment  weaken  my  devotion  to  that  sublime  art 
which  has  ennobled  modern  Italy,  and  raised  it 
from  prostration  and  contempt  to  moral  dignity  and 
grandeur. 

"  Several  years  elapsed  after  my  father's  escape, 
without  bringing  us  any  intelligence  of  his  fate. 
This  mysterious  silence  was  a  source  of  intense 
anxiety.  Florence  was  hateful  to  me,  and  my  im 
patience  to  rejoin  my  beloved  parent  became  at 
length  too  vehement  to  be  controlled  any  longer 
by  the  remonstrances  of  my  aunt.  I  keenly  felt 
all  the  injustice  exercised  by  the  tyrannous  and 
reckless  Cosmo  against  my  family,  and  my  depar 
ture  was  accelerated  by  the  intimation  from  a 
friend  at  court  that  my  proceedings  were  watched 
by  the  secret  agents  of  the  usurper,  and  that  any 
unguarded  expression  of  political  discontent,  would 
be  the  signal  of  my  incarceration,  and,  too  probably, 
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of  banishment  or  death.  I  quitted  Florence  unob 
served,  changed  my  name,  and  proceeded  to  Venice, 
intending,  while  I  pursued  my  inquiries  after  my 
father,  to  study  the  works  of  Titian,  and  to  avail 
myself  of  the  instructions  of  Tintorett  and  Paul 
Veronese.  The  latter  honoured  me  with  his  friend 
ship,  and  the  venerable  Titian  encouraged  me  to 
visit  him.  I  succeeded  in  my  endeavours  to  cheer, 
with  poetry  and  music,  the  declining  spirits  of  the 
benevolent  old  man.  He  became  attached  to  me, 
and  finding  that  I  had  a  painter's  eye,  he  imparted 
to  me  some  invaluable  secrets  of  his  art,  a  compli 
ment  the  more  gratifying  and  important,  because  it 
opened  to  me  a  source  of  honourable  and  indepen 
dent  provision,  in  case  my  paternal  estate  should 
never  be  restored  to  me. 

"  Last  autumn  I  received  intelligence  from  Flor 
ence  that  my  father  had  entered  the  service  of 
your  republic  on  his  arrival  in  the  Levant,  and  had 
received  the  appointment  of  captain  in  the  garrison 
of  Candia,  under  General  Malatesta,  a  Florentine, 
whose  son  had  been  assassinated  by  order  of  Cosmo, 
on  the  discovery  of  an  intrigue  between  this  youth 
and  his  eldest  daughter,  Maria  de'  Medici.  Nor 
did  the  hapless  female  escape  the  vengeance  of  her 
cruel  parent.  Her  death  was  premature,  and 
attended  with  circumstances  which  amounted  to  the 
clearest  evidence  that  she  was  poisoned  by  her 
monstrous  and  unnatural  parent.  I  had  completed 
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my  preparations  for  departure,  and  waited  only  a 
change  of  wind  to  sail  for  Candia,  when  I  received 
from  my  aunt  the  heart-rending  communication 
that  my  father  had  shared  the  fate  of  young  Mala- 
testa,  and  been  assassinated  some  years  since,  at 
the  instigation  of  the  ferocious  Cosmo.  This  intel 
ligence  fell  upon  my  soul  like  a  thunderbolt.  The 
wound  which  my  beloved  father's  disappearance 
had  inflicted  on  my  happiness  opened  anew,  and 
my  lacerated  heart  bled  at  every  core.  I  vowed 
implacable  hatred  and  deadly  vengeance  against 
the  prime  mover  and  every  subordinate  agent  in 
this  atrocious  murder  of  my  noble  parent.  He 
was  a  great  and  admirable  man,  and  I  shall  never 
cease  to  venerate  his  memory,  and  lament  his  un 
timely  death.  For  many  months,  life  was  an  intol 
erable  burden  to  me,  and  I  endured  existence  only 
in  the  hope  of  avenging  him.  The  cruel  instiga 
tor,  Cosmo,  was,  alas  1  equally  beyond  the  reach  of 
my  personal  defiance  and  of  my  dagger.  Hedged 
round  by  guards  and  minions,  and  compelled  by  his 
infirmities  to  seclude  himself  within  the  recesses  of 
his  palace,  every  attempt  to  approach  him  would 
have  been  vain,  and  my  youthful  and  unenjoyed 
existence  would  have  been  sacrificed  without  an 
equivalent.  Nor  have  I  yet  been  able  to  trace  the 
agents  of  his  bloody  will ;  but  my  investigations 
have  been  vigilant  and  unceasing,  and  revenge, 
although  delayed,  is  ripening  over  their  heads." 
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Here  the  noble  youth  was  checked  in  his  narra 
tive  by  a  sudden  burst  of  agony,  which  defied  all 
disguise  and  control.  Tears  rolled  in  rapid  suc 
cession  down  his  cheeks,  and  his  manly  chest 
heaved  with  the  audible  sobs  of  bitter  and  deeply- 
seated  anguish.  Springing  hastily  from  the  turf, 
he  threw  himself  on  the  margin  of  the  stream,  and 
immersed  his  face  in  its  pure  waters,  to  cool  the  fever 
of  his  burning  cheeks.  Surely  there  is  no  sorrow 
like  the  sorrow  of  a  resolute  and  high-minded  man. 
The  sobs  of  woman  in  affliction  awake  our  tenderest 
sympathies,  but  they  do  not  shake  our  souls  like 
the  audible  anguish  of  man.  To  see  the  iron 
frame  of  such  a  being  as  Colonna  heaving  with 
loud  and  convulsive  agony,  was  so  truly  appalling, 
that  no  time  will  erase  the  deep  impression  from 
my  memory. 

I  respected  his  grief  too  much  to  interrupt  it  by 
premature  attempts  at  consolation ;  but  when  he 
arose,  I  embraced  him  in  silent  sympathy,  and 
endeavoured  to  direct  the  current  of  his  thoughts 
from  the  bitter  past  to  a  brighter  future.  I  spoke 
of  the  advanced  age  and  broken  constitution  of  the 
licentious  Cosmo,  and  inferred,  from  the  mild  and 
amiable  character  of  his  son,  a  speedy  restoration  to 
rank  and  property.  I  dwelt  upon  his  own  pre 
eminence  in  strength  of  mind,  and  in  every  natural 
and  acquired  advantage ;  and  I  predicted  that,  in 
defiance  of  adverse  circumstances,  he  would,  by  his 
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own  unassisted  efforts,  accomplish  a  high  and  bril 
liant  destiny.  I  proposed  to  obtain  for  him,  through 
iny  father's  influence,  a  naval  command  in  the  ser 
vice  of  Venice,  or  a  powerful  recommendation  to 
the  valiant  Genoese,  Giovanni  Doria. 

He  thanked  me,  with  a  look  full  of  eloquent 
meaning,  but  made  no  comment  on  my  proposal. 
After  a  brief  pause,  he  subdued  his  emotion,  and 
exclaimed,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  —  "  Happy 
Venetians  and  Genoese !  Your  liberties  have  not 
been  basely  destroyed  by  an  individual  family,  as 
those  of  Tuscany  by  the  Medici.  Your  glorious 
republics  adorn  the  east  and  west  of  Italy  with 
splendid  achievements,  while  Florence,  once  the 
pride  and  glory  of  our  country,  lies  prostrate  in 
mourning  and  in  slavery,  betrayed  and  manacled 
by  her  unnatural  sons  !  " 

I  availed  myself  of  this  apostrophe  to  make  some 
comments  upon  the  history  of  these  distinguished 
republics,  and  insensibly  drew  Colonna  into  a  dis 
cussion  which  was  prolonged  until  the  increasing 
heat  made  us  sensible  of  the  want  of  refreshment. 
The  sun  had  reached  the  meridian,  and  the  centre 
of  the  lake  below,  still  fretted  by  the  mountain 
breeze,  was  seething  and  glittering  in  the  sun 
beams,  like  a  huge  cauldron  of  melted  silver,  while 
the  smooth  and  crystal  surface  near  its  shores  re 
flected,  like  a  mirror,  projecting  and  receding  cliffs 
of  every  form  and  elevation,  crowned  with  venerable 


COLONNA  THE   PAINTER.  65 

trees,  and  fringed  with  gay  varieties  of  vegetable 
ornament.  The  timid  and  transparent  lizards  darted 
playfully  around  us,  and  golden  beetles  buzzed  on 
heavy  wings  in  the  foliage  above,  while  the  light 
grasshoppers  chirped  their  multitudinous  chorus  of 
delight,  and  myriads  of  gay  and  glittering  insects 
held  their  jubilee  in  the  burning  atmosphere. 
Amidst  this  universal  carnival  of  nature,  we  re 
clined  in  deep  shade,  soothed  by  the  tinkling  music 
of  the  stream,  and  enjoying  the  dewy  freshness 
which  exhaled  from  its  translucent  waters.  The 
inspiring  juice  of  the  Cyprus  grape,  and  a  light 
repast,  rapidly  recruited  the  strength  and  spirits  of 
Colonna.  Bounding  vigorously  from  the  green  turf, 
he  gazed  with  delight  through  the  aged  stems  upon 
the  bright  landscape,  and  exclaimed,  with  glowing 
enthusiasm, — "  All-bounteous  Providence  !  Creator 
of  the  glorious  sun  and  teeming  earth  I  how  su 
premely  blest  were  thy  creatures,  did  they  not  em 
bitter  so  much  good  by  crime  and  folly  1  " 

After  a  brief  pause  of  rapturous  contemplation, 
we  resumed  our  wine-flasks,  our  cheerfulness  rose 
into  exhilaration,  and  we  reposed  like  sylvan  deities 
in  the  green  shade,  enjoying  the  elasticity  and 
freshness  of  youthful  existence,  forgetful  of  the 
past  and  regardless  of  the  future.  But  this  day 
dream  was  too  delightful  to  last.  I  recollected  that 
I  had  not  heard  the  sequel  of  Colonna's  adventures 
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in  Venice,  and  I  broke  the  'spell  by  whispering  in 
his  ear  the  name  of  "Laura." 

"  Alas  !  "  he  replied,  with  visible  emotion,  "  I 
fear  this  incomparable  woman  will  never  be  mine, 
unless  miracle  or  magic  should  interpose  to  van 
quish  the  many  obstacles  to  our  union.  Our  inter 
views  in  Venice  were  attended  with  such  imminent 
hazard  of  discovery,  as  to  render  them  brief  and 
of  rare  occurrence.  My  adored  Laura  was  in  the 
morning  of  life,  and  with  the  creative  imagination 
of  early  youth,  she  cherished  sanguine  hopes  that 
the  death  of  the  infirm  Cosmo  would,  ere  long, 
enable  me  to  resume  rank  and  property,  and  to 
demand  her  openly  of  her  father.  Until  then,  my 
resources  were  merely  adequate  to  my  personal 
support,  being  limited  to  a  small  maternal  estate, 
left  under  the  friendly  guardianship  of  my  aunt. 

"  Nevertheless,  plans  of  elopement  were  fre 
quently  discussed,  and  I  vehemently  urged  her  to 
become  mine,  and  to  accompany  me  to  Greece, 
from  whence,  after  I  had  accomplished  a  momen 
tous  object,  we  could  embark  for  Marseilles,  and 
proceed  to  Paris,  where  my  skill  as  a  painter,  in 
addition  to  my  maternal  estate,  would  preserve  us 
from  indigence.  As  she  did  not  peremptorily  for 
bid  me  to  expect  her  consent  to  this  scheme,  I 
ventured  to  build  upon  it ;  but  when  my  prepara 
tions  for  flight  were  completed,  her  resolution  failed, 
and  I  discovered,  in  the  deeply-rooted  attachment 
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of  Laura  to  her  mother,  an  insuperable  obstacle  to 
the  accomplishment  of  my  purpose.  For  this  kind 
and  indulgent  parent  her  affection  was  all  but 
idolatrous  ;  and  when  she  told  me,  with  tearful  eyes 
and  throbbing  bosom,  that  her  beloved  mother  was 
in  precarious  health,  that  she  was  entirely  depen 
dent  on  her  only  daughter  for  earthly  happiness, 
and  that  the  loss  of  that  daughter  would  destroy 
her,  I  must  have  been  dead  to  every  generous  and 
disinterested  feeling  had  I  not  complied  with  her 
earnest  entreaty,  that  we  should  await  a  more 
favourable  course  of  events. 

"  Meanwhile  the  distinguished  beauty  and  num 
berless  graces  of  Laura  attracted  many  suitors. 
Some  of  these  were  not  ineligible,  and  one  of  them 
especially,  young  Contarini — whose  passion  for  her 
was  ardent,  almost  to  frenzy — was  a  man  of  noble 
qualities,  of  prepossessing  exterior,  and  of  equal 
rank,  but,  as  you  well  know,  too  moderately  en 
dowed  with  the  gifts  of  fortune.  Every  proposal 
was,  however,  promptly  rejected  by  the  ambitious 
Foscari,  who,  like  a  cold  and  calculating  trader, 
measured  the  merits  of  each  suitor  by  the  extent  of 
his  possessions.  At  length,  after  the  conclusion  of 
the  war  with  Turkey  in  the  spring,  arrived  from 
Greece  the  governor  of  Candia,  Ercole  Barozzo, 
whose  splendid  establishment  and  lavish  expendi 
ture  attracted  universal  attention.  His  originally 
large  possessions  had  been  swelled  into  princely 
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opulence  by  clandestine  traffic  with  the  enemy,  and 
by  every  species  of  cruelty  and  exaction.  His  wife 
and  two  infant  sons  had  fallen  victims  to  the  plague 
in  the  Levant  ;  and  being  desirous  of  children  to 
inherit  his  vast  possessions,  he  surveyed  the  fair 
daughters  of  Venice,  and  was  quickly  fascinated  by 
the  superlative  beauty  of  Laura  Foscari,  who  shone 
unrivalled  in  a  city  distinguished  for  the  beauty  of 
the  softer  sex.  Barozzo  was  not  a  suitor  to  be  re 
jected  by  her  sordid  father ;  and,  without  any  appeal 
to  his  daughter's  inclinations,  her  hand  was  pro 
mised  to  a  man  of  more  than  twice  her  age,  forbid 
ding  in  his  exterior,  coarse  and  revolting  in  his 
manners,  and  utterly  destitute  of  redeeming  quali 
ties.  I  had  determined,  before  my  acquaintance 
with  you  commenced,  to  make  occasional  visits 
during  the  summer  to  Peschiera,  and  I  hesitated  to 
accept  your  proposal,  from  an  apprehension  that  it 
would  impede  my  interviews  with  Laura.  On  far 
ther  consideration,  however,  I  perceived  that  my 
abode  under  your  roof  would  not  be  incompatible 
with  nocturnal  visits  to  the  Villa  Foscari,  and  I 
became  your  guest.  My  interviews  with  Laura 
have  been  more  frequent  in  this  quiet  and  rural 
district,  than  in  the  narrow  streets  and  numerous 
obstacles  of  Venice.  The  wide  extent  of  her  father's 
garden  enables  me  to  scale  the  wall  unperceived, 
and  to  reach  a  garden  saloon  communicating  by  a 
covered  trellice  walk  with  the  villa.  Laura's  ab- 
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horrence  of  the  presuming  and  insolent  Barozzo  has 
proved  a  powerful  auxiliary  to  my  renewed  entrea 
ties  that  she  would  fly  with  me  from  the  miseries 
which  menace  her,  and  I  have  recently  succeeded 
in  obtaining  her  reluctant  consent  to  accompany 
me  to  Genoa,  and  from  thence  to  Greece.  A  fort 
night  hence  is  appointed  for  the  celebration  of  her 
marriage  to  the  wretch  who  basely  wooes  her,  with 
a  consciousness  of  her  unqualified  antipathy  to  his 
person  and  character.  If  the  strong  attachment  of 
Laura  to  her  mother  does  not  again  baffle  my  hopes, 
we  shall  effect  our  escape  three  days  before  the  one 
appointed  for  her  marriage  with  Barozzo ;  but  I  can 
discern  too  well,  through  her  invincible  dejection, 
that  she  is  still  balancing  the  dreadful  alternatives  of 
a  marriage  abhorrent  to  her  feelings,  and  the  aban 
donment  of  her  mother." 

Such  was  the  tale  of  Colonna's  brief,  but  trying 
and  calamitous  career.  Deeply  as  I  lamented  his 
approaching  departure,  I  felt  too  much  interested 
in  his  success  to  withhold  my  active  co-operation, 
and  I  pledged  myself  to  promote  his  views  as  far  as 
I  could,  without  openly  compromising  myself  with 
the  Foscari  family;  but  I  entreated  him  to  relin 
quish  his  design  of  painting  the  portraits  of  Laura 
and  Barozzo,  from  an  apprehension  that  a  lover 
so  fervent  and  demonstrative  would,  in  some  un 
guarded  moment,  excite  suspicion,  and  frustrate 
the  accomplishment  of  his  ultimate  views.  He 
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thanked  me  for  the  ready  zeal  with  which  I  had 
entered  into  his  feelings,  and  assured  me  that  he 
had  no  intention  of  proceeding  beyond  the  outlines 
of  the  governor's  portrait ;  but  that,  as  a  lover  and 
an  artist,  he  could  not  deny  himself  the  gratifica 
tion  of  portraying  the  matchless  form  and  features 
of  the  woman  he  adored. 

The  day  was  declining  when  we  quitted  our  cool 
retreat  to  ascend  the  mountain  behind  us,  and 
inhale  the  pure  breezes  which  played  around  its 
summit.  We  gazed  with  long  and  lingering 
delight  upon  the  bright  landscapes  of  Lombardy, 
as  they  glowed  beneath  us  in  the  parting  sun 
beams,  and  the  shades  of  night  were  fast  falling 
around  us  when  we  crossed  the  lake  on  our  return 
to  the  villa. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

EARLY  on  the  following  morning,  the  younger 
brother  of  Laura  called  to  request  the  promised 
attendance  of  Colonna  at  the  Villa  Foscari,  and  I 
determined  to  accompany  him,  hoping,  by  my  pre 
sence,  to  remind  the  young  painter  of  the  necessity 
of  exercising  a  vigilant  control  over  his  feelings. 
The  precaution  was,  however,  unnecessary.  He 
sustained,  with  singular  self-mastery,  the  demean 
our  of  an  artist  and  a  stranger;  and  appeared, 
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while  sketching  the  form  and  features  of  his  lovely 
mistress,  to  have  no  other  object  than  to  seize  the 
most  important  and  characteristic  peculiarities  of 
his  model.  He  requested  that  she  would  occasion 
ally  walk  round  the  saloon,  and  freely  indulge  in 
familiar  converse  with  her  friends,  as  if  no  artist 
were  present.  His  object  was,  he  added,  to  accom 
plish,  not  a  tame  and  lifeless  copy,  but  a  portrait, 
stamped  with  those  peculiar  attributes  and  graces 
which  are  best  elicited  by  a  free  and  unconstrained 
movement  of  limb  and  feature. 

Thus  admirably  did  he  mask  the  lover,  and 
assume  the  look  and  language  of  an  artist  am 
bitious  to  recommend  himself  to  opulent  employers. 

The  sensitive  and  unhappy  Laura  had  less  com 
mand  over  her  feelings,  and  I  could  occasionally 
observe  a  furtive  glance  beaming  from  her  dark  and 
humid  eye  upon  the  elegant  painter ;  but  when  she 
addressed  him,  it  was  with  the  air  and  language  of 
condescension  to  one  whose  services  might  be  pur 
chased  ;  thus  endeavouring  to  disguise  the  strong 
and  almost  irrepressible  emotion  which  quivered 
beneath  the  surface. 

Her  mother  never  quitted  her  during  the  sitting; 
Barozzo  and  the  Foscari  visited  the  saloon  occasion 
ally  ;  and  I  remained  to  control  the  lover,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  to  improve  myself  by  observing  the 
artist.  The  fine  lineaments  of  Laura  were  too 
deeply  engraven  on  the  heart  of  Colonna  to  render 
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frequent  sittings  essential;  and,  in  compliance  with 
my  remonstrances,  he  abridged  them  as  much  as 
possible.  After  the  second  sitting  he  told  her 
that  he  should  not  again  require  her  presence  until 
he  had  completed  the  portrait,  when  some  finishing 
detail  might  be  requisite.  He  devoted  a  large  por 
tion  of  the  five  following  days  to  a  task  so  soothing 
to  his  feelings ;  and,  on  the  morning  of  the  sixth 
day,  astonished  the  assembled  family  by  producing 
a  highly-finished  and  admirable  resemblance. 

The  charming  subject  of  his  portrait  was  painted 
the  size  of  life,  and  attired  in  a  light  morning  robe 
of  green  silk.  The  full  and  elegant  symmetry  of 
her  form  was  indicated  through  the  graceful  folds, 
which  fell  around  her  like  the  richest  sculpture. 
She  stood  in  a  contemplative  attitude,  leaning, 
like  some  heavenly  muse,  upon  a  golden  tripod  of 
chaste  and  classical  design.  High  intelligence 
adorned  with  its  imperishable  beauty  her  fair  and 
lofty  forehead.  Her  large  dark  eyes,  which  beamed 
through  their  long  fringes  with  soft  and  melting 
lustre,  were  gazing  as  if  into  futurity,  and  their 
tender  and  eloquent  expression  went  to  the  soul  of 
the  observer.  The  finely  moulded  oval  of  her 
cheek  glowed  with  the  roseate  hues  of  life,  and  the 
pearly  lustre  of  the  neck  and  arms  was  surpassed 
only  by  the  clear  and  brilliant  fairness  of  the  love 
ly  original,  while  in  the  beautifully  curved  lips, 
Colonna  had  introduced  a  slight  compression,  indi- 
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cative  of  that  heroic  firmness  in  the  character  of 
Laura,  which  had  not  escaped  his  penetration,  but 
did  not,  until  a  later  period,  fully  develop  itself. 

The  scene  was  a  garden  saloon,  and  through  an 
open  window  an  extensive  view  over  the  lake  of 
Garda  arrested  with  magic  power  the  eye  of  every 
beholder.  Sirmio  appeared  like  a  woody  island  in 
the  middle  distance,  and  beyond  the  lake  rose  an 
amphitheatre  of  mountains,  surmounted  by  the 
distant  summits  of  the  Tyrolese  Alps.  There  was 
in  this  admirable  portrait  all  the  charm  and  witch 
ery  of  life.  It  possessed  much  of  the  dignity,  and 
ease,  and  harmonious  colouring  of  Titian  ;  and  the 
exquisite  blending  and  management  of  the  tints 
betrayed  the  favourite  pupil  of  Paul  Veronese, 
whom  indeed  he  surpassed  in  the  natural  folding 
and  classical  distribution  of  draperies,  and  fully 
equalled  in  the  force  of  light  and  shade,  which 
makes  the  portraits  of  that  able  master  appear  to 
stand  out  from  the  canvass. 

The  next  day  was  devoted  to  the  finishing  of 
some  details  in  the  portrait  of  Laura ;  and  on  the 
succeeding  morning  I  accompanied  Colonna  to  the 
apartment  of  Barozzo,  who  was  desirous  that  his 
portrait  should  be  completed  before  his  marriage. 
The  artist  fixed  upon  the  haughty  governor  that 
firm  gaze  of  his  dark  and  piercing  eye,  and  pro 
ceeded  to  pencil  the  outlines  of  his  stern  and  mas 
sive  features.  After  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  he 
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remarked  to  Barozzo,  that  he  had  never  seen  a 
countenance,  the  character  of  which  he  found  so 
difficult  to  trace  to  its  primitive  elements.  "  The 
lineaments  of  mature  age,"  he  continued,  "  are 
hard  and  inflexible,  and  when  the  eloquent  play 
and  pliancy  of  youthful  feelings  have  left  the  fea 
tures,  it  is  impossible,  without  frequent  intercourse, 
to  detect  the  peculiarities  and  secret  recesses  of 
character  with  sufficient  accuracy  to  give  force  and 
truth  to  a  portrait."  He  conceived  that  to  accom 
plish  the  perfect  delineation  of  a  man  of  middle 
age  and  of  distinguished  rank,  a  painter  should  not 
only  share  his  society,  but  know  the  history  of  his 
life,  and  study  the  lights  and  shades  of  his  char 
acter.  It  was  thus  that  Eaffaelle  succeeded  in  con 
veying  to  the  portraits  of  Julius  II.,  Leo  X.,  and 
their  Cardinals,  such  intellectual  dignity,  such 
truth  and  grandeur  of  expression.  He  doubted, 
nevertheless,  whether  any  artist  could  achieve  a 
perfect  portrait  of  a  man  of  high  station  if  he  did 
not  rise  above  his  employer,  not  only  in  imagi 
native  power,  but  in  strength  of  mind  and  penetra 
tion  into  character. 

The  riveted  and  searching  looks,  which  from 
time  to  time  accompanied  this  singular  and  equi 
vocal  strain  of  compliment,  appeared  greatly  to 
perplex  and  annoy  the  haughty  Barozzo.  His 
tawny  visage  was  dyed  with  the  dusky  red  of  some 
strong  inward  emotion,  which  I  was  eager  but 
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unable  to  interpret.  This  suffusion  was  soon  suc 
ceeded  by  an  ashy  paleness,  and  suddenly  he 
quitted  his  chair  and  walked  to  the  window. 

During  this  ominous  and  unaccountable  inter 
ruption,  I  gave  Colonna  a  warning  glance.  He 
composed  his  excited  features  into  tranquillity ;  and 
after  a  long  pause,  of  which  I  endeavoured  to  dis 
guise  the  embarrassment  by  some  comments  on  the 
Venetian  school  of  painting,  Barozzo  returned  from 
the  window  and  resumed  his  seat.  Colonna  seized 
his  pencil,  and  proceeded  to  sketch  the  outline 
of  the  governor's  figure,  during  which  process  I 
observed  in  his  looks  nothing  beyond  the  earnest 
gaze  of  a  portrait-painter.  For  some  time  Barozzo 
avoided  the  encounter;  but  at  length,  as  if  con 
trolled  by  some  secret  and  irresistible  fascination, 
his  eyes  again  met  those  of  the  young  artist. 
The  effect  of  this  collision  was  mysterious  and 
startling.  The  brilliant  orbs  of  Colonna  gradually 
assumed  a  stern  and  indignant  expression,  and 
darted  their  searching  beams  upon  the  governor, 
as  if  to  pierce  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  soul. 
The  dull  grey  eyes  of  the  again  agitated  Barozzo 
quailed  and  fell  under  this  intolerable  scrutiny ; 
his  sallow  visage  was  suffused  with  a  ghastly 
yellow;  again  he  glanced  in  terror  at  the  artist, 
and  then  half  rose  from  his  chair  in  undisguised 
consternation.  Controlling,  however,  with  sudden 
effort  his  agitation,  he  resumed  his  seat,  and,  with 
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averted  looks  and  seeming  indifference,  inquired  if 
Colonna  had  resided  long  in  Venice.  The  painter 
filled  his  brush,  and  answered  carelessly,  that  he 
had  lived  there  a  few  months. 

"  Your  accent  is  Tuscan,"  continued  Barozzo. 
"  Are  you  a  native  of  Florence  ?" 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  painter,  seemingly  intent 
upon  his  employment. 

"  Do  your  parents  reside  there?"  resumed  the 
other,  with  rising  emphasis. 

"  Parents  1"  exclaimed  Colonna,  with  a  keen 
glance  at  the  inquisitive  governor  ;  "  I  have  none  ! 
They  are  dead  1" 

"  Who  and  what  was  your  father?"  demanded 
Barozzo  imperiously. 

This  inquiry  and  its  peremptory  tone  exhausted 
the  patience  of  Colonna.  Dashing  the  paint  out 
of  his  brush,  he  fixed  a  look  of  startling  fierceness 
on  Barozzo,  and  answered,  with  marked  and  bitter 
emphasis, — "  He  was  a  sword- cutler,  and  made 
excellent  blades." 

At  this  critical  moment  Laura  entered  the  room 
with  her  mother  to  observe  the  progress  of  Baroz- 
zo's  portrait.  Casting  a  hasty  glance  at  the  imper 
fect  sketch,  she  remarked  that  it  did  not  at  all 
realise  her  expectations.  The  painter  replied,  that 
he  should  have  succeeded  better  if  he  had  enjoyed 
the  honour  of  a  longer  acquaintance  with  the  go 
vernor.  "It  is  immaterial,"  exclaimed  Barozzo, 
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who  had  fully  regained  his  self-possession.  "  We 
shall  ere  long  become  better  known  to  each  other, 
and  you  may  finish  my  portrait  at  Venice  in  the 
course  of  the  ensuing  winter." 

"  As  your  excellency  pleases,"  replied  Colonna, 
and  removed  the  canvass  from  the  easel.  The  ladies 
now  quitted  the  saloon  with  the  governor;  and,  soon 
as  the  door  was  closed,  the  artist  defaced  the  ill- 
fated  portrait  with  a  blow  of  his  fist,  packed  up  his 
drawing  materials  for  removal,  and  accompanied  me 
home. 

Conceiving  that  the  portentous  agitation  of  Bar- 
ozzo  had  grown  out  of  some  incipient  feelings  of 
jealousy  and  suspicion,  I  remonstrated  with  Colonna, 
during  our  walk,  on  the  gratuitous  imprudence  of 
his  deportment,  and  pointed  out  the  personal  danger 
he  had  incurred  by  thus  taunting  a  man  so  powerful 
and  irritable  as  the  governor  of  Candia.  I  urged 
him  to  accelerate  his  flight,  and,  meanwhile,  never 
to  leave  the  villa  unarmed. 

In  reply,  however,  he  expressed  his  conviction 
that  the  sudden  change  of  countenance  and  colour 
in  Barozzo  did  not  originate  in  jealousy,  and  that  a 
man  so  imperious  and  overbearing  would  have  be 
trayed  this  spirit-stirring  passion  in  a  manner  widely 
different.  "  No,  Pisani ! "  he  continued,  in  a  voice 
quivering  with  emotion ;  "  my  suspicions  go  farther. 
The  springs  of  this  man's  actions  lie  deep,  and  a 
prophetic  spirit  tells  me  that  he  is  not  innocent  of 
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my  noble  father's  murder.  Until  this  morning,  he 
deigned  not  to  bestow  more  than  a  superficial  glance 
upon  the  features  of  an  obscure  artist  in  homely 
apparel,  but  when  our  eyes  met,  in  keen  and  un 
avoidable  collision,  the  resemblance  I  bear  to  my  de 
ceased  parent  flashed  upon  his  guilty  soul ;  and  from 
his  sudden  and  uncontrollable  emotion,  I  cannot  but 
infer  his  participation  in  the  crimes  of  Cosmo.  In 
ference,  you  will  say,  is  no  proof;  but  it  gives  me 
a  clue. which  I  will  track  until  I  reach  conviction. 
It  is  the  intention  of  Laura,  who  cannot  resolve  to 
quit  her  mother,  to  retard  for  a  considerable  period 
the  celebration  of  her  marriage,  by  feigned  parox 
ysms  of  indisposition.  I  will  avail  myself  of  this 
delay  to  bring  home  to  Barozzo  the  evidence  of  his 
guilt,  and  defy  him  to  mortal  combat ;  or,  should  he 
shrink  from  it,  I  will  treat  him  as  a  savage  and 
noxious  animal,  and  hunt  him  to  death." 

I  could  not  but  admit  that  there  was  some  ground 
for  the  suspicions  of  Colonna  ;  but,  from  an  appre 
hension  of  rousing  his  whirlwind  passions  into  pre 
mature  activity,  I  concealed  from  him  my  knowledge 
that,  before  the  departure  of  Barozzo  for  Candia,  he 
had  passed  some  weeks  at  Florence,  where  his  con 
genial  disposition-had  powerfully  recommended  him 
to  the  good  graces  of  Cosmo.  They  were  in  habits  of 
daily  intercourse,  and  Barozzo  was  not  the  man  who 
would,  from  honourable  feeling,  decline  to  forward  the 
murderous  views  of  the  implacable  ruler  of  Tuscany. 
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From  this  eventful  day  Colonna  was  an  altered 
man.  Kevenge  became  the  ruling  passion  of  his 
soul ;  and  while  he  awaited  with  gnawing  impa 
tience  the  long-expected  letters  from  his  friends  in 
Florence  and  Candia,  he  seemed  to  find  no  relief 
from  the  feverish  rage  which  fired  his  blood,  and 
wasted  his  fine  form,  but  in  the  bodily  fatigue  of 
daily  and  nightly  rambles  in  the  mountains. 

It  was  the  design  of  Laura  to  assume  the  appear 
ance  of  sudden  and  violent  illness  on  the  day  before 
her  intended  marriage,  and  to  sustain  the  decep 
tion,  by  occasional  relapses,  for  months,  or  even 
years,  should  the  governor's  patience  endure  so 
long.  But  the  probability  was,  that  a  man,  ad 
vancing  towards  the  autumn  of  life,  and  determined 
to  marry,  would  rather  recede  from  his  engagement 
and  seek  another  mate,  than  run  the  risk  of  such 
indefinite  delay.  The  spirit  and  address  of  Laura 
Foscari  were  fully  equal  to  the  deep  game  she  had 
determined  to  play.  She  purposed  to  assist  the  de 
ception  by  staining  her  fair  face  with  an  artificial 
and  sickly  hue  ;  and  she  found  an  effective  auxili 
ary  in  her  mother,  who  thought  the  brutal  Barozzo 
utterly  unworthy  to  win  and  wear  so  bright  a  jewel 
as  her  angelic  daughter.  These  expedients  were, 
however,  rendered  unnecessary  by  the  bloody  ca 
tastrophes  which  were  now  at  hand. 

Three  days  before  the  appointed  celebration  of 
the  marriage,  I  was  reading,  near  midnight,  in  my 
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chamber,  when  Colonna  entered,  with  vehement  and 
hasty  strides.     His  large  eyes  glittered  with  terrific 
energy ;  his  forehead  streamed  with   perspiration ; 
his  dress  and  hair  were  in  wild  disorder,  and  his 
hands  were  dyed  with  blood.   He  said  not  a  word,  but 
paced  the  apartment  for  some  time  with  rapidity. 
His  deportment  was  that  of  a  man  whose  rage  had 
risen  above  his  control,  and  overwhelmed  all  power 
of  articulation.     I  awaited  in  silent  and  wondering 
sympathy  the  termination  of  emotions  so  tempestu 
ous.     At  length,  seating  himself  opposite  to  me,  he 
struck  the  table  vehemently  with  his  clenched  hand, 
and  after  some  vain  attempts  to  speak,  exclaimed, 
in  hoarse  and  hurried  tones,  which  gave  an  appal 
ling  force  to  his  expressions — "  Pisani !  all  doubt  is 
at  an  end — I  have  this  night  obtained  conclusive 
evidence  of  Barozzo's  guilt.   I  have  sworn  to  avenge 
my  noble  father's  wrongs  in  the  traitor's  blood — 
and  to-morrow  he  must  face  me  in  fair  combat,  or 
feel  my  dagger  in  his  craven  heart.     The  alterna 
tive  will  hinge  upon  your  friendly  agency — but  of 
that  hereafter. — About  three  hours  since  I  reached 
the  heights  beyond  the  lake.     Exhausted  with  a 
long  and  toilsome  ramble,  I  threw  myself  beneath 
our  favourite    beech,  and  was  soon  lulled  by  the 
rippling  waters  into  brief  and  agitated  slumber.  My 
sleep  was  haunted  by  a  succession  of  fearful  forms 
and  painful  incidents,  which  at  length  assumed  a 
shape  distinctly  and  horribly  significant.   Methought 
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I  lay  upon  the  summit  of  a  cliff,  close  to  the  slop 
ing  brink,  and  gazed  into  a  gulf  too  deep  and  dark 
for  human  eye  to  fathom.  Suddenly  the  immense 
void  was  illumined  by  sheets  of  vivid  lightning — 
a  monstrous  peal  of  thunder  broke  upon  my  ear — 
and  a  colossal  form,  lengthened  and  scaly  as  a  ser 
pent,  rose  like  the  demon  of  the  storm,  approached 
the  edge  of  the  precipice,  and  brought  his  horrid 
visage  to  the  level  of  mine.  Again  the  lightning 
flashed,  and  I  distinguished  the  assassin  features  of 
Barozzo,  expanded  into  horrible  and  revolting  mag 
nitude.  Eyes,  lurid  and  menacing  as  meteors,  glared 
upon  me  with  a  malignant  scowl,  and  huge  lips, 
parted  in  a  fiendish  grin,  disclosed  an  array  of  fangs, 
pointed  and  glittering  as  poniards.  He  extended 
two  gaunt  and  bony  hands,  stained,  methought,  with 
my  father's  blood,  and  tried  to  seize  and  drag  me 
into  the  gulf.  While  writhing  to  escape  the  mon 
ster's  grasp  the  thunder  again  rolled  through  the 
abyss ;  the  cliff  beneath  me  reeled  from  its  founda 
tions,  the  brink  began  to  crumble,  and  my  destruc 
tion  appeared  inevitable  —  when,  suddenly,  the 
strains  of  sweet  and  solemn  music  floated  round  me 
— the  demon  vanished,  and  I  beheld  the  pale  phan 
tom  of  my  murdered  father,  extending  towards  me 
his  protecting  arms.  At  this  moment  of  intense 
excitement,  the  spell  which  bound  me  was  dissolved 
— I  awoke,  and  saw  by  the  brilliant  moonlight  a  tall 
figure,  enveloped  in  a  mantle,  approaching  me  in 
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stealthy  silence.  Gazing  more  intently,  I  discovered 
a  dagger  in  his  grasp.  In  an  instant  I  was  on  my 
feet — the  figure  rushed  forward,  but  ere  he  could 
reach  me,  I  stood  behind  the  tree,  and  thus  gained 
time  to  level  a  pistol  at  his  head.  Seeing  me  thus 
prepared,  the  villain  retreated  hastily,  but  escaped 
not  the  bullet,  which  my  unerring  weapon  buried  in 
his  back.  He  reeled  and  fell ;  and  his  life-blood 
was  ebbing  fast,  when  I  stooped  to  examine  his 
features.  Eaising  the  slouched  hat  which  concealed 
his  face,  I  immediately  recognised  a  handsome 
Greek,  attached  to  the  retinue  of  Barozzo.  I  had 
occasionally  seen  this  man  in  a  tavern  at  Peschiera. 
His  demeanour  was  fierce  and  repulsive,  but  my 
eagerness  to  learn  some  particulars  of  my  father's 
untimely  death  in  Candia  prompted  me  to  cultivate 
his  acquaintance,  and  I  played  with  him  the  game 
of  Morra,  forgave  his  losses,  and  paid  for  his  wine. 
Whether  the  remembrance  of  this  kindness  excited 
his  compunction,  or  whether  he  wished  to  atone  for 
his  past  offences,  I  know  not,  but" he  thus  addressed 
me  in  broken  accents : 

"  4  Son  of  Montalto !  a  just  retribution  has  over 
taken  me.  My  necessities  sold  me  to  the  savage 
Barozzo.  He  hired  the  dagger  which  pierced  thy 
noble  father,  and  the  same  weapon  would  have 
destroyed  thee  had  not  thy  better  fortune  interpos 
ed.  Listen  to  the  counsel  of  a  dying  man.  Beware 
of  Barozzo  I  He  has  a  long  grasp,  and  will  not 


COLONNA   THE  PAINTER.  83 

spare  thy  young  life.     Fly,  without  delay,  or  thy 
destruction  is  inevitable  ! ' 

"Here  his  voice  failed  him  ;  a  convulsive  tremor 
shook  his  frame ;  he  became  motionless,  and  appa 
rently  lifeless.  But  Greeks  are  cunning  to  a  proverb, 
and  as  it  was  of  vital  moment  to  conceal  from  the 
governor  the  failure  of  his  murderous  design,  I 
struck  the  assassin's  dagger  deep  into  his  heart, 
and  rolled  him  down  the  slope  of  a  contiguous 
ravine.  I  now  recollected  that  Barozzo  had  twenty 
Greek  bloodhounds  carousing  in  the  taverns  of  Pes- 
chiera,  and  thinking  it  too  probable  that  he  had 
commissioned  more  than  one  of  them  to  hunt  me 
down,  I  crossed  the  lake,  to  devise  with  you  the 
means  to  detach  this  demon  from  his  myrmidons, 
and  force  him  into  single  combat.  I  have  bound 
myself,  by  all  that  is  most  sacred,  to  destroy  him,  or 
to  perish  in  the  attempt;  and  should  no  fair  and 
open  avenue  to  vengeance  offer,  I  will  stab  him  at 
Foscari's  table,  or  even  rend  him  limb  from  limb  at 
Laura's  feet.  And  now,  my  Angelo !  I  conjure  you 
by  our  bond  of  friendship,  by  every  generous  feel 
ing  in  your  nature,  to  lend  me  that  aid,  without 
which  I  shall  be  driven  to  the  desperate  and  ignoble 
alternative  of  assassination.  You  know  well  that 
it  would  be  in  vain  to  summon  the  governor  of 
Candia  to  a  personal  encounter.  He  is  a  veteran 
soldier  of  established  reputation,  and  he  knows  that 
he  need  not  fight  to  maintain  it ;  nor  will  a  man  who 
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has  reached  the  summit  of  opulence  and  distinction 
descend  from  his  vantage-ground,  and  risk  the  loss 
of  so  much  earthly  good  in  mortal  combat  with  the 
proscribed  and  desperate  son  of  Montalto." 

To  this  tale  of  visionary  and  real  horrors,  height 
ened  and  dramatised  by  the  indignant  eloquence  of 
Colonna,  I  listened  with  intense  interest,  and  my 
abhorrence  of  the  monstrous  cruelty  of  Barozzo 
swelled  into  active  sympathy  and  a  firm  resolve  to 
second,  at  all  hazards,  the  just  vengeance  of  this 
noble  and  deeply-injured  youth.  I  felt  also  the 
necessity  of  immediate  interference  to  save  his  life. 
The  governor  was  evidently  fearful  of  the  retribu 
tion  so  justly  due  to  his  unparalleled  atrocity,  and 
he  had,  moreover,  been  galled  to  the  quick  by  the 
taunting  deportment  of  the  young  artist  while  sit 
ting  for  his  portrait.  He  would  soon  suspect  the 
failure  of  his  first  attempt  upon  the  life  of  Colonna, 
and  would  inevitably  follow  up  his  base  design  by 
employing  the  numerous  daggers  in  his  pay.  The 
hatred  of  the  young  Florentine  was  deadly  and  im 
placable,  and  his  determination  to  sacrifice  this 
mortal  foe  of  his  family  spurned  all  control,  and 
raged  like  a  tempest ;  but  his  impetuosity  would 
prevent  the  accomplishment  of  his  object,  and  too 
probably  betray  him  into  the  toils  of  his  cool  and 
crafty  enemy,  who  never  quitted  the  Villa  Foscari 
without  one  or  more  well-armed  attendants.  From 
an  affectation,  too,  of  military  display,  or  probably 
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from  a  consciousness  that  he  had  many  personal 
enemies,  the  governor  wore  at  all  times  a  corselet  of 
scaled  armour,  composed  of  the  light,  well-tempered 
Spanish  steel,  which  resists  the  point  of  sword  or 
dagger.  Had  I  wished  to  save  the  life  of  this  law 
less  pander  to  the  cruelty  of  Cosmo,  I  saw  no  ex 
pedient  which  would  not  expose  my  valued  friend 
to  imminent  and  deadly  peril;  and  could  I  for  a 
moment  hesitate  between  the  chivalrous,  the  princely 
Colonna,  so  unrivalled  in  form  and  feature,  so  ele 
vated  and  pure  in  sentiment,  so  eminently  fitted,  by 
his  high  intelligence,  his  glowing  diction,  arid  his 
kindling,  all-impelling  energies,  to  rouse  a  better, 
higher,  nobler  spirit,  in  all  who  came  within  the 
sphere  of  his  activity — could  I  pause  an  instant 
between  this  first  of  nature's  nobles  and  the  base 
Barozzo,  who,  inaccessible  to  pity,  and  fortified 
against  all  compunction  by  years  of  crime,  had,  un 
provoked,  and  with  the  malice  of  a  demon,  destroyed 
the  best  and  bravest  of  the  sons  of  Florence  ? 

With  prompt  and  ardent  enthusiasm,  I  assured 
him  of  my  devotion  to  his  cause,  and  unfolded  to 
him  a  stratagem,  which  my  knowledge  of  the  sur 
rounding  country,  and  of  the  habits  of  Barozzo,  had 
readily  suggested.  During  the  frequent  absence  of 
Colonna,  I  had  occasionally  joined  the  governor  in 
his  equestrian  excursions,  and,  from  neighbourly 
feeling  to  the  senator  Foscari,  had  escorted  his 
guest  to  the  most  picturesque  scenery  of  this 
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romantic  district.  His  rides  were  daily,  and  at  the 
same  hour.  I  proposed  to  join  him  as  usual,  and  to 
lead  him  into  a  narrow  and  unfrequented  defile  in 
the  mountains,  which  rise  from  the  lake  about  three 
leagues  from  Peschiera.  Colonna  might  there  await 
and  force  him  into  personal  encounter,  while  I  would 
act  as  umpire,  and  prevent  any  interference  from  the 
Greek  escort  of  the  wary  chieftain.  At  this  pro 
posal  Colonna  eagerly  approached,  and  embraced 
me  with  grateful  rapture.  His  dark  eye  kindled 
with  its  wonted  fire  ;  his  pallid  cheeks  were  flushed; 
the  settled  gloom,  which  had  so  long  clouded  his 
fine  features,  vanished  like  mists  before  the  sun,  and 
was  succeeded  by  a  radiant  and  exulting  energy, 
eloquently  expressive  of  his  conviction  that  the 
hope  on  which  he  had  lived  so  long — the  hope  of 
just  revenge — would  now  be  realised. 

I  urged  him  to  seek,  in  immediate  repose,  the 
restoration  of  his  exhausted  strength,  and  under 
took  to  provide  him  with  a  managed  horse,  armour, 
and  weapons,  which  should  place  him  upon  a  level 
with  his  mailed  and  well-mounted  antagonist.  Horse 
and  armour,  however,  he  promptly  declined.  He 
would  find  an  expedient,  he  said,  to  compel  Barozzo 
to  fight  him  foot  to  foot,  and  he  pledged  himself  to 
find  a  way  with  a  good  weapon  through  the  scaly 
corselet  of  his  serpent  foe.  He  requested  only  a 
straight  two-edged  sword,  of  well-tried  temper; 
and  a  woodman's  axe,  the  purpose  of  which  he  did 
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not  explain.  He  then  left  me,  to  plunge  into  the 
lake,  and  to  find  in  its  pure  and  bracing  waters  that 
refreshment  which,  he  said,  it  would  be  a  vain 
attempt  to  obtain  in  sleep,  while  I  proceeded  to  my 
father's  armoury,  and  selected  from  the  numerous 
weapons  which  adorned  it,  a  long  and  powerful  two- 
edged  blade,  which  he  had  brought  from  the  Levant. 
This  sword  was  black  from  hilt  to  point,  and  desti 
tute  of  ornament,  except  some  golden  hieroglyphics 
near  the  guard ;  but  I  knew  that  it  had  stood  the 
brunt  of  several  stirring  campaigns,  without  mate 
rial  injury  to  its  admirable  edge  and  temper. 

After  a  short  and  unrefreshing  slumber,  I  arose 
with  the  sun,  and  hastened,  with  the  sword  and 
woodman's  axe,  to  the  saloon  of  Colonna.  His  garb 
was  usually  plain,  almost  to  homeliness,  and  chosen 
probably  with  a  view  to  the  better  concealment  of 
his  rank ;  but  for  this  day  of  vengeance  he  had 
donned  the  princely  costume  of  the  Tuscan  nobles. 
A  rich  vest  of  embroidered  scarlet,  and  pantaloons 
of  woven  silk,  were  closely  fitted  to  his  noble  person, 
which,  I  have  said  before,  was  fashioned  in  the 
choicest  mould  of  manly  beauty,  and  now,  so  wor 
thily  adorned,  displayed  in  all  its  high  perfection 
that  faultless  union  of  symmetry  and  strength,  so 
rarely  seen  in  life ;  equalling,  indeed,  the  Vatican 
Antinous  in  classic  elegance  of  form,  but  far  sur 
passing  that  fine  statue  in  stature  and  heroic  char 
acter  of  look  and  bearing.  A  mantle  of  the  richest 
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velvet  hung  from  his  well-formed  shoulders,  while 
a  nodding  plume  adorned  his  Spanish  hat  and  shaded 
his  dark  eyes,  which  lighted  up  as  they  beheld  me 
with  bright  and  eager  flashes  of  impatience. 

"  Thou  art  indeed  the  'pearl  and  pride  of  Florence,' 
my  Colonna  ! "  I  exclaimed,  in  irrepressible  admira 
tion,  applying,  as  I  approached  him,  the  poetical 
simile  of  his  Laura. 

Kegardless  of  the  compliment,  he  grasped  the  un 
pretending  weapon  I  held  out  to  him,  and  plucked 
it  from  the  scabbard.  Tracing  at  a  glance  its 
Oriental  pedigree,  he  doubled  the  strong  blade  with 
ease,  until  the  point  touched  and  rebounded  from  the 
guard,  and  then  severed  with  its  unyielding  edge 
an  iron  nail  projecting  from  the  wall.  "  This  plain 
old  weapon,"  said  he,  with  an  exulting  smile,  "  is 
worth  a  dukedom.  'Twill  pierce  a  panoply  of  Milan 
steel,  and  I  pledge  myself  to  make  it  search  the 
vitals  of  this  ruffian  governor.  But  these  are  words, 
Pisani;  and  words,  the  Roman  proverb  says,  are 
feminine,  while  deeds  alone  are  masculine.  Fare 
well,  then,  till  we  meet  in  the  defile.  It  is  essential 
to  my  purpose  that  I  reach  the  ground  some  hours 
before  Barozzo." 

He  then  embraced  me  cordially,  concealed  the 
axe  beneath  his  mantle,  and  departed  for  the  moun 
tains,  intending  to  cross  the  lake  to  a  point  not 
distant  from  the  scene  of  action.  At  an  early  hour 
I  mounted  my  horse,  and  rode  towards  the  Villa 
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Foscari.  In  the  -vicinity  of  Peschiera  I  descried 
the  governor  proceeding  on  his  daily  morning  ex 
cursion  to  the  mountains.  I  had  hitherto  rarely 
seen  him  with  more  than  one  attendant,  but  he  was 
now  closely  followed  by  two  well-mounted  Greeks 
of  lofty  stature,  attired  in  the  gorgeous  costume  of 
the  Levant,  and  armed  with  scimitar  and  dagger. 
The  square  and  athletic  person  of  their  chief  was 
arrayed  in  the  splendid  garb  of  a  military  com 
mander  of  distinguished  rank.  His  ample  chest 
was  covered  with  a  corselet  of  light  scale-armour, 
which  yielded  to  every  motion  of  his  frame,  and 
was  partially  concealed  by  a  broad  sash,  and  a 
capacious  velvet  mantle.  A  sword  of  unusual 
length  hung  from  his  belt,  whence  also  projected 
the  handle  of  a  poniard,  which  blazed  with  jewels 
of  great  lustre  and  value.  At  the  age  of  forty-two, 
Barozzo  was  still  in  the  full  vigour  of  manhood;  and 
the  martial  ease  and  energy  of  his  movements 
indicated  that  he  would  find  full  occupation  for  the 
quick  eye  and  unrivalled  skill  of  the  comparatively 
unarmed  Colonna. 

The  governor  saluted  me  as  usual,  and  after  some 
remarks  upon  the  beauty  of  the  surrounding  scenery, 
he  carelessly  inquired  where  my  friend  the  painter 
was.  I  replied,  that  he  was  gone  up  the  lake  in 
his  bark,  and  described  him  as  an  itinerant  person 
age,  who  delighted  in  ranging  over  the  Brescian 
-mountains,  where  he  passed  a  considerable  portion 
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of  his  time  in  sketching,  and  was  but  an  occasional 
inmate  of  my  father's  villa.  The  governor  made 
no  comment,  and  resumed  bis  observations  on  the 
wild  mountain  scenery  to  which  we  were  approach 
ing.  I  inquired  if  he  had  yet  discovered  in  his 
rides  a  defile  of  singular  and  romantic  beauty,  the 
avenue  to  which,  from  the  main-road,  was  concealed 
by  a  grove  of  beech.  He  replied  in  the  negative, 
and  assented  to  my  proposal  that  we  should  explore 
it.  A  ride  of  two  hours  brought  us  to  the  secluded 
entrance  of  this  picturesque  ravine,  and  we  de 
scended  into  its  deep  and  silent  recesses.  The 
road  was  stony,  rugged,  and  unfrequented;  and, 
except  at  intervals,  admitted  only  two  horsemen 
abreast.  The  mountains  on  each  side  rose  with 
bold  abruptness,  and  their  mossy  surfaces  were 
dotted  with  perennial  oaks  and  lofty  beeches,  which 
threw  their  arched  and  interwoven  branches  across 
the  chasm,  and  intercepted  agreeably  the  glare  and 
heat  of  the  morning  sun.  We  had  proceeded  about 
a  league  along  this  still  and  dusky  hollow,  when 
we  distinguished  the  sound  of  a  woodman's  axe, 
and  the  sharp  report  of  its  echo  from  the  opposite 
cliffs.  We  soon  reached  the  spot  above  which  the 
labourer  was  employed ;  but  the  profusion  of  foliage 
and  underwood  entirely  screened  the  person  of  the 
woodman,  whose  axe  continued  to  descend  with 
unabated  energy.  We  had  advanced  about  a  hun 
dred  paces  beyond  this  point,  when  our  course  was 
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arrested  by  a  groaning  and  mighty  crash,  succeeded 
by  a  stunning  shock,  which  shook  the  ravine  like 
an  earthquake,  and  was  re-echoed  in  deep,  long 
mutterings  by  the  adjacent  rocks.  Tranquillising 
our  startled  coursers,  we  looked  around  and  beheld 
a  colossal  beech,  lying  in  the  narrow  pathway, 
which  it  filled  up  like  a  rampart.  The  Greeks, 
who  had  loitered  to  discern,  if  possible,  the  person 
of  the  vigorous  woodman,  were  intercepted  by  the 
fallen  giant  of  the  mountain,  but  had  escaped  in 
jury,  as  we  could  perceive  them  in  their  saddles 
through  the  foliage. 

Startled  by  the  ominous  appearance  of  this  inci 
dent,  the  governor  immediately  rode  back,  and 
bade  his  attendants  dismount  and  lead  their  horses 
over  a  sheep-path  which  rose  on  the  mountain 
slope,  above  the  level  of  the  fallen  tree,  while  he 
would  ride  on  slowly  until  they  rejoined  him.  Exe 
crating  the  peasant  who  had  thus  annoyed  him,  he 
turned  his  courser's  head,  and  we  proceeded  at  a 
slow  pace  to  the  now  contiguous  spot  which  I  had 
described  to  Colonna  as  best  suited  to  his  purpose. 
Here  the  base  of  an  enormous  cliff  projected  like  a 
rampart  into  the  defile,  and  sloped  abruptly  into 
two  right  angles,  connected  by  a  level  line  of  nearly 
perpendicular  rock,  which  rose  in  castellated  gran 
deur  to  a  towering  height.  The  numerous  crevices 
and  hollows  were  fringed  with  dazzling  heath- 
flowers  and  luxuriant  creepers,  between  which  the 
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bare  black  surface  of  the  rock  frowned  on  the  pass 
ing  gazer  like  the  ruined  stronghold  of  some  moun 
tain  robber.  We  now  turned  the  first  angle  of  the 
cliff,  looking  upward  as  we  rode  at  the  majestic 
front  of  this  singular  work  of  nature.  Still  gazing, 
we  had  proceeded  about  fifty  paces,  and  the  gover 
nor  was  remarking,  that  the  level  and  lofty  summit 
would  make  a  commanding  military  station,  when 
suddenly  our  coursers  halted,  and  looking  down 
we  saw  before  us  the  tall  and  kingly  figure  of 
Colonna,  standing  like  an  apparition  in  the  pathway. 
His  right  hand  rested  on  his  unsheathed  sword,  and 
his  attitude  was  that  of  careless  and  assured  compo 
sure  ;  but  in  his  gathered  brow,  and  in  the  boding 
glitter  of  his  eye,  I  could  discern  the  deadly  pur 
pose  of  the  forest  lion,  about  to  spring  upon  his 
prey,  and  fully  confident  in  his  own  powers  and 
resources.  At  this  sudden  encounter  of  Montalto's 
son,  who  seemed  to  start  with  spectral  abruptness 
from  the  ground  beneath  us,  Barozzo  shook  in  his 
saddle  as  if  he  had  seen  an  accusing  spirit.  For 
a  moment  the  blood  left  his  face,  his  breath  short 
ened,  and  his  chest  heaved  with  strong  internal 
emotion,  but  his  iron  features  soon  regained  their 
wonted  character  of  intrepidity.  He  then  darted 
upon  me  a  keen  look  of  inquiry  and  suspicion ; 
before,  however,  he  had  time  to  speak,  Colonna  was 
upon  him.  Kapidly  advancing,  he  seized  the 
bridle  of  his  horse,  and  thus  addressed  him  : — 
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44  Barozzo !  the  measure  of  thy  crimes  is  full,  and 
retribution  is  at  hand  1  Colonna  the  painter  is  no 
more,  but  the  son  of  Montalto  has  escaped  thy 
dagger,  and  demands  atonement  for  his  father's 
blood.  Dismount,  assassin  I  and  defend  thy  worth 
less  life  I" 

The  deep  and  startling  grandeur  of  Colonna's 
voice,  and  the  implacable  hostility  which  flashed 
from  his  fierce  eyeballs,  shook  the  firm  sinews  of 
the  guilty  governor,  and  again  his  swarthy  linea 
ments  were  blanched  with  terror.  By  a  sudden 
and  powerful  effort,  however,  he  regained  self- 
mastery,  and  gathering  into  his  grim  features  all 
the  pride  and  insolence  of  his  soul,  he  darted  upon 
his  youthful  enemy  a  sneer  of  contempt.  "  Pre 
suming  vagrant  1"  he  shouted,  in  accents  hoarse 
with  wrath,  "  dare  to  impede  my  progress,  and  my 
retinue,  which  is  at  hand,  shall  scatter  thy  limbs 
on  the  highway !  " 

Still  firmly  'grasping  the  bridle,  Colonna  eyed 
him  for  a  moment  with  quiet  scorn,  and  then 
he  smiled — briefly  indeed,  but  with  a  stinging 
mockery,  a  hot  and  withering  scorn  of  eye  and 
lip,  that  seared  the  haughty  chieftain  to  the  brain. 
Writhing  with  sudden  frenzy,  he  spurred  his 
mettled  charger,  and  endeavoured  to  ride  down  his 
opponent;  but  the  generous  animal,  true  to  the 
instincts  of  a  nature  nobler  than  his  master's, 
refused  to  advance,  and  plunged  and  demi-volted 
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with  a  violence  which  would  have  unseated  a 
less  experienced  rider.  At  this  moment,  the  heavy 
trampling  of  approaching  horses  rolled  in  doubling 
echoes  through  the  ravine.  Encouraged  by  the 
welcome  sound,  Barozzo  attempted  to  draw  his 
sword,  but  before  the  plunging  of  his  horse  would 
allow  him  to  reach  the  hilt,  the  vigilant  Colonna 
smote  him  on  the  cheek  with  his  sheathed  weapon. 
Then  relinquishing  the  bridle,  and  stepping  lightly 
sideways,  he  struck  the  horse's  flank,  and  the 
startled  animal,  straining  every  sinew,  bounded 
away  like  a  ball,  and  quickly  disappeared  round 
the  second  angle  of  the  cliff,  followed  by  the  loud 
laugh  of  the  exulting  Colonna,  whose  fierce  ha ! 
ha !  re-echoed  through  the  rocky  hollow  like  a 
trumpet-call.  Meanwhile  the  Greeks,  who  had 
turned  the  first  angle  in  time  to  behold  the  termi 
nation  of  the  struggle,  drew  their  sabres,  and 
pushing  their  horses  into  a  gallop,  rushed  down 
upon  us  like  infuriated  tigers.  Anticipating  their 
attack,  I  was  not  unprepared  to  aid  my  gallant 
friend  in  this  emergency ;  but  all  assistance  was 
superfluous  to  one  so  fertile  in  resources.  He 
turned  with  graceful  promptitude  upon  the  savage 
Cretans,  and  before  their  powerful  steeds  could 
measure  the  short  intervening  distance,  his  sword 
was  firmly  set  between  his  teeth,  and  two  pistols 
appeared  with  magical  abruptness  in  his  grasp. 
Levelled  by  an  eye  which  never  failed,  these 
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weapons  lodged  a  bullet  in  the  breast  of  each  ap 
proaching  Greek.  The  colossal  riders  reeled  in 
their  saddles ;  their  sabres  quivered  in  their  weak 
ened  grasp,  and  reclining  for  support  upon  the 
necks  of  their  startled  horses,  they  successively 
passed  us,  and  turned  the  angle  beyond  which  their 
chief  had  disappeared.  Colonna  now  threw  down 
his  pistols,  and  exclaimed  exultingly,  "  Now  is  the 
crowning  hour,  my  Angelo  I  follow  me,  and  you 
shall  find  the  scaly  monster  of  my  dream  caught  in 
a  trap  from  which  no  human  power  can  free  him." 

I  rode  by  his  side  in  wondering  anticipation,  and 
when  we  had  passed  the  angle,  I  beheld  a  scene 
which  still  remains  engraven  on  my  memory.  The 
defile  here  expanded  into  an  irregular  oval,  the 
extremity  of  which  was  blocked  up  by  a  dense  and 
impervious  mass  of  young  beech  and  poplar,  rising 
above  thrice  the  height  of  a  tall  man,  and  levelled 
that  morning  by  the  ponderous  axe  of  the  indefati 
gable  Colonna.  The  courser  of  Barozzo  had  plunged 
deep  into  the  leafy  labyrinth,  and  the  unhorsed 
governor,  entangled  by  his  velvet  drapery,  was 
endeavouring  to  extricate  himself  from  the  forked 
and  intersecting  branches,  while  the  horses  of  the 
Greeks  stood  panting  in  the  shade,  near  the  bleed 
ing  bodies  of  their  fallen  masters,  and  the  noble 
brutes  snorted  with  horror,  and  shook  in  every  joint, 
as  with  lowered  necks  and  flaming  eyes,  they 
snuffed  the  blood  of  the  expiring  wretches. 
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As  we  approached  the  governor,  he  succeeded 
in  releasing  himself  by  cutting  his  rich  mantle  into 
shreds  with  his  dagger.  Stepping  out  of  his  leafy- 
toils,  he  stood  before  us  like  a  wild  beast  caught 
in  a  hunter's  trap,  foaming,  furious,  and  breathless, 
but  evidently  dismayed  by  the  sudden  and  irreme 
diable  loss  of  his  armed  followers.  Divested  of  the 
drapery  which  had  served  the  double  purpose  of 
concealment  and  display,  we  observed  that  he  was 
accoutred  in  back  and  breast  proof  armour,  of  the 
light  steel  scales  I  have  before  described.  He 
looked  the  very  serpent  of  Colonna's  dream,  and 
the  malignant  scowl  of  his  small  and  snaky  eyes 
gave  singular  force  to  the  resemblance.  His  gener 
ous  enemy  allowed  him  time  to  recover  from  the 
fatigue  of  disentangling  himself,  and  then  approach 
ed  him.  u  Barozzo  1  "  said  he,  "last  night  I  shot 
thy  cowardly  assassin.  In  dying  penitence  he 
called  himself  thy  agent  in  the  murder  of  my  noble 
parent,  and  bade  me  shun  the  daggers  of  thy  savage 
Cretans.  But  Montalto's  son  would  risk  a  thousand 
lives  to  gain  his  just  revenge,  and  again  he  warns 
thee  to  defend  thy  life.  Pisani  shall  be  umpire  of 
the  combat,  and  his  time-honoured  name  is  pledge 
enough  that  no  foul  play  is  meant  thee." 

The  governor,  who  had  now  recovered  breath 
and  self-possession,  folded  his  arms,  and  met  the 
stern  defiance  of  his  youthful  foe  with  a  look  of 
contemptuous  indifference.  Not  deigning  a  reply, 
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he  addressed  himself  to  me  in  tones  of  angry  expos 
tulation,  and  expressed  his  indignant  surprise  that  a 
son  of  the  Senator  Pisani  should  thus  lend  himself 
to  the  designs  of  a  young  vagrant,  who  was  destined 
to  grace  the  benches  of  a  galley.  My  reply  was  an 
ticipated  by  the  fiery  Colonna,  whose  sword  flashed 
with  lightning  quickness  from  the  scabbard,  while 
his  haughty  lip  curled  up  with  unutterable  scorn. 

"  Remorseless  villain !  "  he  shouted,  in  a  voice 
of  appalling  wrath,  "I  know  a  venom  yet  shall 
sting  thy  recreant  spirit  into  action.  Know,  Ercole 
Barozzo !  that  Foscari's  daughter  was  wooed  and 
won  by  me — plighted  her  troth  to  me — long  ere  she 
saw  thy  truculent  and  yellow  visage.  Nay,  more, 
she  would  ere  this  have  fled  with  me  from  Lombardy, 
had  not  higher  duties  staid  our  mutual  purpose." 

The  governor,  although  a  renowned  and  fearless 
soldier  in  earlier  life,  had  betrayed  a  terror  on  the 
first  view  of  Colonna,  and  a  reluctance  to  engage 
with  him  in  single-handed  conflict,  which  I  had 
referred  to  the  depressing  action  of  a  diseased  con 
science,  or  to  the  increased  love  of  life  generated 
by  his  prosperous  condition  ;  but  a  taunt  like  this 
was  beyond  all  human  endurance  ;  it  stung  him  to 
the  very  soul,  and  roused  his  lazy  valour  into  life 
and  fury.  His  sinews  stiffened  with  rage,  and  his 
widely-opened  eyes  glared  upon  Colonna  like  those 
of  a  tigress  at  bay,  while  his  teeth  remained  firmly 
clenched,  and  inaudible  maledictions  quivered  on 

N 
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liis  working  lips.  Tearing  his  formidable  sword 
from  its  sheath,  he  rushed  like  one  delirious  upon 
his  adversary,  and  their  blades  met  with  a  clash 
which  told  the  deadly  rancour  of  the  combatants. 

I  now  witnessed  a  conflict  unparalleled  for  intense 
and  eager  thirst  of  blood.  It  was  truly  the  death- 
grapple  of  the  lion  and  the  serpent.  The  noble  and 
generous  Colonna,  pursuing  his  just  revenge,  and 
trusting,  like  the  kingly  animal,  to  native  strength 
and  courage,  sought  no  unfair  advantage ;  while 
the  crafty  Barozzo,  huge  in  body,  tortuous  in  mind, 
and  scaled  with  impenetrable  steel,  well  personified 
the  reptile  of  Colonna's  vision.  Although  a  prac 
tised  and  wary  swordsman,  he  did  not  wield  his 
weapon  like  Colonna,  who,  with  equal  skill  in  stra 
tagem  and  feint,  was  unrivalled  in  that  lightning- 
quickness  and  ready  sympathy  of  eye  and  hand,  for 
which  the  Italians  are  pre-eminent  amongst  the 
swordsmen  of  Europe  ;  but  the  courage  and  self- 
possession  of  the  governor  had  been  exercised  in 
frequent  conflicts  with  the  Moslem;  his  sinews 
were  strung  with  martial  toil  and  daily  exercise  j 
and  his  well-mailed  person  presented  so  little  vul 
nerable  surface  as  greatly  to  protract  and  facilitate 
his  defence.  He  soon  learned,  however,  to  respect 
the  formidable  skill  and  untiring  arm  of  his  young 
opponent!,  whose  weapon  played  with  a  motion  so 
rapid  and  incessant,  that  he  seemed  to  parry  and 
thrust  at  the  same  instant ;  and  had  not  the  large; 
and  powerful  hand  of  Barozzo  retained  a  firm  grasp 
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of  his  hilt,  he  would  have  been  disarmed  at  the  first 
onset.  After  a  few  passes,  Colonna's  point  struck 
the  centre  of  the  governor's  corselet  with  a  force 
which  made  the  scales  sink  deep  beneath  the  pres 
sure,  but  the  tempered  steel  resisted  this  and  many 
other  well-directed  hits.  The  conflict  proceeded 
with  unabated  fierceness,  and  for  a  period  which 
would  have  utterly  exhausted  men  of  ordinary 
lungs  and  sinews,  when  Barozzo,  finding  all  his 
lunges  ineffective,  and  fearing  premature  exhaus 
tion,  endeavoured  to  sustain  and  collect  his  powers 
by  remaining  on  the  defensive  ;  but  it  was  now  too 
late.  His  sword  was  irrecoverably  entangled  in 
the  whirlwind  involutions  of  Colonna's  weapon — 
his  hold  began  to  relax — and  he  saw  the  moment 
rapidly  approaching  when  he  should  be  disarmed, 
and  at  the  mercy  of  an  unappeasable  foe.*  Despair 
ing  of  success,  thirsting  for  revenge,  and  regardless 
of  the  laws  of  fair  and  open  combat,  he  suddenly 
drew  his  long  dagger,  dropped  on  one  knee,  and 
made  a  thrust  which  would  have  proved  fatal  to  a 

*  When  a  student  in  Germany,  the  writer  had  twelve  months' 
drill  in  fencing  from  a  French  emigrant,  and  saw  a  fencing-match 
d  Voutrance  between  that  equivocal  personage  the  Chevalier  d'Eon 
— then  an  elderly  man  or  woman — with  a  young  and  vigorous  fenc 
ing-master,  an  emigrant  nobleman,  who,  like  Colonna,  by  rapid 
involutions,  so  entangled  the  foil  of  the  Chevalier,  that  he  was  at 
length  quite  exhausted,  and  unable  to  ward  off  the  incessant  attacks 
of  his  adversary.  He  recollects,  too,  a  curious  fact,  that  the  Che 
valier,  when  fencing,  emitted,  whenever  he  lunged  out,  a  succession 
of  sounds  from  the  throat,  which  he  can  only  compare  with  the 
short  grunts  of  a  frightened  pig.— April  1858. 
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less  vigilant  adversary.  But  Colonna  had  antici 
pated  the  possibility  of  this  base  attempt  from  one 
so  destitute  of  all  chivalrous  feeling,  and  his  quick 
eye  observed  and  met  the  movement.  Stepping 
lightly  back,  he  whirled  his  keen-edged  blade  with 
a  force  which  cut  deep  into  Barozzo's  wrist.  The 
dagger  dropped  from  his  palsied  grasp,  and,  at  the 
same  instant,  his  sword  flew  above  his  head.  Col- 
orina,  having  disarmed  his  treacherous  enemy  while 
still  kneeling,  disdained  to  follow  up  his  advantage, 
and  coolly  said  to  him,  "  That  trick  was  worthy  of 
you,  governor  !  but  your  murderous  game  is  nearly 
up.  Resume  your  sword,  and  clutch  the  guard 
more  firmly,  or  in  three  passes  more  you  will  be 
food  for  vultures  !  " 

Barozzo,  who  had  started  from  the  ground,  arid 
now  stood  foaming  at  the  mouth  like  a  chafed  pan 
ther,  said  nothing  in  reply,  but  seized  his  sword, 
and  rushed  upon  his  generous  adversary  with  des 
perate  but  unavailing  ferocity.  I  could  now  per 
ceive  that  Colonna  pressed  him  more  hotly  than 
before,  and  that  his  point  no  longer  sought  the 
corselet,  but  the  throat  of  Barozzo,  where  indeed 
alone  he  was  mortally  vulnerable,  and  where,  ere 
long,  the  death-stroke  reached  him.  A  few  passes 
had  been  exchanged  without  a  hit,  when  suddenly 
Barozzo's  sword  again  flew  from  his  grasp,  and  long 
before  it  reached  the  ground,  Colonna's  point  was 
buried  in  his  throat.  The  thrust  was  mortal.  The 
steel  had  severed  the  duct  of  life ;  the  hot  blood 
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bubbled  out  in  streams ;  and  the  huge  Barozzo 
staggered,  reeled,  and  fell  upon  his  back.  A  bloody 
froth  now  gathered  round  his  lips,  which  worked 
with  agony  and  rage ;  the  life-blood  ebbed  apace, 
and  soon  the  trunk  and  limbs  of  the  colossal  chief 
tain  were  stiffened  in  death.  But  even  in  death 
the  dominant  passions  of  his  soul  were  strongly 
written  in  his  livid  features.  His  glazed  and  sunken 
oyes  still  glared  with  fiend-like  malice  on  his  con- 
queror,  and  every  lineament  was  inwrought  with 
reckless  and  insatiable  ferocity. 

Golonna  gazed  a  while  in  solemn  and  impressive 
silence  upon  the  foe  he  had  destroyed.  His  broad 
forehead  darkened  with  deep  thought,  and  his  eyes 
saddened  with  painful  recollections  of  the  beloved 
parent  whose  untimely  death  he  had  so  well  avenged. 
Soon,  however,  his  noble  features  brightened  with 
a  fervent  look  of  blended  filial  piety  and  exultation. 
He  wiped  his  reeking  blade  upon  the  remnants  of 
Barozzo's  mantle,  and  we  retraced  our  steps.  Col- 
onna  ascended  a  sheep-path,  and  crossed  the  moun 
tain  to  regain  his  boat,  while  I  returned  by  a  cir 
cuitous  road  to  the  villa,  leaving  the  governor  of 
Candia  and  his  retinue  to  the  vultures  of  the  Apen- 
nine,  which,  with  unerring  ken,  had  espied  the  dead 
Greeks,  and  were  already  sailing  in  wide  eddies 
high  above  the  scene  of  blood. 

******* 

Here  my  friend,  who  had  with  difficulty  pursued 
his  way  through  the  mouldy  pages  of  the  decayed 
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manuscript,  was  compelled  to  make  a  final  pause. 
The  long  action  of  time  and  damp  had  nearly  obli 
terated  the  remainder  of  the  narrative,  and  glimpses 
only  of  romantic  perils  by  sea  and  land  were  occa 
sionally  discernible.  We  were  obliged  to  suspend  all 
farther  gratification  of  our  curiosity  until  our  return 
to  Venice,  where  we  hoped  by  a  chemical  process 
to  succeed  in  restoring  to  a  more  legible  tint  the 
pale  characters  of  this  interesting  manuscript. 


NAPOLEON. 

BY    J.    G.    LOCKHART. 
[MAGA.    JULY  1821.] 

THE  mighty  sun  had  just  gone  down 
Into  the  chambers  of  the  deep  ; 
The  ocean  birds  had  upward  flown. 
Each  in  his  cave  to  sleep. 

And  silent  was  the  island  shore, 

And  breathless  all  the  broad  red  sea, 

And  motionless  beside  the  door 
Our  solitary  tree. 

Our  only  tree,  our  ancient  palm, 
Whose  shadow  sleeps  our  door  beside, 

Partook  the  universal  calm, 
When  Buonaparte  died. 
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An  ancient  man,  a  stately  man, 

Came  forth  beneath  the  spreading  tree, 

His  silent  thoughts  I  could  not  scan, 
His  tears  I  needs  must  see. 

A  trembling  hand  had  partly  cover'd 
The  old  man's  weeping  countenance, 

Yet  something  o'er  his  sorrow  hover'd 
That  spake  of  War  and  France  ; 

Something  that  spake  of  other  days, 
When  trumpets  pierced  the  kindling  air, 

And  the  keen  eye  could  firmly  gaze 
Through  battle's  crimson  glare. 

Said  I,  Perchance  this  faded  hand, 
When  Life  beat  high,  and  Hope  was  young, 

By  Lodi's  wave — on  Syria's  sand — 
The  bolt  of  death  hath  flung. 

Young  Buonaparte's  battle-cry 
Perchance  hath  kindled  this  old  cheek  ; 

It  is  no  shame  that  he  should  sigh, — 
His  heart  is  like  to  break. 

He  hath  been  with  him,  young  and  old  ; 

He  climb'd  with  him  the  Alpine  snow  ; 
He  heard  the  cannon  when  they  roll'd 

Along  the  silver  Po. 

His  soul  was  as  a  sword,  to  leap 

At  his  accustom'd  leader's  word ; 
I  love  to  see  the  old  man  weep, — 

He  knew  no  other  lord. 

As  if  it  were  but  yesternight, 

This  man  remembers  dark  Eylau, — 

His  dreams  are  of  the  Eagle's  flight, 
Victorious  long  ago. 

The  memories  of  worser  time 

Are  all  as  shadows  unto  him  ; 
Fresh  stands  the  picture  of  his  prime, — 

The  later  trace  is  dim. 
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I  enter'd,  and  I  saw  him  lie 
Within  the  chamber,  all  alone, 

I  drew  near  very  solemnly 
To  dead  Napoleon. 

He  was  not  shrouded  in  a  shroud, 
He  lay  not  like  the  vulgar  dead, 

Yet  all  of  haughty,  stern,  and  proud 
From  his  pale  brow  was  fled. 

He  had  put  harness  on  to  die, 

The  eagle -star  shone  on  his  breast, 

His  sword  lay  bare  his  pillow  nigh,— 
The  sword  he  liked  the  best. 

But  calm — most  calm  was  all  his  face, 
A  solemn  smile  was  on  his  lips, 

His  eyes  were  closed  in  pensive  grace — 
A  most  serene  eclipse  ! 

You  would  have  said  some  sainted  sprite 
Had  left  its  passionless  abode, — 

Some  man,  whose  prayer  at  rnorn  and  night 
Had  duly  risen  to  God. 

What  thoughts  had  calm'd  his  dying  breast 
(For  calm  he  died)  cannot  be  known  ; 

Nor  would  I  wound  a  warrior's  rest — 
Farewell,  Napoleon  ! 

No  sculptured  pile  our  hands  shall  rear  ; 

Thy  simple  sod  the  stream  shall  lave. 
The  native  Holly's  leaf  severe 

Shall  grace  and  guard  thy  grave. 

The  Eagle  stooping  from  the  sky 

Shall  fold  his  wing  and  rest  him  here, 

And  sunwards  gaze  with  glowing  eye 
From  Buonaparte's  bier. 
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BY  COLONEL  E.  B.  HAMLEY. 

\MAGA,    NOVEMBER  1851.] 


j.          CHAPTER    I. 

jkt 

THE  Governor's  residence  at  Gibraltar  was,,  in 
days  of  Spanish  domination,  a  religious  house, 
and  still  retains  the  name  of  the  Convent.  Two 
sides  of  a  long  quadrangular  gallery,  traversing  the 
interior  of  the  building,  are  hung  with  portraits  of 
officers  present  at  the  great  siege  in  1779-83,  exe 
cuted  in  a  style  which  proves  that  Pre-Raphaelite 
painters  existed  in  those  days.  One  of  these  por 
traits  represents  my  grandfather.  To  judge  from  a 
painting  of  him  by  Sir  Joshua,  and  a  small  miniature 
likeness,  both  still  in  possession  of  the  family,  he 
must  have  been  rather  a  good-looking  old  gentle 
man,  with  an  affable,  soldier-like  air,  and  very  re 
spectable  features.  The  portrait  at  the  Convent  is 
doubtless  a  strong  likeness,  but  by  no  means  so 
nattering ;  it  represents  him  much  as  he  might  have 
appeared  in  life,  if  looked  at  through  a  cheap  opera- 
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glass.  A  full  inch  has  been  abstracted  from  his 
forehead  and  added  to  his  chin ;  the  bold  nose  has 
become  a  great  promontory  in  the  midst  of  the  level 
countenance ;  the  eyes  have  gained  in  ferocity  what 
they  have  lost  in  speculation,  and  would,  indeed,  go 
far  to  convey  a  disagreeable  impression  of  my  ances 
tor's  character,  but  for  the  inflexible  smile  of  the 
mouth.  Altogether,  the  grimness  of  the  air,  the 
buckram  rigidity  of  figure,  and  the  uncompromising 
hardness  of  his  shirt-frill  and  the  curls  of  his  wig, 
are  such  as  are  to  be  met  with  in  few  works  of  art, 
besides  the  figure-heads  of  vessels  and  the  sign 
boards  of  country  inns. 

However,  my  grandfather  is  no  worse  off  than 
his  compeers.  Not  far  from  this  one  is  another 
larger  painting,  representing  a  council  of  officers 
held  during  the  siege,  where,  notwithstanding  the 
gravity  of  the  occasion  and  the  imminence  of  the 
danger,  not  a  single  face  in  the  intrepid  assembly 
wears  the  slightest  expression  of  anxiety  or  fear, 
or,  indeed,  of  anything  else ;  and  though  my  pro 
genitor,  in  addition  to  the  graces  of  the  other  por 
trait,  is  here  depicted  with  a  squint,  yet  he  is  by 
no  means  the  most  ill-looking  individual  present. 
But  the  illustrious  governor,  Eliott,  has  suffered 
more  than  anybody  at  the  hands  of  the  artist. 
Besides  figuring  in  the  production  aforesaid,  a 
statue  of  him  stands  in  the  Alameda,  carved  in 
some  sort  of  wood,  unluckily  for  him,  of  a  durable 
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nature.  The  features  are  of  a  very  elevated  cast, 
especially  the  nose ;  the  little  legs  seem  by  no 
means  equal  to  the  task  of  sustaining  the  enor 
mous  cocked-hat ;  and  the  bearing  is  so  exces 
sively  military,  that  it  has  been  found  necessary 
to  prop  the  great  commander  from  behind  to  pre 
vent  him  from  falling  backwards. 

My  grandfather,  John  Flinders,  joined  the  gar 
rison  of  Gibraltar  as  a  major  of  infantry  a  few  years 
before  the  siege.  He  was  then  forty-seven  years 
of  age,  and  up  to  that  time  had  remained  one  of 
the  most  determined  old  bachelors  that  ever  ex 
isted.  Not  that  he  ever  declaimed  against  matri 
mony  in  the  style  of  some  of  our  young  moderns, 
who  fancy  themselves  too  strong-minded  to  marry  ; 
the  truth  being  that  they  remain  single,  either  be 
cause  they  have  not  been  gifted  by  nature  with 
tastes  sufficiently  strong  to  like  one  woman  better 
than  another,  or  else,  because  no  woman  ever  took 
the  trouble  to  lay  siege  to  them.  My  grandfather 
had  never  married,  simply,  I  believe,  because  ma 
trimony  had  never  entered  his  head.  He  seldom 
ventured,  of  his  own  choice,  into  ladies'  society, 
but,  when  he  did,  no  man  was  more  emphatically 
gallant  to  the  sex.  One  after  one,  he  saw  his 
old  friends  abandoning  the  irresponsible  ease  of 
bachelorhood  for  the  cares  of  wedded  life ;  but 
while  he  duly  congratulated  them  on  their  felicity, 
and  officiated  as  godfather  to  their  progeny,  he 
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never  seemed  to  anticipate  a  similar  destiny  for 
himself.  All  his  habits  showed  that  he  had  been 
too  long  accustomed  to  single  harness  to  go  clev 
erly  as  one  of  a  pair.  He  had  particular  hours  of 
rising  and  going  to  bed ;  of  riding  out  and  return 
ing  ;  of  settling  himself  down  for  the  evening  to  a 
book  and  pipe,  which  the  presence  of  a  helpmate 
would  have  materially  deranged.  And  therefore, 
without  holding  any  Malthusian  tenets,  without 
pitying  his  Benedick  acquaintances,  or  entertain 
ing  a  thought  of  the  sex  which  would  have  been 
in  the  least  degree  derogatory  to  the  character  of 
a  De  Coverley,  his  castles  in  the  air  were  never 
tenanted  by  any  of  his  own  posterity. 

It  was  fortunate  for  my  grandfather  that  in  his 
time  people  did  not  suffer  so  much  as  now  from 
that  chronic  inflammation  of  the  conscience,  which 
renders  them  perfectly  miserable  unless  they  are 
engaged  in  some  tangible  pursuit  —  "improving 
their  minds,"  or  "adding  to  the  general  stock  of 
information."  A  more  useless,  contented  person 
never  existed.  He  never  made  even  a  show  of 
employing  himself  profitably,  and  never  complained 
of  weariness  in  maintaining  the  monotonous  jog 
trot  of  his  simple  daily  life.  He  read  a  good  deal, 
certainly,  but  it  was  not  to  improve  his  mind,  only 
to  amuse  himself.  Strong-minded  books,  to  stimu 
late  his  thinking  faculties,  would  have  had  no 
charms  for  Mm;  he  would  as  soon  have  thought 
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of  getting  galvanised  for  the  pleasure  of  looking 
at  his  muscles.  And  I  don't  know  whether  it  was 
not  just  as  well.  In  systematically  cultivating  his 
mind,  he  would  merely  have  been  laying  a  top- 
dressing  on  a  thin  soil — manuring  where  there 
would  never  have  been  a  crop — and  some  pleasant 
old  weeds  would  have  been  pulled  up  in  the  pro 
cess.  A  green  thistly  common,  even  though  a 
goose  could  hardly  find  sustenance  there,  is  nature 
still,  which  can  hardly  be  said  of  a  patch  of  earth 
covered  with  guano. 

So  my  grandfather  went  on  enjoying  himself 
without  remorse  after  his  own  fashion,  and  never 
troubled  himself  to  think — an  operation  that  would 
have  been  inconvenient  to  himself,  and  productive 
of  no  great  results  to  the  world.  He  transplanted 
his  English  habits  to  Gibraltar;  and,  after  being 
two  years  there,  knew  nothing  more  of  Spain  or 
Spaniards  than  the  view  of  the  Andalu9ian  hills 
from  the  Eock,  and  a  short  constitutional  daily  ride 
along  the  beach  beyond  the  Spanish  lines,  to  pro 
mote  appetite  and  digestion,  afforded  him.  And  so 
he  might  have  continued  to  vegetate  during  the 
remainder  of  his  service  there,  but  for  a  new  ac 
quaintance  that  he  made  about  this  time. 

Frank  Owen,  commonly  called  Garry  Owen  by 
his  familiars,  was  one  of  those  joyous  spirits  whoso 
pleasant  faces  and  engaging  manners  serve  as  a 
perpetual  act  of  indemnity  for  all  breaches  of  de- 
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corum,  and  trespasses  over  social  and  conventional 
fences,  committed  by  them  in  the  gaiety  of  their 
hearts.  In  reproving  his  many  derelictions  of  mili 
tary  duty,  the  grim  colonel  of  the  regiment  would 
insensibly  exchange  his  habitual  tone  of  severe  dis 
pleasure  for  one  of  mild  remonstrance — influenced, 
probably,  quite  as  much,  in  secret,  by  the  popular 
ity  of  the  unrepentant  offender,  as  by  any  personal 
regard  for  him.  Captain  Hedgehog,  who  had  shot 
a  man  through  the  heart  for  corking  his  face  one 
night  when  he  was  drunk,  and  all  contact  with 
whose  detonating  points  of  honour  was  as  carefully 
avoided  by  his  acquaintance  as  if  they  had  been 
the  wires  of  a  spring-gun,  sustained  Garry's  reck 
less  personalities  with  a  sort  of  warning  growl 
utterly  thrown  away  upon  the  imperturbable  wag, 
who  would  still  persist,  in  the  innocence  of  his 
heart,  in  playing  round  the  den  of  this  military 
cockatrice.  And  three  months  after  his  arrival  in 
Gibraltar,  being  one  day  detected  by  a  fierce  old 
Spanish  lady  in  the  very  act  of  kissing  her  daughter 
behind  the  little  senorita's  great  painted  fan,  his 
good-humoured  impudence  converted  the  impending 
storm  into  a  mild  drizzle  of  reproof,  ending  in  his 
complete  restoration  to  favour. 

This  youth  had  brought  with  him  from  England 
a  letter  from  his  mother,  a  widow  lady,  an  old  friend 
of  my  grandfather,  who  had  some  thirty  years  before 
held  with  her  a  juvenile  flirtation.  It  recommended 
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to  his  protection  her  son  Frank,  about  to  join  the 
regiment  as  an  ensign,  pathetically  enlarging  on 
the  various  excellencies,  domestic  and  religious, 
which  shone  forth  conspicuously  in  the  youth's 
character,  and  of  the  comfort  of  contemplating  and 
superintending  which  she  was  about  to  be  deprived. 
In  fact,  it  had  led  my  grandfather  to  expect  a  youth 
of  extreme  docility  and  modesty,  requiring  a  pro 
tector  rather  to  embolden  than  to  restrain  him. 
After  in  vain  attempting  to  espy  in  his  young  ac 
quaintance  any  of  the  characteristics  ascribed  to 
him  in  his  mother's  letter,  the  Major,  naturally  good- 
natured  and  accessible  to  his  youthful  comrades, 
very  soon  suffered  himself  to  be  influenced  by 
the  good-humour,  vigorous  vitality,  and  careless 
cleverness  of  the  Ensign,  to  an  extent  that  caused 
him  sometimes  to  wonder  secretly  at  his  own  trans 
formation.  His  retired  habits  were  broken  in  upon, 
one  after  the  other,  till  he  had  scarcely  a  secluded 
hour  in  his  sixteen  waking  ones  to  enjoy  alone  his 
book  and  his  pipe.  His  peaceful  quarters,  silent  in 
general  as  a  monk's  cell,  would  now  be  invaded  at 
all  sorts  of  hours  by  the  jovial  Garry,  followed  by 
the  admiring  satellites  who  usually  revolved  around 
him ;  and  the  Major,  with  a  sound  between  a  groan 
and  a  chuckle,  would  close  his  well-beloved  volume 
to  listen  to  the  facetious  details  of,  and  sometimes 
to  participate  in,  the  uncongenial  freaks  of  the 
humorous  subaltern.  Once  he  had  actually  con- 
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sented,  at  about  the  hour  he  usually  went  to  bed, 
to  accompany  the  youth  to  a  Carnival  ball — one  of 
a  series  of  entertainments  at  which  the  Catholic 
youth  of  the  city  are  wont  to  indemnify  themselves 
for  the  mortifications  of  Lent,  and  where  masks, 
dominoes,  and  fancy  dresses  lend  their  aid  to  defeat 
the  vigilance  of  the  lynx-eyed  duennas  and  mammas 
who  look  anxiously  on,  perfectly  aware,  in  general, 
that  their  own  watchfulness  is  more  to  be  relied  on 
for  nipping  in  the  bud  an  indiscreet  amour,  than 
any  innate  iciness  of  temperament  or  austere  pro 
priety  in  the  objects  of  their  care.  Not  only  did 
the  Major  mingle  in  the  scene,  but  he  actually, 
about  midnight,  found  himself  figuring  in  a  cotillon 
with  a  well-developed  seiiorita  of  thirteen  years, 
whose  glances  and  deportment  showed  a  precocious 
proficiency  in  the  arts  of  flirtation.  At  this  ball 
Garry  had  become  enamoured  beyond  all  former 
passions  (and  they  were  numerous  and  inconstant, 
in  general,  as  if  he  had  been  a  Grand  Turk)  of  one 
of  his  partners,  a  young  Spanish  lady.  Her  graceful 
figure  and  motions  in  the  dance  had  at  first  capti 
vated  him — and  when,  after  dancing  with  her  him 
self,  his  eloquent  entreaties,  delivered  in  indifferent 
Spanish,  had  prevailed  on  her  to  lift  her  mask  for 
one  coy  moment,  the  vision  of  eyes  and  eyebrows 
(the  common  beauties  of  a  Spanish  countenance),  and 
the  clear  rosy  complexion,  a  much  more  rare  per 
fection,  then  revealed,  had  accomplished  the  utter 
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subjugation  of  his  errant  fancy.  She  had  vanished 
from  the  ball  silently  and  irremediably,  as  a  houri 
of  Paradise  from  the  awakening  eyes  of  an  opium- 
eating  Pasha;  and  all  his  attempts  to  trace  her, 
continued  unceasingly  for  a  couple  of  months  after 
wards,  had  proved  in  vain. 

One  morning  my  grandfather  was  seated  at  break 
fast  in  the  verandah  of  his  quarters,  situated  high 
up  the  rock  above  the  town.  Below  him  lay  the 
roofs,  terraced  and  balconied,  and  populous  with 
cats,  for  whose  convenience  the  little  flat  stone 
squares  at  the  top  of  most  of  the  houses  appeared  to 
have  been  devised.  Tall  towers,  called  mirandas, 
shot  •  up  at  intervals,  from  whose  summits  the  half- 
baked  inhabitants,  pent  within  close  walls  and 
streets,  might  catch  refreshing  glimpses  of  the  blue 
sea  and  the  hills  of  Spain — conveniences  destined 
soon  afterwards  to  be  ruined  by  the  enemy's  fire, 
or  pulled  down  to  avoid  attracting  it,  and  never 
rebuilt.  Beyond  the  white  sunny  ridge  of  the  line 
wall  came  the  sharp  edge  of  the  bay,  rising  in  high 
perspective  to  the  purple  coast  of  Spain  opposite, 
which  was  sprinkled  with  buildings  white  as  the 
sails  that  dotted  the  water.  My  grandfather  was 
in  a  state  of  great  sensual  enjoyment,  sniffing  up 
the  odour  of  the  large  geranium-bushes  that  grew 
in  clumps  in  the  little  garden  in  front,  and  the  roses 
that  twined  thickly  round  the  trellis  of  the  vine- 
roofed  verandah;  sipping  thick  creamy  Spanish 
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chocolate  between  the  mouthfuls  of  red  mullet, 
broiled  in  white  paper,  the  flavour  of  which  he  was 
diligently  comparing  with  that  of  some  specimens  of 
the  same  fish  which  he  remembered  to  have  eaten  in 
his  youth  in  Devonshire ;  and  glancing  sideways 
over  the  cup  at  an  open  volume  of  Shakespeare, 
leaned  slopingly  on  the  edge  of  a  plate  of  black 
figs  bursting  with  ripeness,  like  trunk-hose  slashed 
with  crimson.  The  Major  was  none  of  your  skim 
ming  readers,  who  glance  through  a  work  of  art  as 
if  it  were  a  newspaper — measure,  weigh  it,  and 
deliver  a  critical  opinion  on  it,  before  the  more 
reverential  student  has  extricated  himself  from  the 
toils  of  the  first  act  or  opening  chapter :  not  he ; 
he  read  every  word,  and  affixed  a  meaning,  right  or 
wrong,  to  all  the  hard,  obsolete  ones.  The  dramatic 
fitness  of  the  characters  was  not  to  be  questioned 
by  him,  any  more  than  that  of  the  authentic  person 
ages  of  history.  He  would  reason  on  their  acts  and 
proceedings  as  on  those  of  his  own  intimate  acquaint 
ances.  He  never  could  account  for  Hamlet's  mad 
ness  otherwise  than  by  supposing  the  Prince  must 
have,  some  time  or  other,  got  an  ugly  rap  on  the 
head — let  fall,  perhaps,  when  a  baby,  by  a  gin- 
drinking  nurse — producing,  as  in  some  persons 
he  had  himself  from  time  to  time  been  acquainted 
with,  a  temporary  aberration  of  the  wits ;  a  piece  of 
original  criticism  that  has  not  occurred  to  any  of 
the  other  commentators  on  this  much -discussed 
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point.  Of  lago  he  has  recorded  an  opinion  in  an 
old  note-book  still  extant,  where  his  observations 
appear  in  indifferent  orthography,  and  ink  yellow 
with  age,  that  he  was  a  cursed  scoundrel — an  opi 
nion  delivered  with  all  the  emphasis  of  an  original 
detector  of  crime,  anxious  that  full  though  tardy 
justice  should  be  done  to  the  delinquent's  memory. 
But  his  great  favourite  was  Falstaff:  "A  wonder 
ful  clever  fellow,  sir,"  he  would  say,  "  and  no  more 
a  coward  than  you  or  I,  sir." 

My  grandfather  proceeded  slowly  with  his  meal, 
holding  the  cup  to  his  lips  with  one  hand  and  turn 
ing  a  leaf  with  the  other — an  operation  which  he 
was  delaying  till  a  great  mosquito-hawk  (a  beautiful 
brown  moth  mottled  like  a  pheasant),  that  had  set 
tled  on  the  page,  should  think  proper  to  take  flight. 
He  had  lately  come  from  a  parade,  as  was  evidenced 
by  his  regimental  leather  breeches  and  laced  red 
waistcoat;  but  a  chintz  dressing-gown  and  a  pair  of 
yellow  Moorish  slippers  softened  down  the  warlike 
tone  of  these  garments  to  one  more  congenial  with 
his  peaceable  and  festive  pursuits.  Presently  the 
garden  door  opened,  and  a  well-known  step  ascended 
to  the  verandah.  Frank  Owen,  dressed  in  a  cool 
Spanish  costume,  advanced,  and,  stopping  three 
paces  from  the  Major,  took  off  his  tufted  sombrero 
and  made  a  low  bow. 

"You  are  the  picture,  my  dear  sir,"  he  said,  "  of 
serene  enjoyment  slightly  tinged  with  sensuality. 
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But  how  long,  may  I  ask,  have  you  taken  to  break 
fasting  on  spiders?" — pointing,  as  he  took  a  chair  op 
posite  the  Major,  at  an  immense  red-spotted  one  that 
had  dropt  from  the  ceiling  on  the  morsel  my  grand 
father  was  in  the  act  of  conveying  to  his  mouth. 

The  Major  tenderly  removed  the  insect  by  a  leg. 

"  'Tis  the  worst  of  these  al-fresco  meals,  Frank," 
said  he.  "  Yesterday  I  cut  a  green  lizard  in  two 
that  had  got  on  my  plate,  mistaking  him  for  a  bit 
of  salad — being,  as  usual,  more  intent  on  my  book 
than  my  food — and  had  very  near  swallowed  the 
tail-half  of  the  unfortunate  animal." 

"  There  are  worse  things  than  lizards  in  the 
world,"  quoth  Garry.  "Ants,  I  should  say,  were 
certainly  less  wholesome  " — and  he  directed  the 
Major's  attention  to  a  long  black  line  of  those 
interesting  creatures  issuing  from  a  hole  in  the 
pavement,  passing  in  an  unbroken  series  up  my 
ancestor's  left  leg,  the  foot  of  which  rested  on 
the  ground,  then  traversing  the  cloth,  and  terminat 
ing  at  the  loaf,  the  object  of  their  expedition. 

"Bless  me,"  said  the  Major,  as  he  rose  and  shook 
his  breeches  gently  free  from  the  marauders,  "I 
must  be  more  careful,  or  I  shall  chance  to  do  myself 
a  mischief.  But  they're  worse  at  night.  I've  been 
obliged  to  leave  off  reading  here  in  the  evenings, 
for  it  went  to  my  heart  to  see  the  moths  scorching 
their  pretty  gauzy  wings  in  the  candle  till  the 
wicks  were  half- choked  with  them." 
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"Do  you  know,  Major,"  said  Owen,  gravely, 
"  that  either  this  insect  diet,  or  the  sedentary  life 
you  lead,  is  making  you  quite  fat,  and  utterly  de 
stroying  the  symmetry  of  your  figure  ?  In  another 
week  there  will  be  one  unbroken  line  of  rotundity 
from  your  chin  to  your  knees." 

My  grandfather  glanced  downward  at  his  waist 
coat.  "No,  my  boy,  no,"  said  he;  "if  there  had 
been  any  difference,  I  should  have  known  it  by  my 
clothes.  I  don't  think  I've  gained  a  pound  this 
twelvemonth." 

"More  than  a  stone,"  quoth  Garry.  "We  all 
remarked  it  on  parade  to-day — and  remarked  it 
with  sorrow.  Now,  look  you,  a  sea  voyage  is  the 
very  thing  to  restore  your  true  proportions,  and  I 
propose  that  we  shall  take  a  short  one  together." 

"A  sea  voyage!"  quoth  my  grandfather;  "the 
boy  is  mad !  Not  if  all  the  wonders  seen  by  Sinbad 
the  Sailor  lay  within  a  day's  sail.  Did  I  not  suffer 
enough  coming  here  from  England?  I  don't  think," 
said  my  grandfather  with  considerable  pathos, 
"  that  my  digestion  has  ever  been  quite  right  to 
this  day." 

"  'Sick  of  a  calm,'  eh? — Like  your  friend  Mistress 
Tearsheet,"  said  the  youngster.  "  But  I've  settled 
it  all,  and  count  on  you.  Look  here,"  he  continued, 
drawing  from  his  pocket  a  large  printed  bill,  and  un 
folding  it  before  my  ancestor.  At  the  top  appear 
ed  in  large  capitals  the  words,  "  Plaza  de  Toros ;  " 
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and  underneath  was  a  woodcut  representing  a  bull 
gazing,  with  his  tail  in  the  air,  and  an  approving 
smile  on  his  countenance,  on  the  matadore  aboul 
to  transfix  him.  Then  followed  a  glowing  accounl 
in  Spanish  of  the  delights  of  a  great  bull-fighl 
shortly  to  take  place  at  Cadiz,  setting  forth  the 
ferocity  of  the  bulls,  the  number  of  horses  thai 
might  be  expected  to  die  in  the  arena,  and  the  fame 
of  the  picadores  and  espadas  who  were  then  and 
there  to  exhibit. 

The  Major  shook  his  head — the  captivating  pro 
spectus  had  no  charms  for  him :  he  had  not,  as  ] 
have  before  said,  an  inquiring  mind,  and  habit  was 
so  strong  in  him,  that  a  change  was  like  the  disloca 
tion  of  a  joint.  The  Ensign  proceeded  to  paint  the 
delights  of  the  excursion  in  the  brightest  colours 
he  could  command.  They  were  to  go  to  Cadiz  in 
a  boat  which  he  had  lately  bought;  she  was  a 
capital  sailer — there  was  a  half-deck  forward,  under 
which  the  Major  might  sleep  as  comfortably  as  in 
his  own  bed — a  cooking  apparatus  (and  here,  as  he 
expatiated  on  the  grills  and  stews  and  devils  that 
were  to  be  cooked  and  eaten,  with  the  additional 
stimulus  to  appetite  afforded  by  sea  air,  there  was 
a  spark  of  relenting  in  my  grandfather's  eye). 
"You  shall  return,"  said  the  tempter,  "with  a 
digestion  so  completely  renovated,  that  my  name 
shall  rise  to  your  tongue  at  each  meal  as  a  grace 
before  meat,  and  a  thanksgiving  after  it ;  and  as  to 
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sea-sickness,  why,  this  Levanter  will  take  us  there 
in  twelve  hours,  so  smoothly  that  you  may  balance 
a  straw  upon  your  nose  the  whole  way."  Finally, 
the  cunning  Ensign  laid  before  him  an  application 
for  leave  already  made  out,  and  only  awaiting  his 
signature. 

My  grandfather  made  some  feeble  objections, 
which  Owen  pooh-poohed  in  his  usual  off-hand 
fashion.  There  was  no  standing  against  the  young 
ster's  strong  will,  and  at  five  o'clock  that  same 
evening  the  Major  found  himself  proceeding  through 
the  town  towards  the  Waterport  for  embarkation, 
by  no  means  fully  reconciled  to  the  abandonment 
of  his'  beloved  Lares.  My  luckless  grandfather! 
did  no  presentiment  warn  you  of  a  consequence 
then  hanging  in  the  clouds,  that  was  to  change 
utterly  for  you  the  untroubled  aspect  of  those 
household  gods? 

Owen  had  attired  himself  for  the  trip  in  a  half- 
nautical  costume  —  a  shirt  of  light-blue  flannel, 
fastened  at  the  collar  with  a  smart  bandana,  a  blue 
jacket,  loose  duck  trousers,  and  a  montero  cap, 
which  costume  became  the  puppy  well  enough.  He 
seemed  of  this  opinion  himself,  as  he  walked  gaily 
along  beside  the  Major:  so  did  the  black-eyed 
occupants  of  many  houses  on  each  side,  who  peep 
ed  forth  smilingly  from  behind  their  green  lattices, 
sometimes  nodding,  and  kissing  their  hands — for 
the  Ensign  had  an  incredible  acquaintance  with  the 
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budding  and  full-blown  portion  of  the  population  of 
Gibraltar.  The  Major  had  stuck  to  his  buckskins, 
(which  stuck  to  him  in  return),  over  which  he  had 
drawn  a  pair  of  jack-boots,  and  wore  his  red-laced 
coat  and  regimental  hat — for  in  those  days  that  pas 
sion  for  mufti,  now  so  prevalent  in  the  army,  did 
not  exist.  Whenever  he  caught  sight  of  any  of  the 
greetings  bestowed  from  the  windows,  he  would 
take  off  his  laced  hat,  and,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the 
tittering  senorita,  who  generally  let  fall  the  lattice 
with  a  slam,  would  make  her  a  low  bow — and,  after 
each  of  these  acts  of  courtesy,  my  grandfather 
walked  on  more  elated  than  before. 

They  passed  the  drawbridge  at  Waterport,  and, 
struggling  through  the  crowd  of  Turks,  Jews,  in 
fidels,  and  heretics,  who  usually  throng  the  quay, 
entered  a  shore-boat  that  was  to  row  them  out  to 
where  Owen's  vessel — the  Fair  Unknown,  as  he  had 
christened  her,  in  memory  of  his  unforgotten  part 
ner  at  the  Carnival  ball — lay  moored.  In  her  they 
found  a  sailor  who  was  to  accompany  them  on  their 
voyage — a  noted  contrabandists,  called  Francisco, 
whose  friendship  Owen  had  lately  acquired,  and 
who  acted  as  his  lieutenant  on  his  marine  excur 
sions.  The  boat  was  a  neat  affair — a  small  cutter, 
smartly  painted,  well  found,  and  capable  of  holding 
several  persons  comfortably ;  and  Francisco  was  a 
ruddy,  portly,  dark-skinned,  large -whiskered  son  of 
the  sea,  the  picture  of  good-humour.  My  grand- 
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father  stept  in,  in  his  jack-boots.  There  was  much 
settling  of  carpet-bags  and  stowing  of  provisions 
in  the  lockers,  and  then  they  hoisted  sail,  and  glided 
smoothly  out  from  among  the  shipping  into  the  bay. 
The  breeze  was  light  and  fair,  and  they  went  on, 
as  Frank  had  promised,  pleasantly  enough.  My 
grandfather  for  the  first  time  surveyed  the  scene  of 
his  two  years'  residence  from  the  sea.  The  grey 
old  rock  looked  mellow  in  the  evening  light,  as  an 
elderly  gentleman  over  his  wine — the  window-panes 
glanced  ruddily,  the  walls  gleamed  whitely,  and  the 
trees  were  tinted  with  a  yellower  green ;  behind, 
in  the  eastern  sky,  floated  one  single  purple  cloud. 
As  the  objects  became  confused  in  the  distance,  the 
sharp  rugged  outline  of  the  rock  assumed  the  ap 
pearance  that  has  caused  the  Spaniards  to  call  it  El 
Cuerpo — the  appearance  of  a  vast  human  body  laid 
out  on  its  back,  and  covered  with  a  winding-sheet, 
like  a  dead  Titan  on  his  funeral  pile — the  head 
towards  Spain,  the  chest  arched  at  Middle  Hill,  the 
legs  rising  gently  upward  to  the  knees  at  O'Hara's 
Tower,  and  then  sloping  down  till  the  feet  rest  on 
Europa.  The  sun  went  down  as  they  rounded 
Cabrita  Point,  and  the  breeze,  freshening,  took  them 
swiftly  along  under  the  huge  hills  that  rise  abruptly 
upward  from  the  Spanish  coast.  Then  Francisco, 
lighting  a  charcoal  fire,  placed  thereon,  in  a  frying- 
pan,  tender  steaks  thickly  strewn  with  sliced  toma- 
tas  and  onions,  from  whence  arose  a  steam  that 
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brought  tears  of  gratitude  and  delight  into  my 
grandfather's  eyes.  He  anxiously  watched  the 
cooking — even  threw  out  slight  suggestions,  such 
as  another  pinch  of  pepper,  an  additional  onion,  a 
slight  dash  of  cayenne,  and  the  like ;  and  then, 
settling  a  plate  firmly  on  the  knees  of  his  jack 
boots,  with  a  piece  of  bread  and  a  cup  by  his  side, 
and  a  knife  and  fork  pointing  upwards  in  his  hands 
like  lightning-conductors,  gazed  cheerfully  around 
him.  And  when  Francisco,  rising  from  his  knees, 
where  he  had  been  blowing  the  charcoal  fire,  re 
moved  the  hissing  pan  towards  my  grandfather's 
plate,  transferring  to  it  a  liberal  portion  of  the  con 
tents,  the  good  man,  gazing  on  the  white  and  red 
streaks  of  vegetable  relieved  by  the  brown  back 
ground  of  steak,  and  the  whole  picture  swimming 
in  a  juicy  atmosphere  of  gravy,  felt  sentiments  of 
positive  friendship  towards  that  lawless  individual, 
and,  filling  a  bumper  of  Xerez,  drank  success  to 
the  voyage. 

Three  times  was  my  grandfather's  plate  replen 
ished  from  the  thrice-filled  pan.  Afterwards  he 
dallied  a  little  with  a  cold  pie,  followed  by  a  bit  of 
cheese  for  digestion.  Then,  folding  his  hands 
across  his  stomach,  he  expressed  his  sincere  opinion, 
that  he  had  never  tasted  anything  so  good  as  that 
steak ;  and  when  Owen  placed  in  his  hand  a  smoking 
can  of  grog,  he  looked  on  the  young  man  with  a 
truly  paternal  eye.  He  talked  complacently  and 


A   LEGEND    OF   GIBRALTAR.  19 

benevolently,  as  men  do  who  have  dined  well — 
praised  the  weather,  the  boat,  the  scene — and  won 
dered  where  a  man  was  going  who  rode  slowly  along 
a  mountain-path  above  them,  within  hail,  following 
him,  in  imagination,  to  his  home,  in  a  sort  of  dreamy 
contentment.  After  a  second  can  he  began  to  grow 
drowsy,  and,  just  aware  that  Owen  said  the  breeze 
was  still  freshening,  retired  to  the  soft  mattress 
spread  for  him  under  the  half-deck,  and  replacing 
his  cocked-hat  by  a  red  nightcap,  slept  till  morning. 
It  was  broad  daylight  when  he  woke,  conscious 
that  for  an  hour  or  two  past  he  had  been  sleeping 
most  uneasily.  There  was  a  violent  swinging 
motion,  a  rushing  of  wind  and  of  water,  that  con 
fused  him  extremely ;  and,  forgetting  where  he  was, 
he  nearly  fractured  his  skull  by  rising  suddenly  into 
a  sitting  posture.  Steadying  himself  on  his  hands, 
in  the  posture  of  the  Dying  Gladiator,  he  slewed 
himself  round  on  the  pivot  of  his  stern,  and  pro 
truded  his  powdered  head,  like  an  old  beaver,  out 
of  his  hole.  Owen  and  Francisco  were  sitting  in  a 
pool  of  water,  trying  to  shelter  themselves  under 
the  weather-side  of  the  boat — dripping  wet,  and 
breakfasting  on  cold  potatoes  and  fragments  of  meat 
left  from  last  night's  meal.  My  grandfather  did  not 
like  the  appearance  of  things  at  all.  Kent  in  twain 
by  horrible  qualms,  he  inquired  feebly  of  Owen  if 
they  were  near  Cadiz  ?  Frank,  in  reply,  shook  his 
head,  and  said  they  were  at  anchor.  Then  my 
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grandfather,  making  a  vigorous  effort,  emerged  com 
pletely  from  his  place  of  repose,  and,  rising  to  his 
feet,  looked  over  the  gunwale.  The  scene  he  beheld 
was  in  dreary  contrast  to  that  of  the  evening  before. 
Kidges  of  white  foam  were  all  around — ahead  was 
a  long  low  line  of  sandy  coast,  terminating  in  a 
point  of  rock  whereon  stood  a  lighthouse ;  and  to 
leeward  the  bay  was  enclosed  by  steep  hills.  Over 
the  low  coast-line  the  wind  blew  with  steady  vio 
lence.  A  bright  sun  rather  increased  the  dreariness 
of  the  prospect,  which  was  suddenly  closed  to  my 
grandfather  by  a  shower  of  spray,  that  blinded  him, 
and  drenched  him  to  the  skin,  converting  his  jack 
boots  into  buckets.  The  wind  had  increased  to  a 
gale  during  the  night,  and  they  had  been  forced  to 
take  precarious  shelter  in  the  harbour  of  Tarifa. 
The  Major  did  not  venture  on  a  second  peep,  but 
sat,  dismally  wet  and  sea- sick,  the  whole  morning, 
trying  to  shelter  himself  as  he  best  could.  Once,  a 
man  came  down  to  the  beach,  and  gesticulated  like 
a  scaramouch,  screaming  also  at  the  same  time  ;  but 
what  his  gestures  and  screams  signified  nobody  on 
board  could  tell.  At  length,  as  the  gale  did  not 
moderate,  while  their  position  increased  in  discom 
fort,  and  was  also  becoming  precarious  (for  one  of 
their  anchors  was  gone,  and  great  fears  were  enter 
tained  for  the  other),  Owen  and  Francisco  decided 
to  weigh,  and  stand  in  for  the  shore,  trusting  to  the 
smuggler's  seamanship  for  a  safe  run.  The  Major,  in 
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spite  of  his  .sickness,  stood  up  and  pulled  gallantly 
at  the  cable,  the  wind  blowing  his  pigtail  and  skirts 
perpendicularly  out  from  his  person.  "  Heaf  !  " 
screamed  Francisco  from  the  bows ;  "  Heave  ! " 
echoed  Owen ;  and  as  the  words  flew  past  him  on 
the  gale,  my  grandfather's  exertions  were  prodigious. 
At  last,  after  tremendous  tugging,  the  anchor  came 
up.  The  jib  was  hoisted  with  a  reef  in  it,  Owen 
holding  the  sheet,  while  the  smuggler  ran  aft  and 
took  the  helm.  They  bent  over  to  the  gale,  till  the 
Major  stood  almost  perpendicularly  on  the  lee  gun 
wale,  with  his  back  against  the  weather-side,  and 
ran  in  till  he  thought  they  were  going  to  bump 
ashore  ;  then  tacking,  they  stood  up  along  the  coast, 
close  to  the  wind,  till  Francisco  gave  the  word. 
Owen  let  go  the  sheet,  and  the  jib  fluttered  loosely 
out  as  they  ran  through  a  narrow  passage  into 
smooth  water  behind  the  sea-wall,  and  made  fast  to 
a  flight  of  steps. 

Presently  some  functionary  appertaining  to  the 
harbour  appeared,  and  with  him  an  emissary  from 
the  Governor  of  the  place,  who,  aware  of  their 
plight,  had  chilly  sent  to  offer  assistance.  The 
messenger  was  the  same  man  who  had  made  signals 
to  them  from  the  beach  in  the  morning;  and  he 
seemed  to  think  it  advisable  that  they  should  wait 
on  the  Governor  in  person,  saying  that  he  was 
always  disposed  to  be  civil  to  British  officers.  This 
advice  they  resolved  to  act  upon  at  once,  before  it 


22  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

should  grow  dark,  foreseeing  that,  in  case  of  their 
detention  from  bad  weather  in  Tarifa,  the  Governor 
might  prove  a  potent  auxiliary.  The  Major  would 
have  wished  to  make  some  little  alterations  in  his 
toilette,  after  his  late  disasters ;  but,  after  trying  in 
vain  to  pull  off  his  jack-boots,  which  clung  to  him 
like  his  skin,  he  was  obliged  to  abandon  the  idea, 
and  contented  himself  with  standing  on  his  head  to 
let  the  water  run  out  of  them.  As  they  advanced 
along  the  causeway  leading  to  the  town  (the  point 
where  they  landed  is  connected  with  the  town  by  a 
long  narrow  sandy  isthmus),  the  gale  swept  over 
them  volumes  of  sand,  which,  sticking  on  my  grand 
father's  wet  uniform,  gave  him  somewhat  the  ap 
pearance  of  a  brick- wall  partially  rough- cast.  His 
beard  was  of  two  days'  growth — his  hair-powder 
was  converted  into  green  paste  by  the  sea- water — 
and  his  whole  appearance  was  travel- stained  and 
deplorable.  Nevertheless  his  dignity  by  no  means 
forsook  him  as  they  traversed  the  narrow  alleys  of 
the  ancient  town  of  Tarifa  on  their  way  to  the 
approaching  interview. 

His  excellency  Don  Pablo  Dotto,  a  wonderfully 
fat  little  man,  received  them  very  courteously.  He 
was  a  Spaniard  of  the  old  school,  and  returned  the 
stately  greeting  of  my  grandfather,  and  the  easy 
one  of  the  Ensign,  with  such  a  profusion  of  bows, 
that  for  the  space  of  a  minute  they  saw  little  more 
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of  his  person  than  the  shining  baldness  on  the  top 
of  his  head.  Then  they  were  presented  to  his  wife, 
a  good-natured,  motherly  sort  of  old  lady,  who 
seemed  to  compassionate  them  much.  But,  while 
Owen  was  explaining  to  her  the  object  of  their  trip, 
and  its  disastrous  interruption,  he  suddenly  stopped, 
open-mouthed,  and  blushing  violently,  with  his 
gaze  directed  towards  the  open  door  of  a  neighbour 
ing  apartment.  There  he  beheld  advancing  towards 
him,  the  Beauty  of  the  Carnival  ball. 

The  Governor's  lady  named  her  as  "her  daughter, 
the  Senorita  Juana."  Spite  of  the  different  dress 
and  circumstances,  she  too  recognised  Frank,  and 
coloured  slightly  as  she  came  forward  to  receive 
his  greeting.  The  Ensign,  an  impudent  scamp 
enough  in  general,  was,  however,  the  more  confused 
of  the  two;  and  his  embarrassed  salutation  was 
entirely  thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  magnificence 
of  my  grandfather's  bow.  However,  he  presently 
recovered  his  assurance,  and  explained  to  the  elder 
lady  how  he  had  previously  enjoyed  the  pleasure 
(with  a  great  stress  upon  the  word)  of  making  her 
daughter's  acquaintance.  Then  he  recounted  to 
Juana  the  manner  in  which  they  had  been  driven 
in  here,  when  on  their  way  to  Cadiz  to  see  the  bull 
fight. 

"  We  also  are  going  to  ride  thither  to-morrow," 
said  the  Senorita,  softly. 
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"Ah,  then,  we  shall  meet  there,"  said  Frank, 
who  presently  after  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  absence, 
and  made  incoherent  replies.  He  was  considering 
how  they  might  travel  together,  and  had  almost 
resolved  to  offer  to  take  the  whole  family  to  Cadiz 
in  his  boat — a  proposal  that  would  probably  have 
somewhat  astonished  the  little  Governor,  especially 
if  he  had  seen  the  dimensions  of  the  craft  thus 
destined  to  accommodate  himself  and  retinue.  But 
Garry  was  an  adept  in  manoeuvring,  and  marched 
skilfully  upon  the  point  he  had  in  view.  He  drew 
such  a  pathetic  picture  of  the  hardships  they  had 
endured  on  the  voyage — their  probable  detention 
here  for  most  of  their  short  leave — their  friendless 
condition,  and  their  desire  to  see  something  of  the 
country — that  the  little  Governor  was  in  a  manner 
impelled  (fancying  all  the  time  that  the  impulse 
sprung  altogether  from  his  own  native  benevolence) 
to  desire  that  the  two  forlorn  Englishmen  would 
travel  to  Cadiz  under  his  escort.  So  it  being  settled 
entirely  to  Garry's  satisfaction  that  they  were  to 
start  next  morning  at  break  of  day  on  horseback — 
an  arrangement  which  my  grandfather's  total  ignor 
ance  of  Spanish  prevented  him  from  knowing  any 
thing  about — they  retired  to  the  principal  fonda, 
where  the  Major  speedily  forgot,  over  a  tolerable 
dinner,  the  toils  and  perils  of  the  voyage. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

DAYBREAK  the  next  morning  fonnd  them  issuing 
forth  from  the  ancient  city  of  Tarifa  on  a  couple  of 
respectable -looking  hacks,  hired  from  the  innkeeper. 
Frank  had,  with  his  accustomed  generalship,  man 
aged  to  secure  a  position  at  the  off-rein  of  the 
Senorita  Juana,  who  was  mounted  on  a  beautiful 
little  white  barb.  Under  her  side-saddle,  of  green 
velvet  studded  with  gilt  nails,  was  a  Moorish 
saddle-cloth,  striped  with  vivid  red  and  white,  and 
fringed  deeply.  From  the  throat-lash  of  the  bridle 
hung  a  long  tassel,  as  an  -artificial  auxiliary  to  the 
barb's  tail  in  the  task  of  keeping  the  flies  off,  further 
assisted  by  a  tuft  of  white  horse-hair  attached  to 
the  butt  of  her  whip.  She  wore  a  looped  hat  and 
white  plume,  a  riding-skirt,  and  an  embroidered 
jacket  of  blue  cloth,  fastened,  as  was  the  wrought 
bosom  of  her  chemise,  with  small  gold  buttons. 
Frank  could  not  keep  his  eyes  off  her,  now  riding 
off  to  the  further  side  of  the  road  to  take  in  at  once 
the  whole  of  the  beauteous  vision,  now  coming 
close  up  to  study  it  in  its  delightful  details. 

In  front  of  the  pair  rode  the  little  Governor,  side 
by  side  with  a  Spaniard  of  about  thirty,  the  long- 
betrothed  lover  of  Juana — so  long,  in  fact,  that  he 
did  not  trouble  himself  to  secure  his  authority  in  a 
territory  so  undeniably  his  own,  but  smoked  his 
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cigar  as  coolly  as  if  there  were  no  good-looking 
Englishman  within  fifty  miles  of  his  mistress.  He 
wore  garments  of  the  Spanish  cut,  made  of  nankeen 
— the  jacket  frogged  with  silver  cords,  tagged  with 
little  silver  fishes — the  latter  appended,  perhaps, 
as  suitable  companions  to  the  frogs.  A  hundred 
yards  ahead  was  an  escort  of  four  horse-soldiers 
with  carbines  on  their  thighs,  their  steel  accoutre 
ments  flashing  ruddily  in  the  level  sunlight.  Be 
hind  Frank  came  Major  Flinders,  clean  shaved,  and 
with  jack-boots  and  regimental  coat  restored  to 
something  like  their  pristine  splendour:  by  his 
side  rode  another  lady,  the  Senorita  Carlota,  Juana's 
aunt,  somewhere  about  thirty  years  old,  plump  and 
merry,  her  upper  lip  fringed  at  the  comers  with  a 
line  of  dark  down,  quite  decided  enough  for  a  cornet 
of  eighteen  to  be  proud  of — a  feminine  embellish 
ment  too  common  for  remark  in  these  southern 
regions,  and,  in  the  opinion  of  some  connoisseurs, 
rather  enhancing  the  beauty  of  the  fair  wearers. 
She  talked  incessantly,  at  first,  to  my  grandfather, 
who  did  not  understand  a  word  she  said,  but  whose 
native  politeness  prompted  him  to  say,  "  Si,  Senor 
ita,  "  to  everything — sometimes  laying  at  the  same 
moment  his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  bowing  with 
considerable. grace.  Behind  this  pair  came  another 
interesting  couple — viz.  two  servants  on  mules, 
with  great  saddle-bags  stuffed  to  extreme  corpulence 
with  provisions. 


A  LEGEND  OF   GIBRALTAR.  27 

It  was  a  glorious  morning — a  gentle  breeze 
sweeping  on  their  faces  as  they  mounted  the  hills, 
but  dying  into  silence  in  the  deep  valleys,  fresh, 
and  glistening  with  dew.  Sometimes  they  rode 
along  a  rocky  common,  yellowed  with  a  flowering 
shrub  like  furze — sometimes  through  unfenced  fields 
— sometimes  along  broad  plains,  where  patches  of 
blossoming  beans  made  the  air  rich  with  scent,  and 
along  which  they  galloped  full  speed,  the  Governor 
standing  high  in  the  stirrups  of  his  demi-pique,  the 
Senorita's  white  barb  arching  his  neck  till  his 
muzzle  touched  his  chest  under  the  pressure  of  the 
long  bit,  and  my  grandfather  prancing  somewhat 
uneasily  on  his  hard-mouthed  Spanish  entero,  whose 
nose  was,  for  the  most  part,  projected  horizontally 
in  the  air.  The  Major  was  not  a  first-rate  seat — he 
rode  with  a  long  stirrup,  his  heel  well  down,  his 
leg  straight,  and  slanting  a  little  forward,  body  up 
right,  and  elbows  back,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  plates 
to  ancient  works  on  equitation — a  posture  imposing 
enough,  but  not  safe  across  country:  galloping 
deranged  it  materially,  for  the  steed  was  hard- 
mouthed,  and  required  a  long,  strong  pull,  with  the 
body  back,  and  a  good  purchase  on  the  stirrups. 
The  animal  had  a  most  voracious  appetite,  quite 
overcoming  his  sense  of  what  was  due  to  his  rider ; 
and,  on  seeing  a  tuft  of  juicy  grass,  down  went  his 
nose,  drawing  my  grandfather,  by  means  of  the 
tight  reins,  well  over  the  pummel.  On  these  occa- 
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sions,  the  Major,  feeling  resistance  to  be  in  vain, 
would  sit  looking  easily  about  him,  feigning  to  be 
absorbed  in  admiration  of  the  prospect — which  was 
all  very  well,  where  there  was  a  prospect  to  look 
at,  but  wore  a  less  plausible  appearance  when  the 
animal  paused  in  a  hollow  between  two  hedges,  or 
ran  his  nose  into  a  barn-door.  But  whenever  this 
happened,  Carlota,  instead  of  half- smothering  a 
laugh,  as  a  mischievous  English  girl  would,  ten  to 
one,  have  done,  sat  most  patiently  till  the  Major 
and  his  steed  came  to  an  understanding,  and  would 
greet  him,  as  they  moved  on  again,  with  a  good- 
natured  smile,  that  won  her,  each  time,  a  higher 
place  in  his  estimation. 

Thus  they  proceeded  till  the  sun  rose  high  in 
the  heavens,  when,  on  reaching  a  grove  on  the 
edge  of  one  of  the  plains,  they  halted  under  a  huge 
cork-tree,  near  which  ran  a  rivulet.  The  cavalcade 
dismounted — the  horses  were  tethered,  the  rnules 
disburthened  of  the  saddle-bags,  and  the  contents 
displayed  under  the  tree ;  horse-cloths  and  cloaks 
were  spread  around  on  the  ground,  and  a  fire  of 
dry  sticks  was  lit  on  the  edge  of  the  stream  with 
such  marvellous  celerity  that,  before  my  grand 
father  had  time  to  take  more  than  a  hasty  survey 
of  the  eatables,  after  seating  himself  on  the  root  of 
a  tree,  a  cup  of  steaming  chocolate  was  placed  in 
his  hand. 

"Confess,  Major,"  said  Garry,  speaking  with  his 
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mouth  full  of  sausage,  "  that  a  man  may  lose  some 
of  the  pleasures  of  existence  by  leading  the  life  of 
a  hermit.  Don't  you  feel  grateful  to  me  for  drag 
ging  you  out  of  your  cobweb  to  such  a  pleasant 
place  as  this?" 

"  'Tis  an  excellent  breakfast,"  said  my  grand 
father,  who  had  just  assisted  the  Senorita  Carlota 
to  a  slice  of  turkey's  breast,  and  himself  to  an  entire 
leg  and  thigh — dividing  with  her,  at  the  same  time, 
a  crisp  white  loaf,  having  a  handle  like  a  teapot  or 
smoothing-iron  —  u  and  my  appetite  is  really  very 
good.  I  should  be  perfectly  easy  if  I  could  only 
understand  the  remarks  of  -this  very  agreeable  lady, 
and  make  suitable  replies." 

"Let  me  interpret  your  sentiments,"  said  Garry; 
"  and  though  I  may  not  succeed  in  conveying  them 
in  their  original  force  and  poetry,  yet  they  shall 
lose  as  little  as  possible  in  transmission.  Just  try 
me — what  would  you  wish  to  say?" 

"Why,  really,"  said  my  grandfather,  pondering, 
"I  had  a  great  many  things  to  say  as  we  came 
along,  but  they've  gone  out  of  my  head.  Do  you 
think  she  ever  read  Shakespeare  ?" 

"  Not  a  chance  of  it,"  said  Owen. 

Here  the  Senorita  laughingly  appealed  to  Frank 
to  know  what  my  grandfather  was  saying  about 
her. 

"  Ah,"  quoth  my  grandfather,  quoting  his  friend 
Shakespeare — 
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"  *  I  understand  thy  looks — the  pretty  Spanish 

Which  thou  pourest  down  from  these  swelling  heavens 
I  am  not  perfect  in ' 

She's  an  extremely  agreeable  woman,  Frank,  I'll 
be  sworn,  if  one  only  understood  her,"  quoth  my 
grandfather,  casting  on  her  a  glance  full  of  gal 
lantry. 

The  Ensign  was  not  so  entirely  occupied  in  pro 
secuting  his  own  love  affair  as  to  be  insensible  to 
the  facilities  afforded  him  for  amusing  himself  at 
the  Major's  expense.  Accordingly,  he  made  a  speech 
in  Spanish  to  Carlota,  purporting  to  be  a  faithful 
translation  of  my  grandfather's,  but  teeming,  in 
fact,  with  the  most  romantic  expressions  of  chival 
rous  admiration,  as  was  apparent  from  the  frequent 
recurrence  of  the  words  "  ojos"  (eyes),  "  corazon" 
(heart),  and  the  like  amatory  currency. 

"  There,  Major,"  said  the  interpreter,  as  he  fin 
ished  ;  "I've  told  her  what  you  said  of  her." 

The  Major  endorsed  the  compliments  by  laying 
his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  bowing  with  a  tender 
air.  Whereupon  Carlota,  laughing,  and  blushing 
a  deeper  red,  made  her  acknowledgments. 

"She  says,"  quoth  Frank,  "that  she  knew  the 
English  before  to  be  a  gallant  nation ;  but  that  if 
all  the  caballeros  (that's  gentlemen)  of  that  favour 
ed  race  are  equal  to  the  present  specimen,  her 
own  countrymen  must  be  thrown  entirely  into  the 
shade." 
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"Delightful!"  cried  my  grandfather;  but  it  is 
doubtful  whether  this  expression  of  pleasure  was 
called  forth  by  the  sentiments  attributed  to  the 
Senorita,  or  by  the  crisp  succulent  tenderness  of  a 
mouthful  of  sucking-pig  which  was  at  that  moment 
spreading  itself  over  his  palate. 

Following  up  his  idea,  the  mischievous  Ensign 
continued  to  diversify  the  graver  pursuit  of  pro 
secuting  his  own  suit  with  Juana,  by  impressing 
Carlota  and  the  Major  with  the  idea  that  each  was 
disposed  to  think  favourably  of  the  other.  In  this 
he  was  tolerably  successful — the  speeches  he  made 
to  Carlota,  supposed  to  originate  with  my  grand 
father,  had  a  very  genuine  warmth  about  them, 
being,  in  fact,  very  often  identical  with  those  he 
had  just  been  making,  under  immediate  inspiration, 
to  his  own  divinity ;  while  as  for  the  Major,  it  would 
have  been  an  insult  to  the  simplicity  of  that  worthy 
man's  nature  to  exert  any  great  ingenuity  in  de 
ceiving  him ;  it  would  have  been  like  setting  a 
trap  for  a  snail.  So  they  journeyed  on,  highly 
pleased  with  each  other,  and  occasionally,  in  the 
absence  of  their  faithful  interpreter,  conversed  by 
means  of  smiles  and  courteous  gesticulations,  till 
my  grandfather  felt  entirely  at  his  ease,  and  was 
almost  sorry  when,  on  the  evening  of  the  second 
day,  they  got  to  Cadiz. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  WHOLE  city  full  of  people  condensed  into  one 
broad  amphitheatre,  all  bearing  a  national  resem 
blance  to  each  other  in  countenance  and  costume, 
all  apparently  animated  by  the  same  spirit — for 
nothing  could  be  more  unanimous  than  the  applause 
which  greeted  a  favourite  smilingly  crossing  the 
arena,  the  abuse  which  overwhelmed  an  object 
offensive  to  the  eye  of  the  many-headed,  or  the 
ridicule  which  descended  in  a  joyous  uproarious 
flood  on  the  hapless  individual  in  whose  appear 
ance,  dress,  or  manner,  anything  was  detected  cal 
culated  to  appeal  to  the  highly  sensitive  risible 
faculty  of  a  Spanish  assembly ; — a  gay  and  pictur 
esque  mixture  of  colours,  waving  and  tossing  like 
a  garden  in  a  breeze,  as  the  masses  of  white  man 
tillas,  heads  black  as  coal,  decorated  with  flowers 
and  green  leaves,  red  sashes,  tufted  sombreros,  and 
yellow  gaiters,  with  here  and  there  a  blue-and- 
white  soldier  standing  stiffly  up,  were  agitated  by 
each  new  emotion — such  was  the  scene  that  met 
the  eyes  of  our  travellers  on  entering  the  bull-ring 
at  Cadiz  before  the  sport  commenced. 

My  grandfather  had  made  his  entry  in  spectacles 
— appendages  highly  provocative  of  the  public 
mirth — and  had  looked  wonderingly  for  a  minute 
or  two  through  the  obnoxious  glasses  on  a  sea  of 
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faces  upturned,  sideturned,  and  downturned,  all 
looking  at  him,  and  all  shouting  some  indistin 
guishable  chorus ;  while  the  men  beat  time,  each 
with  the  long,  forked,  painted  stick,  without  which 
no  Spaniard  possessing  sentiments  of  propriety  ever 
comes  to  a  bull-fight,  in  a  manner  most  embarrassing 
to  a  somewhat  bashful  stranger,  till  their  attention 
was  luckily  diverted  to  an  unhappy  man  in  a  white 
hat,  in  derision  of  whom  they  immediately  sang  a 
song,  the  burden  of  which  was  "  El  del  sombrero 
bianco,"  (he  of  the  white  hat),  the  multitude  con 
ducting  itself  throughout  like  one  man. 

My  grandfather  and  his  friends  occupied  a  dis 
tinguished  position  in  a  box  high  above  the  mul 
titude,  and  near  that  of  the  alcalde.  The  Senorita 
Juana  looked  more  lovely  than  ever  in  a  white  dress, 
over  which  flowed  a  white  gauzy  mantilla,  giving  a 
kind  of  misty  indistinctness  to  the  wavy  outlines  of 
her  figure,  and  the  warm  tint  of  her  neck  and  arms. 
From  her  masses  of  black  hair  peeped  one  spot  of 
vivid  white,  a  rosebud;  and  a  green  plumy  leaf, 
a  favourite  ornament  with  Spanish  girls,  drooped, 
bending,  and  soft  as  a  feather,  on  one  side  of  her 
gold-and-tortoise shell  comb.  The  Major  sat  be 
side  Carlota,  who,  naturally  frank,  and  looking 
upon  him  now  as  an  old  acquaintance,  would  tap 
his  arm  most  bewitchingly  with  her  fan  when  she 
wanted  to  direct  his  attention  to  any  object  of  in 
terest.  So  the  Major  sat  by  her,  all  gallantry  and 
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smiles,  gazing  about  him  with  wonder  through  the 
double  gold  eyeglass,  which  still,  in  spite  of  the 
late  expression  of  popular  feeling,  bestrid  his  nose. 
He  looked  with  the  interest  of  a  child  at  every 
thing — at  the  faces  and  dresses  around  him,  distinct 
in  their  proximity,  and  at  those,  confused  in  their 
details  by  distance,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  arena. 
He  shared  in  the  distress  of  an  unfortunate  person  (a 
contractor  for  bulls,  who  had  palmed  some  bad  ones  on 
the  public)  who  tried,  as  he  walked  conspicuously 
across  the  ring,  to  smile  off  a  torrent  of  popular  exe 
cration  about  as  successfully  as  a  lady  might  attempt 
to  ward  off  Niagara  with  her  parasol,  and  who  was,  as 
it  were,  washed  out  at  an  opposite  door,  drenched 
and  sodden  with  jeers.  And  when  the  folding-gates 
were  opened,  and  the  gay  procession  entered,  my 
grandfather  gazed  on  it  with  delight,  and  shouted 
"  Bravo  !  "  as  enthusiastically  as  if  he  had  been  an 
habitual  frequenter  of  bull-rings  from  his  earliest 
youth.  First  came  the  espadas  or  matadores,  their 
hair  clubbed  behind  like  a  woman's,  dressed  in 
bright-coloured  jackets,  and  breeches  seamed  with 
broad  silver  lace,  white  stockings,  shoes  fastened 
with  immense  rosettes,  and  having  their  waists  girt 
with  silk  sashes,  bearing  on  their  arms  the  blood- 
coloured  cloaks  that  were  to  lure  the  bull  upon  the 
sword-point.  Next  followed  the  chulos,  similarly 
attired  ;  then  the  picadores,  riding  stiffly,  with 
padded  legs,  on  their  doomed  steeds  ;  and  mules, 
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whose  office  it  was  to  drag  off  the  dead  bulls  and 
horses,  harnessed  three  abreast  as  in  classic  chariots, 
and  almost  hidden  under  a  mass  of  gay  housings, 
closed  the  procession.  Marching  across  the  middle 
of  the  ring  to  the  alcalde's  box,  they  requested  per 
mission  to  begin,  and,  it  being  granted,  the  pica- 
dores  stationed  themselves  at  equal  distances  from 
each  other  round  the  circumference  of  the  arena. 
Then,  at  a  signal  from  the  alcalde,  two  trumpeters 
in  scarlet,  behind  him,  stood  up  and  sounded — a 
man,  standing  with  his  hand  ready  on  a  bolt  in  a 
door  underneath,  drew  it,  and  pulled  the  door  swiftly 
back,  shutting  himself  into  a  niche,  as  the  dark 
space  thus  opened  was  filled  by  the  formidable 
figure  of  a  bull,  who,  with  glancing  horns  and  tail 
erect,  bounded  out,  and,  looking  around  during  one 
fierce  brief  pause,  made  straight  at  the  first  picador. 
The  cavalier,  standing  straight  in  his  stirrups,  his 
lance  tucked  firmly  under  his  arm,  fixed  the  point 
fairly  in  the  shoulder  of  the  brute,  who,  never  paus 
ing  for  that,  straightway  upset  man  and  horse. 
Then  my  grandfather  might  be  seen  stretching  far 
over  the  front  of  his  box,  his  eyes  staring  on  the 
prostrate  picador,  and  his  hands  clenched  above  his 
head,  while  he  shouted,  "  By  the  Lord,  sir,  he'll  be 
killed  1 "  And  when  a  chulo,  darting  alongside, 
waved  his  cloak  before  the  bull's  eyes  and  lured 
him  away,  the  Major,  drawing  a  long  breath,  turned 
to  a  calm  Spaniard  beside  him,  and  said,  "  By 


36  TALES   FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

heaven,  sir,  'twas  the  mercy  of  Providence  !  " — but 
the  Spaniard,  taking  his  cigar  from  his  mouth,  and 
expelling  the  smoke  through  his  nostrils,  merely 
said,  "  Bien  esta  "  ('tis  very  well.)  Meanwhile,  the 
bull  (who,  like  his  predecessor  in  the  china-shop, 
seemed  to  have  it  all  his  own  way)  had  run  his 
horn  into  the  heart  of  a  second  horse,  and  the  pica 
dor,  perceiving  from  the  shivering  of  the  wounded 
creature  that  the  hurt  was  mortal,  dismounted  in 
all  haste,  while  the  horse,  giving  one  long,  blunder 
ing  stagger,  fell  over  and  died,  and  was  imme 
diately  stript  of  his  accoutrements.  This  my  grand 
father  didn't  like  at  all ;  but,  seeing  no  kindred  dis 
gust  in  the  faces  round  him,  he  nerved  himself, 
considering  that  it  was  a  soldier's  business  to  look 
on  wounds  and  death.  He  even  beheld,  with  toler 
able  firmness,  the  spectacle  of  a  horse  dashing 
blindfold  and  riderless,  and  mad  with  fear  and  pain, 
against  the  barrier  —  rebounding  whence  to  the 
earth  with  a  broken  shoulder,  it  was  forced  again 
on  its  three  legs,  and  led  stumbling  from  the  ring. 
But  when  he  saw  another  horse  raised  to  its  feet, 
and,  all  ript  open  as  it  was,  spurred  to  a  second 
assault,  the  Major,  who  hadn't  the  heart  himself  to 
hurt  a  fly,  could  stand  it  no  longer,  but,  feeling- 
unwell,  retired  precipitately  from  the  scene.  On 
reaching  the  door,  he  wrote  over  the  same,  with  a 
bit  of  chalk,  part  of  the  speech  of  Henry  V.,  "  the 
royal  imp  of  fame,"  to  his  soldiers  at  Agincourt : — 
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"  He  that  hath  not  stomach  for  the  fight, 
Let  him  depart " 

to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  two  Spanish  sen 
tries,  who  gazed  on  the  words  as  if  they  contained 
a  magical  spell. 

Frank  sat  till  it  was  over — "played  out  the  play." 
Not  that  he  saw  much  of  the  fight,  however ;  he 
had  eyes  and  speech  for  nothing  but  Juana,  and 
was  able  to  indulge  his  penchant  without  interrup 
tion,  as  the  little  Governor  took  great  interest  in 
the  fight,  and  the  lover  with  the  silver  fishes  was  a 
connoisseur  in  the  sport,  and  laid  bets  on  the  num 
ber  of  horses  that  each  particular  bull  would  kill 
with  great  accuracy.  So  the  Ensign  had  it  all  his 
own  way,  and,  being  by  no  means  the  sort  of  per 
son  to  throw  away  this  or  any  other  opportunity 
with  which  fortune  might  favour  him,  got  on  quite 
as  well,  probably,  as  you  or  I  might  have  done  in 
his  place. 

Leaving  Cadiz  next  morning,  they  resumed  the 
order  of  march  they  had  adopted  in  coming — Don 
Pablo  riding,  as  before,  in  front  with  the  knight  of 
the  silver  fishes,  discussing  with  him  the  incidents 
of  the  bull-ring.  The  old  gentleman,  though  very 
courteous  when  addressing  the  two  Englishmen, 
had  but  little  to  say  to  them  —  neither  did  he 
trouble  himself  to  talk  much  to  the  ladies  ;  and 
when  he  did,  a  sharp  expression  would  sometimes 
slip  out,  convincing  Owen  that  he  was  something 
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of  a  domestic  tyrant  in  private — a  character  by  no 
means  inconsistent  with  the  blandest  demeanour  in 
public.  The  Ensign  was  at  great  pains  to  encourage 
the  Major  to  be  gracious  to  Carlota.  "  Get  a  little 
more  tropical  in  your  looks,  Major,"  he  would  say  ; 
"these  Spanish  ladies  are  not  accustomed  to  fri 
gid  glances.  She's  desperately  in  love  with  you — 
pity  she  can't  express  what  she  feels ;  and  she 
mightn't  like  to  trust  an  interpreter  with  her  senti 
ments." 

"  Pooh,  nonsense,  boy,"  said  the  Major,  colouring 
with  pleasure,  "  she  doesn't  care  for  an  old  fellow 
like  me." 

"  Doesn't  she  ? — see  what  her  eyes  say — that's 
what  I  call  ocular  demonstration,"  quoth  the  En 
sign.  "  If  you  don't  return  it,  you're  a  stock, 
a  stone."  Then  he  would  say  something  to  Car- 
lota,  causing  her  eyes  to  sparkle,  and  canter  on  to 
rejoin  Juana. 

It  was  genial  summer-time  with  Carlota  —  she 
had  passed  the  age  of  maiden  diffidence,  without 
having  attained  that  of  soured  and  faded  spinster- 
hood.  She  had  a  sort  of  jovial  confidence  in  her 
self,  and  an  easy  demeanour  towards  the  male  sex, 
such  as  is  seen  in  widows.  These  supposed  ad 
vances  of  the  Major  were  accordingly  met  by  her 
rather  more  than  half-way.  None  but  the  Major 
was  permitted  to  assist  her  into  the  saddle,  or  to 
receive  her  plump  form  descending  from  it.  None 
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but  the  Major  was  beckoned  to  her  rein  when  the 
path  was  broken  and  perilous,  or  caught  on  his  pro 
tecting  arm  the  pressure  of  her  outstretched  hand, 
when  her  steed  stumbled  over  the  loose  pebbles. 
None  was  repaid  for  a  slight  courtesy  by  so  many 
warm,  confiding  smiles  as  he.  These,  following 
fast  one  on  another,  began  to  penetrate  the  rusty 
casing  of  the  Major's  heart.  On  his  own  ground — 
that  is,  in  his  own  quarters — he  could  have  given 
battle,  successfully,  to  a  score  of  such  insidious 
enemies  :  his  books,  his  flowers,  his  pipe,  his  slip 
pers,  and  a  hundred  other  Penates  would  have 
encircled  him  ;  but  here,  with  all  his  strong  palis 
ading  of  habit  torn  up  and  scattered,  all  his  wonted 
trains  of  ideas  upset  and  routed  by  the  novelty  of 
situation  and  scenery,  he  lay  totally  defenceless, 
and  open  to  attack.  The  circumstance  of  himself 
and  Carlota  being  ignorant  of  each  other's  language, 
far  from  being  an  obstacle  to  their  mutual  good 
will,  rather  favoured  its  progress.  In  company 
with  an  Englishwoman,  in  similar  circumstances, 
my  grandfather  would  have  considered  himself 
bound  to  entertain  her  with  his  conversation,  and, 
perhaps,  have  spoiled  all  by  trying  to  make  him 
self  agreeable — it  would  have  been  a  tax  on  the 
patience  of  both  :  but  being  absolved  from  any 
such  duty  in  the  present  instance,  he  could  with 
out  awkwardness  ride  onward  in  full  and  silent 
communion  with  his  own  thoughts,  and  enjoy  the 
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pleasure  of  being  smiled  upon  without  being  at  any 
pains  to  earn  it. 

His  note-book,  containing  an  account  of  the  ex 
pedition,  which  I  have  seen — and  whence,  indeed, 
the  greater  part  of  this  chronicle  is  gathered — ex 
hibits,  at  this  period  of  the  journey,  sufficient  proof 
that  the  Major  enjoyed  this  new  state  of  being 
extremely,  and  felt  his  intellect,  his  heart,  and  his 
stomach  all  stimulated  at  once. 

"  Spain,"  says  my  grandfather,  in  a  compendious 
descriptive  sentence,  "  is  a  country  of  garlicky 
odours,  of  dirty  contentment,  of  overburthened 
donkeys,  and  of  excellent  pork ;  but  a  fine  air  in 
the  hills,  and  the  country  much  sweeter  than  the 
towns.  The  people  don't  seem  to  know  what  com 
fort  is,  or  cleanliness,  but  are  nevertheless  very 
contented  in  their  ignorance.  My  saddle  is  bad,  I 
think,  for  I  dismounted  very  sore  to-day.  The 
Senorita  mighty  pleasant  and  gracious.  I  enter 
tain  a  great  regard  for  her — no  doubt  a  sensible 
woman,  as  well  as  a  handsome.  A  pig  to-day  at 
breakfast,  the  best  I  have  tasted  in  Spain." 

The  desultory  style  of  the  composition  of  these 
notes  prevents  me  from  quoting  largely  from  them. 
Statistics,  incidents  of  travel,  philosophic  reflec 
tions,  and  the  state  of  his  digestive  organs,  are  all 
chronicled  indiscriminately.  But,  from  the  above 
mixture  of  sentiments,  it  will  be  perceived  that  the 
Major's  admiration  for  Carlota  was  of  a  sober  nature, 
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by  no  means  ardent  or  Quixotic,  and  pretty  much 
on  a  par  with  his  passion  for  pig. 

This  was  far  from  being  the  case  with  Garry,  who 
became  more  and  more  enamoured  every  hour.  The 
Spanish  lover  continued  to  conduct  himself  as  if  he 
had  been  married  to  Juana  for  twenty  years,  never 
troubling  himself  to  be  particularly  agreeable  or 
attentive,  for  which  obliging  conduct  Garry  felt 
very  grateful  to  him.  The  Major  had  been  too  long 
accustomed  to  witness  Owen's  philanderings  to  see 
anything  peculiar  in  the  present  case,  till  his  atten 
tion  was  attracted  by  a  little  incident  he  accident 
ally  witnessed.  After  the  last  halt  they  made  before 
reaching  Tarifa,  Garry  was,  as  usual,  at  hand,  to 
assist  Juana  to  her  saddle.  Her  horse  was  fastened 
in  a  thicket  of  oleanders,  whose  flowers  and  leaves 
formed  a  screen  such  as  Cupid  himself  might  have 
planted.  Garry  seized  the  charming  opportunity 
to  offer  to  re-tie  the  ribbons  of  her  hat,  which  was 
very  considerate ;  for,  to  tie  them  herself,  she  would 
have  been  obliged  to  take  off  her  gloves,  which  would 
have  been  a  great  trouble.  Having  done  so,  still 
retaining  his  hold  of  the  strings,  he  glanced  quickly 
around,  and  then  drew  her  blooming  face  towards 
his  own  till  their  lips  met — for  which  piece  of  im 
pudence  he  only  suffered  the  slight  penalty  of  a 
gentle  tap  with  her  whip.  My  grandfather  dis 
creetly  and  modestly  withdrew  his  eyes,  but  he  was 
not  the  only  observer.  He  of  the  silver  fishes  was 
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regarding  them  with  a  fixed  look  from  among  some 
neighbouring  trees,  where  he  had  tethered  his  horse. 
Probably  the  Spaniard,  with  all  his  indifference, 
thought  this  was  carrying  matters  a  little  too  far, 
for,  after  conversing  a  moment  with  the  Governor, 
he  took  his  place  at  Juana's  side,  and  did  not  again 
quit  it  till  they  arrived  at  Tarifa.  Then  both  he 
and  the  Governor  took  leave  of  our  travellers  with 
a  cold  civility,  defying  all  Garry's  attempts  to  thaw 
it,  and  seeming  to  forbid  all  prospect  of  a  speedy 
renewal  of  the  acquaintance. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

AT  the  inn,  that  night,  the  Major  betook  himself 
to  rest  early,  that  he  might  be  ready  to  start  for 
Gibraltar  betimes  in  the  morning,  for  on  the  follow 
ing  day  their  leave  was  to  expire. 

He  had  slept  soundly  for  several  hours,  when  he 
was  awoke  by  Owen,  who  entered  with  a  candle  in 
his  hand.  The  Major  sat  up  in  bed  and  rubbed 
his  eyes. 

"  Time's  up,  my  boy,  eh  ? "  said  he,  with  a 
cavernous  yawn.  "  I  should  have  liked  another 
hour  of  it,  but  it  can't  be  helped,"  (preparing  to 
turn  out). 

"  I  didn't  want  to  spoil  your  rest  last  night," 
said  Owen,  seating  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  bed, 
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"  so  I  said  nothing  about  a  mishap  that  has  occurred. 
That  smuggling  villain,  Francisco,  took  advantage 
of  our  absence  to  fetch  a  contraband  cargo  in  the 
boat  from  Gibraltar,  and  has  been  caught  in  at 
tempting  to  run  it  here." 

"  God  bless  me,"  said  my  grandfather,  "  who 
would  have  thought  it ! — and  he  such  a  capital 
cook  !  But  what's  to  be  done?  where's  the  boat?" 

"  The  boat  is,  for  the  present,  confiscated,"  said 
Garry ;  "  but  I  daresay  the  Governor  would  let  us 
have  it  in  the  morning,  on  explaining,  and  would 
perhaps  release  Francisco,  with  the  loss  of  his  cargo ; 
but — but — in  fact,  Major,  I  don't  want  the  Governor 
to  know  anything  about  our  departure." 

My  grandfather  stared  at  him,  awaiting  further 
explanation. 

"  Juana  looked  pale  last  night,"  said  the  Ensign 
after  a  pause. 

The  Major  did  not  dispute  the  fact,  though  he 
could  not,  for  the  life  of  him,  see  what  the  state  of 
Juana's  complexion  had  to  do  with  the  subject. 

"  She  never  liked  that  dingy  Spanish  lover  of 
hers,"  said  the  Ensign,  "and  her  father  intends  she 
shall  marry  him  in  a  month.  'T would  make  her 
miserable  for  life." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  my  grandfather,  "  how  do  you 
know  that?" 

"  She  told  me  so.  You  see,"  said  Owen,  shading 
the  candle  with  his  hand,  so  that  my  grandfather 
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couldn't  see  Ms  face,  and  speaking  hurriedly,  "  I 
didn't  intend  we  should  start  alone — in  fact — 
that  is — Juana  has  agreed  to  fly  with  me  to  Gib 
raltar." 

"  Agreed ! — fly ! " — gasped  my  grandsire  :  "what 
an  extraordinary  young  fellow!" 

"  She's  waiting  for  us  now,"  resumed  Garry, 
gathering  courage  after  the  first  plunge  into  the 
subject  ;  "we  ought  to  be  off  before  daylight. 
Oblige  me,  my  dear  sir"  (smiling  irresistibly),  "by 
getting  up  immediately." 

"And  how  are  we  to  get  away,"  asked  my  grand 
father,  "  supposing  this  insane  scheme  of  yours  to 
be  attempted?" 

"  I've  bribed  the  sentry  at  Francisco's  place  of 
durance,"  returned  the  Ensign.  "We  shall  get  out 
of  the  town  the  instant  the  gates  are  opened ;  and 
the  boat  is  tied  to  the  steps,  as  before,  only  under 
the  charge  of  a  sentry  whom  we  can  easily  evade. 
Every  guarda  costa  in  the  place  was  sent  out  last 
night  to  blockade  a  noted  smuggler  who  has  taken 
refuge  in  Tangier;  so,  once  out,  we  are  safe  from 
pursuit :  I  found  it  all  out  after  you  had  gone  to 
bed." 

The  disposition  of  Major  Flinders,  as  the  reader 
knows,  was  the  reverse  of  enterprising — he  wouldn't 
have  given  a  straw  to  be  concerned  in  the  finest 
adventure  that  ever  happened  in  romance.  He 
paused  with  one  stocking  on,  inclined,  like  the  little 
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woman  whose  garments  had  been  curtailed  by  the 
licentious  shears  of  the  pedlar,  to  doubt  his  own 
identity,  and  wondering  if  it  could  be  really  he, 
John  Flinders,  to  whom  such  a  proposition  was 
broached,  requiring  him  to  assist  in  invading  the 
peace  of  a  family.  As  soon  as  he  recovered  his 
powers  of  speech,  of  which  astonishment  had  for  a 
moment  deprived  him,  he  began  earnestly  to  dis 
suade  the  Ensign  from  the  enterprise ;  but  Owen 
knew  his  man  too  well,  and  had  too  much  youthful 
vivacity  of  will  to  allow  much  time  for  remon 
strance. 

"  Look  you,  Major,"  said  he,  "  I'm  positive  I 
can't  live  without  Juana.  I'll  make  a  bold  stroke 
for  a  wife.  The  thing's  settled — no  going  back 
now  for  me ;  and  I  shall  go  through  with  it  with  or 
without  you.  But  you're  not  the  man,  I'm  sure,  to 
desert  a  fellow  in  extremity,  at  a  time,  too,  when 
the  advantages  of  your  experience  and  coolness  are 
so  peculiarly  needed.  '  Call  you  that  backing  of 
your  friends  ? ' ' 

The  compliment,  or  ;the  quotation,  or  both,  soft 
ened  the  Major.  "  '  Would  it  were  night,  Hal,  and 
all  well,'  "  said  he,  half  mechanically  following  the 
Falstaffian  train  of  ideas  Owen  had  artfully  con 
jured  up,  and  at  the  same  time  drawing  on  the 
breeches  which  that  astute  youth  obsequiously 
handed  to  him. 

It  was  still  dark  when  they  issued  forth  into  the 
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narrow  and  dingy  streets  of  Tarifa.  My  grand 
father,  totally  unaccustomed  to  visit  the  glimpses 
of  the  moon  in  this  adventurous  fashion,  was  full  of 
strange  fears — heard  as  many  imaginary  suspicious 
noises  and  voices  as  Bunyan's  Pilgrim  in  the  dark 
valley  —  and  once  or  twice  stopt  abruptly  and 
grasped  Owen's  arm,  while  he  pointed  to  a  spy 
dogging  them  in  the  distant  gloom,  who  turned  out 
to  be  a  door-post.  But  Owen  was  now  in  his  ele 
ment  ;  no  tom-cat  in  Tarifa  was  more  familiar  with 
housetops  and  balconies  at  the  witching  hour  than 
he,  and  he  stepped  gaily  on.  Presently  they  were 
challenged  by  a  sentry,  to  whom  Owen  promptly 
advanced  and  slipped  into  his  itching  palm  a  doub 
loon,  when  the  trustworthy  warrior  immediately 
turned  upon  his  heel,  and,  walking  to  the  extremity 
of  his  post,  looked  with  great  vigilance  in  the 
opposite  direction. 

Owen  advanced  to  a  grated  window  and  tapped. 
Immediately  the  burly  face  of  Francisco  showed 
itself  thereat,  his  white  teeth  glancing  merrily  in 
a  glimmer  of  moonshine.  ,A  bar,  previously  filed 
through,  was  removed  from  the  window,  and  Owen, 
taking  him  by  the  collar  to  assist  his  egress,  drew 
him  through  as  far  as  the  third  button  of  his  waist 
coat,  where  he  stuck  for  a  moment;  but  the  sub 
stance  was  elastic,  and  a  lusty  tug  landed  him  in 
the  middle  of  the  narrow  street.  Keceiving  Frank's 
instructions  given  in  a  hurried  whisper,  to  go  at 
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once  to  where  the  boat  lay,  and  cast  her  off,  ready 
to  shove  off  on  the  instant,  he  nodded  and  disap 
peared  in  the  darkness,  while  Owen  and  the  Major 
made  for  the  Governor's  house. 

Arrived  near  it,  Owen  gave  a  low  whistle — a 
peculiar  one,  that  my  grandfather  remembered  to 
have  heard  him  practising  to  Juana  on  the  previous 
day  —  when,  to  the  unutterable  surprise  of  the 
Major,  two  veiled  figures  appeared  on  the  balcony. 

"  Why,  Owen,  boy,  d'ye  see  1  "  quoth  the  Major, 
stuttering  with  anxiety,  "  who  can  the  other  be  ? — 
her  maid,  eh  ?  " — indistinct  stage  recollections  of 
intriguing  waiting- women  dawning  on  him. 

"  Ahem  !  —  why,  you  see,  Major,"  whispered 
Owen,  "  she  wouldn't  come  alone — couldn't  manage 
it  at  all,  in  fact,  without  the  knowledge  of  her  aunt, 
who  sleeps  in  the  next  room  ;  so  I  persuaded  Car- 
lota  to  come  too,  and  gave  her  a  sort  of  half  pro 
mise  that  you  would  take  care  of  her"  Here,  wish 
ing  to  cut  short  a  rather  awkward  explanation,  he 
ran  under  the  balcony — one  of  the  ladies  dropped  a 
cord — and  Owen  producing  from  under  his  coat  a 
rope  ladder,  (he  had  sat  up  all  night  making  it), 
attached  it,  and,  as  soon  as  it  was  drawn  up,  as 
cended,  motioning  to  my  astounded  grandfather  to 
keep  it  steady  below.  The  Major,  after  a  moment's 
desperate  half-resolve  to  make  a  hasty  retreat  from 
the  perilous  incidents  which  seemed  momentarily 
to  thicken  round  him,  and  leave  his  reckless  friend 
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to  his  fate,  yielded  to  the  force  of  circumstances, 
and  did  what  was  required  of  him.  Then  Owen 
lifted  the  ladies,  one  after  the  other,  over  the  rail 
ing  of  the  balcony,  and  they  swiftly  descended. 
First  came  Juana,  who,  scarcely  touching  the 
Major's  offered  hand,  lit  on  the  pavement  like  gos 
samer  ;  then  Carlota  descended,  and  making,  in  her 
trepidation,  a  false  step  near  the  bottom,  came  so 
heavily  on  the  Major,  that  they  rolled  together  on 
the  stones.  By  the  time  they  were  on  their  feet 
again,  Owen  had  slipped  down  the  ladder,  and,  tak 
ing  Juana  under  his  arm,  set  off  rapidly  towards 
the  bay. 

If  anything  could  have  added  to  the  Major's  dis 
comfiture  and  embarrassment,  it  would  have  been 
the  pressure  of  Carlota's  arm  on  his,  as  she  hung 
confidingly  on  him — a  pressure  not  proceeding  from 
her  weight  only,  but  active,  and  with  a  meaning  in 
it ;  but  he  was  in  that  state  of  mental  numbness 
from  the  successive  shocks  of  astonishment,  that, 
as  with  a  soldier  after  the  first  two  dozen,  any  addi 
tional  laceration  passed  unheeded.  He  was  em 
barked  in  an  adventure  of  which  he  could  by  no 
means  see  the  end ;  all  was  strange  and  dark  in 
the  foreground  of  his  future  ;  and  if  he  had  been  at 
that  moment  tried,  cast,  and  condemned  for  an 
imaginary  crime,  he  would  have  been  too  apathetic 
to  say  anything  in  arrest  of  judgment. 

With  the  silence  and  swiftness  of  a  forlorn  hope, 
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they  passed  through  the  town  and  along  the  sandy 
causeway.  The  succession  of  white  rolling  waves 
on  their  left,  where  extended  the  full  breadth  of  the 
Straits,  while  the  bay  on  their  right  was  almost 
smooth,  showed  the  wind  to  be  still  against  them  ; 
but  it  was  now  so  moderate  that  they  might  safely 
beat  up  for  the  Kock.  Arrived  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs  leading  to  the  water,  they  paused  in  the  angle 
of  the  wall  to  reconnoitre.  Francisco  was  lying 
coiled  up  in  the  head  of  the  boat,  his  hand  on  the 
rope,  ready  to  cast  her  loose,  and  the  boat-hook 
projecting  over  the  bow.  Above  them,  and  behind 
the  wall,  at  a  little  distance,  they  could  hear  the 
measured  tread  of  the  sentry,  and  catch  the  gleam 
of  his  bayonet  as  he  turned  upon  his  walk  :  a  few 
vigorous  shoves  would  carry  them  outside  the  sea 
wall  and  beyond  his  ken.  All  depended  on  their 
silence ;  and  like  two  stealthy  cats  did  Owen  and 
Juana  descend  to  the  boat — the  Major  and  Carlota 
watching  the  success  of  their  attempt  with  protruded 
necks.  Cautiously  did  Owen  stride  from  the  last  stair 
to  the  deck — cautiously  did  he  transfer  Juana  to  the 
bark,  and  guide  her  aft.  The  Major  was  just  pre 
paring  to  follow,  when  a  noise  from  the  boat 
startled  him  :  Juana  had  upset  an  unlucky  wine- 
jar  which  Francisco  had  left  there.  The  sentry  put 
his  head  over  the  wall,  and  challenged  ;  Francisco, 
starting  up,  shoved  hastily  off;  the  sentry  fired 
his  piece,  his  bullet  shattering  the  wine-jar  that 
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had  caused  the  mischief.  Juana  screamed,  Owen 
swore  in  English,  and  Francisco  surpassed  him  in 
Spanish.  There  was  no  time  to  return  or  wait  for 
the  other  pair,  for  the  guard  was  alarmed  by  the 
sentry's  shot,  and  their  accoutrements  might  be 
heard  rattling  near  at  hand,  as  they  turned  hastily 
out.  Before  they  reached  the  wall,  however,  the 
boat  had  disappeared. 

Major  Flinders  watched  it  till  it  was  out  of  sight, 
and,  at  first,  experienced  a  feeling  of  despair  at 
being  thus  deprived  of  the  aid  of  Garry's  boldness 
and  promptitude,  and  left  to  his  own  resources. 
Presently,  however,  a  gleam  of  comfort  dawned 
upon  him — perhaps  Carlota  would  now  abandon 
the  enterprise,  and  he  should  thus,  at  any  rate,  be 
freed  from  the  embarrassment  her  presence  occa 
sioned  him.  In  this  hope  he  was  shortly  unde 
ceived.  To  have  added  the  shame  of  failure  and 
exposure  to  her  present  disappointment,  while  an 
opening  to  persevere  still  remained,  did  not  suit 
that  lady's  ardent  spirit ;  and  whether  it  was  that 
the  unscrupulous  Garry  had  really  represented  the 
Major  as  very  much  in  love,  or  whether  such  an  im 
pression  resulted  from  her  own  lively  imagination, 
she  certainly  thought  her  companion  would  be  as 
much  chagrined  at  such  a  denouement  as  herself. 
She  displayed  a  prompt  decision  in  this  emergency, 
being,  indeed,  as  remarkable  for  presence  as  the 
Major  was  for  absence  of  mind.  Taking  the  Major's 
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arm,  she  caused  him  swiftly  to  retrace  his  steps 
with  her  to  the  inn  where  he  had  slept.  As  they 
retreated,  they  heard  the  boom  of  a  gun  behind 
them,  fired,  doubtless,  from  the  Point,  at  the  Fair 
Unknown.  At  Carlota's  orders,  a  couple  of  horses, 
one  with  a  side-saddle,  were  speedily  at  the  inn- 
door  ;  they  mounted,  and,  before  the  sun  was  yet 
risen,  had  issued  forth  from  the  gate  of  Tarifa,  on 
the  road  to  Gibraltar. 

The  Major  rode  beside  her  like  a  man  in  a 
dream — in  fact,  he  was  partly  asleep,  having  been 
deprived  of  a  large  portion  of  his  natural  and  accus 
tomed  rest,  and  partly  bewildered.  A  few  days 
before  he  had  been  the  most  methodical,  unroman- 
tic,  not  to  say  humdrum,  old  bachelor  in  his 
Majesty's  service  ;  and  here  he  was,  how  or  why 
he  did  not  well  know,  galloping  away  at  daybreak 
with  a  foreign  lady,  of  whose  existence  he  had  been 
ignorant  a  week  before,  with  the  prospect  of  being 
apprehended  by  her  relatives  for  her  abduction,  and 
incarcerated  by  the  Government  for  assisting  in  the 
escape  of  a  smuggler.  When  at  length  roused  to 
complete  consciousness  by  the  rapidity  of  their 
motion,  he  positively  groaned  in  anguish  of  spirit, 
and  vowed  internally  that,  once  within  the  shelter 
of  his  own  quiet  quarters,  nothing  on  earth  should 
again  tempt  him  forth  on  such  harum-scarum  ex 
peditions. 

It  was  near  noon  when  they  reached  Alge9iras, 
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where  they  stopped  to  breakfast,  both  of  them 
rather  exhausted  with  fatigue  and  hunger.  This 
town  stands  just  opposite  Gibraltar,  across  the  bay 
— the  road  they  had  come  by  forms  the  base  of  a 
triangle,  of  which  Cabrita  Point  is  the  apex,  the 
bay  washing  one  side  of  the  projecting  coast,  the 
Straits  the  other.  The  Major  was  reserved  and 
embarrassed  ;  there  was  a  tenderness  about  Car- 
lota's  manner  that  frightened  him  out  of  his  usual 
gallantry,  and,  to  avoid  meeting  her  glance,  he 
looked  steadily  out  of  the  window  at  the  rock  of 
Gibraltar,  casting  wistful  glances  at  the  spot  where 
his  quarters  lay  hidden  in  a  little  clump  of  foliage. 
Immediately  after  the  meal  he  quitted  the  room,  on 
pretence  of  looking  after  the  horses.  He  deter 
mined  to  protract  their  stay  in  Algeciras  till  late 
in  the  afternoon,  that  they  might  enter  Gibraltar  in 
the  dusk,  and  thus  avoid  awkward  meetings  with 
equestrian  parties  from  the  garrison,  who  would 
then  be  hastening  homewards,  in  order  to  be  in 
before  gun-fire,  when  the  gates  are  shut. 

On  returning,  still  out  of  temper,  to  the  room 
where  he  had  left  Carlota,  he  found  her,  quite  over 
come  with  fatigue,  asleep  on  the  sofa.  Her  head 
was  thrown  a  little  back  on  the  cushion ;  her  lips 
were  just  parted,  and  she  looked  in  her  sleep  like  a 
weary  child.  The  Major  approached  on  tiptoe,  and 
stood  regarding  her.  His  ill-humour  melted  fast 
into  pity.  He  thought  of  all  her  kindness  to  him, 
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and,  by  a  sudden  soft-hearted  impulse,  took  gently 
one  of  her  hands  projecting  over  the  side  of  the 
sofa.  Carlota  opened  her  eyes,  and  squeezed  the 
hand  that  held  hers  ;  whereupon  the  Major  sud 
denly  quitted  his  hold,  and,  retreating  with  great 
discomposure  to  the  window,  did  not  venture  to 
look  at  her  again  till  it  was  time  to  resume  their 
journey. 

At  a  little  distance  from  Alge9iras  is  the  river 
Palrnones,  called  by  the  English  the  Second  River. 
This  was  crossed  by  a  floating  bridge,  pulled  from 
shore  to  shore  by  a  ferryman  warping  on  a  rope 
extended  across.  They  had  just  reached  the  oppo 
site  bank  of  the  stream,  when  Carlota  noticed  two 
horsemen  galloping  fast  along  the  road  they  had 
just  traversed.  A  second  glance  showed  them  to 
be  Don  Pablo  and  the  lover  of  Juana.  The  first 
inquiries  of  the  Governor  had  led  him  to  suppose 
that  all  had  escaped  in  the  boat,  and  it  was  not  till 
some  time  after  that  he  had  learned  the  true  state 
of  aifairs. 

The  fugitives  now  hastened  on  in  earnest,  and 
roused  their  horses  to  a  steady  gallop,  never  paus 
ing  till  they  reached  the  Guadaranque,  or  First 
River,  about  a  mile  nearer  Gibraltar  than  the  other, 
and  furnished  with  a  similar  bridge.  The  delay  of 
the  pursuers  at  the  former  ferry  had  thrown  them 
far  in  rear ;  and  my  grandfather,  inspired  by  the 
imminence  of  the  peril,  now  conceived  a  bright  idea 
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— the  brightest,  probably,  that  ever  flashed  upon 
him — by  executing  which  they  might  effectually 
distance  their  pursuers.  Dropping  his  glove  at  a 
little  distance  from  the  shore,  he  sent  the  ferryman 
to  fetch  it,  and  then  pushed  off  (Carlota  having 
already  embarked),  and  warped  the  bridge  to  the 
opposite  bank,  heedless  of  the  frantic  gesticulations 
of  the  proprietor,  who  screamed  furiously  after  them 
to  stop.  When  he  reached  the  opposite  side,  he 
took  out  his  pocket-knife  and  deliberately  cut 
the  rope.  Having  thus,  as  it  were,  blown  up  the 
communication  in  his  rear,  my  grandfather,  without 
the  loss  of  his  baggage,  continued  his  retreat  to  the 
fortress ;  while  the  little  Governor,  who  galloped 
up  just  as  they  were  disappearing,  was,  like  Lord 
Ullin,  left  lamenting. 

The  sun  was  already  declining,  and  threw  their 
shadows  far  before  them  on  the  sands,  as  they  rode 
along  the  beach  close  to  the  water.  The  bay  at 
this  inner  extremity  makes  a  great  circular  sweep 
— radii  drawn  from  the  rock  to  different  distant 
points  of  the  arc  would  be  almost  equal ;  and  for 
half  an  hour  they  continued  to  see  Gibraltar  at 
nearly  the  same  distance  to  the  right  and  in  front 
of  them,  holding  itself  aloof  most  provokingly. 
Twilight  descended  as  they  passed  the  Spanish  lines 
and  entered  on  the  Neutral  Ground.  The  Major 
glanced  anxiously  at  his  watch — in  a  few  minutes 
the  gun  from  Middle  Hill  would  give  the  signal  for 
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shutting  the  gates,  and  doom  them  irretrievably  to 
return  into  Spain  for  the  night.  For  the  first  time 
in  his  life  Major  Flinders  really  punished  his  horse, 
lifting  the  tired  beast  along  with  whip  and  rein. 
Carlota's  kept  easily  beside  him  under  her  lighter 
weight,  and  they  rapidly  neared  the  barrier.  Just 
as  they  passed  it,  a  stream  of  flame  shot  from  the 
rock,  illumining  objects  like  a  flash  of  lightning ; — 
then  came  the  heavy  report  of  the  gun — another 
minute  and  the  drawbridge  at  Landport  would  be 
lifted ;  but  they  were  upon  it.  They  dashed  across 
somewhat  in  the  style  of  Marmion  quitting  Douglas's 
castle,  "just  as  it  trembled  on  the  rise,"  and  were 
safe  in  Gibraltar. 


CHAPTER  v. 

AFTER  life's  fitful  fever,  the  Major  did  not  sleep 
well.  He  had  left  Carlota  comfortably  established 
at  the  inn ;  and  he  now  lay  nervously  thinking  how 
his  embarrassment  with  regard  to  her  was  to  ter 
minate,  especially  if  Owen  did  not  shortly  make  his 
appearance.  Then  he  was  worried  by  doubts  as  to 
the  fate  of  the  Fair  Unknown  and  her  passengers. 
They  might  have  been  recaptured,  as  escaped  smug 
glers,  by  a  guarda  costa — they  might  be  detained  in 
the  Straits  by  adverse  winds  or  calms — they  might 
have  run  ashore  into  some  bay,  and  come  on  overland. 


56  TALES   FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

This  last  supposition  haunted  him  most  pertina 
ciously,  and  he  resolved  to  go  up  the  rock  as  soon  as 
it  should  be  daylight,  to  look  out  for  them  along  the 
road  from  Spain.  He  lay  tossing  restlessly  till  the 
morning  gun  gave  the  signal  of  the  approach  of 
dawn,  and  before  the  echoes  died  away  he  had  his 
breeches  on. 

Night  was  at  odds  with  morning  when  my  grand 
father,  with  a  telescope  under  his  arm,  sallied  forth 
and  began  the  ascent.  Silence  was  over  the  rock, 
except  an  occasional  sighing  of  a  remnant  of  night 
wind  that  had  lost  itself  among  the  crags.  At  first, 
the  only  clear  outline  visible  was  that  of  the  rugged 
edge  of  the  rock  above  against  the  colourless  sky ; 
but  as  he  toiled  up  the  steep  zigzag  path,  the  day 
kept  pace  with  him — each  moment  threw  a  broader 
light  on  the  scene — blots  of  shadow  became  bushes 
or  deep  fissures,  and  new  shapes  of  stone  glided 
into  view.  The  only  symptoms  of  animal  life  that 
he  beheld  were  a  rabbit  that  fled  silently  to  his 
hole,  and  a  great  white  vulture  that,  startled  from 
his  perch  on  a  grey  crag,  sailed  slowly  upward  on 
his  black-tipped  wings,  circling  higher  and  higher, 
till  his  breast  was  crimsoned  by  the  yet  unrisen 
sun. 

The  path  led  diagonally  to  the  summit ;  and, 
turning  a  sharp  level  corner,  my  grandfather  looked 
perpendicularly  down  on  the  Mediterranean,  whose 
lazy  waves,  sending  up  a  gentle  murmur,  rippled 
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far  below  him.  On  his  left,  also  steep  down  below 
him,  was  the  Neutral  Ground,  level  as  the  sea  itself, 
extending  northward  into  sandy  plains,  abruptly 
crossed  by  tumbled  heaps  of  brown  mountains.  A 
reddening  of  the  sky  showed  that  the  sun  was  at 
hand ;  and  presently  the  glowing  disk  came  swiftly 
up  from  behind  the  eastern  hills ;  the  pale  earth 
shared  in  the  ruddiness  of  the  sky,  and  a  long  rosy 
gleam  swept  gradually  over  the  breadth  of  the  grey 
sea,  like  an  unwilling  smile  spreading  itself  from  a 
man's  lips  to  his  eyes  and  forehead. 

Conspicuous  on  the  highest  point  in  the  land 
scape  stood  my  grandfather,'  panting  with  his  exer 
tions  as  he  wiped  his  forehead.  After  standing  for 
a  moment,  bronzed  in  front  like  a  smith  at  the 
furnace,  face  to  face  with  the  sun,  he  turned  and 
swept  with  his  telescope  the  road  into  Spain.  Early 
peasants,  microscopic  as  ants,  were  bringing  their 
fruits  and  vegetables  into  the  fortress — a  laden  mule 
or  two  advanced  along  the  beach  over  which  the 
Major  had  last  night  galloped — but  nothing  re 
sembling  what  he  sought  was  in  sight.  Then 
turning  completely  round,  with  his  face  to  the 
path  he  had  just  ascended,  he  gave  a  long  look 
towards  the  Straits  ;  and  as  he  did  so,  the  wind, 
which  had  shifted  to  the  south-west  towards 
morning,  blew  gently  on  his  face.  A  sail  or  two 
was  discernible  in  the  distance,  outward  bound, 
but  nothing  resembling  the  cutter.  As  the  Major 
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looked,  a  signal  was  made  from  Cabrita,  and  di 
rectly  two  feluccas  left  their  station  at  Alge9iras, 
and  swooped  out,  like  two  white  birds,  as  if  to  in 
tercept  some  bark  yet  hidden  by  the  Point.  Again 
my  grandfather  looked  out  to  the  Strait,  and  presently 
a  small  white  sail  came  in  sight  near  Cabrita.  For 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  stood  steadily,  with  levelled 
telescope,  and  then  he  was  almost  sure — yes,  he 
could  swear — that  he  saw  the  small  English  ensign 
relieved  against  the  sail ;  and  above,  at  the  mast 
head,  the  yellow- striped  flag  that  Francisco  hoisted 
before  as  the  mark  of  a  yacht.  It  was  the  Fair  Un 
known — and  my  grandfather  at  once  comprehended 
that  the  pursuers,  whom  he  had  escaped  the  night 
before,  had,  on  returning  to  Alge9iras,  made  arrange 
ments  for  her  capture  as  soon  as  she  should  appear. 
The  breeze  was  on  her  beam,  and  much  fresher 
with  her  than  farther  in  the  bay,  so  that  the  feluccas 
steered  slantingly  across  her  course  as  she  made  for 
the  rock.  They  held  on  thus,  the  pursuers  and 
pursued,  till  within  a  mile  of  each  other,  when  the  cut 
ter  suddenly  altered  her  course  to  one  nearly  parallel 
with  that  of  the  feluccas.  The  latter,  however, 
now  gained  fast  upon  her,  and  presently  a  puff  of 
smoke  from  the  bow  of  the  foremost  was  followed 
by  the  report  of  a  gun.  My  grandfather  could  look 
no  longer  through  his  glass,  for  his  hand  shook  like 
a  reed,  but  began,  with  huge  strides,  more  resembling 
those  of  a  kangaroo  than  a  quiet  middle-aged  gentle- 
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man,  to  descend  the  rock.  Breathless,  he  reached 
his  quarters,  had  his  horse  saddled  and  brought  out, 
and  galloped  off  towards  Europa. 

Europa  Point  is  at  the  southern  extremity  of  the 
rock,  and  commands  at  once  the  entrance  of  the  bay 
and  the  passage  of  the  Straits.  The  road  to  it  from 
the  north,  where  the  Major  was  quartered,  affords, 
for  the  most  part,  a  view  of  the  bay.  Many  an  anxious 
glance. did  he  cast,  as  he  sped  along,  at  the  state  of 
affairs  on  the  water.  The  feluccas  fired  several  shots, 
but  all  seemed  to  fall  wide,  and  were  probably  in 
tended  only  to  frighten  the  chase,  out  of  considera 
tion  for  her  fair  freight.  Still,  however,  the  English 
colours  floated,  and  still  the  cutter  held  her  course. 

Some  artillerymen  and  an  officer  were  assembled 
at  the  Point  as  the  Major  galloped  up. 

"Can't  you  fire  at  'em?"  said  he,  as  he  drew  up 
beside  the  battery. 

"  Too  far  off,"  said  the  Lieutenant,  rising  from 
the  parapet  on  which  he  was  leaning,  and  showing 
a  drowsy  unshaven  countenance  ;  "  we  should  only 
frighten  them." 

"  By  heavens  !  "  said  my  grandfather,  u  'tis  hor 
rible.  I  shall  see  the  boy  taken  before  my  eyes  ! ;' 

"  Boy  !  "  quoth  the  Lieutenant,  wondering  what 
particular  interest  the  Major  could  take  in  the 
smuggler.  "  What  boy  ?  " 

"  Why,  Owen  of  ours — he's  running  away  with 
a  Spanish  lady." 
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"  The  devil !  "  ctied  the  Lieutenant,  jumping 
down.  "  What,  Garry  Owen  !  —  we  must  try  a 
long  shot.  Pull  those  quoins  out "  (to  a  gunner). 
"  Corporal,  lay  that  gun ;  a  dollar  if  you  hit  the 
felucca.  I'll  try  a  shot  with  this  one."  So  saying, 
he  laid  the  thirty-two  pounder  next  him  with  great 
care. 

"  Fire  !  "  said  he,  jumping  on  the  parapet  to  see 
the  effect  of  the  shot.  At  the  second  rebound  it 
splashed  under  the  bows  of  the  leading  felucca, 
which  still  held  on.  She  was  now  scarcely  three 
hundred  yards  from  the  cutter. 

"  Why,  d — n  their  impudence  !  "  muttered  the 
Lieutenant,  on  seeing  his  warning  pass  unheeded, 
"they  won't  take  a  hint.  Corporal,  let  drive  at 
'em." 

The  Corporal  earned  his  dollar.  The  shot  went 
through  the  side  of  the  felucca,  on  board  of  which 
all  was  presently  confusion ;  in  a  few  minutes  it 
was  apparent  she  was  sinking.  The  other,  aban 
doning  the  chase,  went  to  the  assistance  of  her  con 
sort,  lifting  the  crew  out,  some  of  whom  were  evi 
dently  hurt. 

"  A  blessed  shot !  "  cried  my  grandfather,  giving 
the  lucky  Corporal  a  bit  of  gold ;  "  but  I'm  glad 
they're  picking  up  the  crew." 

The  cutter  instantly  stood  in  for  the  harbour,  and 
half  an  hour  afterwards  the  Major  bade  his  young 
friend  and  Juana  welcome  to  Gibraltar. 
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Carlota  was  beside  herself  with  joy  at  seeing  the 
wanderers  safe.  She  first  cast  herself  upon  Juana, 
and  cried  over  her  ;  then  embraced  the  Ensign,  who 
made  no  scruple  of  kissing  her ;  lastly,  threw  her 
self  tenderly  upon  the  Major,  who  gazed  over  her 
head  as  it  lay  on  his  shoulder  with  a  dismayed  ex 
pression,  moving  his  arms  uneasily,  as  if  he  didn't 
know  what  he  was  expected  to  do  with  them. 
Every  moment  it  was  becoming  clearer  to  him  that 
he  was  a  compromised  man,  no  longer  his  own  pro 
perty.  On  his  way  through  the  streets  that  morn 
ing  he  had  passed  a  knot  of  officers,  one  of  whom 
he  overheard  describing  "  Old  Flinders  "  as  "  a  sly 
old  boy,"  for  that  he  "  had  run  away  with  a  devilish 
handsome  Spaniard — who  would  have  thought  it?" 
"  Ay,  who  indeed  !  "  groaned  the  Major,  internally. 
But  the  seal  was  put  to  his  doom  by  the  Colonel, 
who,  when  he  went  to  report  himself,  slapped  him 
on  the  shoulder,  and  congratulated  him  on  his 
happiness.  "Fine  woman,  I  hear,  Flinders — didn't 
give  you  credit  for  such  spirit  —  hope  you'll  be 
happy  together."  The  Major,  muttering  an  inar 
ticulate  denial,  hastily  retreated,  and  from  that 
moment  surrendered  himself  to  his  fate  an  unresist 
ing  victim. 

About  dusk  that  night,  Owen  came  to  him. 

"  By  heavens  I  "  the  Ensign  began,  throwing 
himself  into  a  chair,  "  I'm  the  most  unlucky  scoun 
drel  !  Nothing  goes  right  with  me.  I  promised 
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myself  that  this  should  be  my  wedding-night — and 
here  I  am,  as  forlorn  a  bachelor  as  ever." 

"  What  has  gone  wrong  ?  "  inquired  my  grand 
father,  removing  his  pipe  from  his  mouth. 

"  I  pressed  her  with  all  my  eloquence,"  said 
Owen  ;  "  reminded  her  of  her  promise  to  marry  me 
the  day  we  should  arrive  here — of  the  necessity  of 
caring  for  her  reputation,  after  leaving  her  father's 
house  and  coming  here  under  my  protection  "  (here 
my  grandfather  winced  ;)  "  talked,  in  fact,  like  an 
angel  who  had  been  bred  a  special  pleader — yet  it 
was  all  of  no  use." 

"  Deliberating  about  marriage  !  "  said  the  Major, 
"  after  leaving  her  father  and  lover  for  you  !  What 
gnat  can  she  be  straining  at,  after  swallowing  a 
camel  of  such  magnitude  ?  " 

"  A  piece  of  female  Quixotry,"  returned  Owen. 
"  She  says  she  can't  think  of  such  selfishness  as 
being  comfortably  married  herself,  while  Carlota 
is  so  unhappy,  and  her  fate  so  unsettled/''  Here 
he  made  a  significant  pause  ;  but  my  grandfather 
was  immovably  silent,  only  glancing  nervously  at 
him,  and  smoking  very  hard. 

"  In  fact,  she  protests  she  won't  hear  of  marry 
ing  me,  till  you  have  settled  when  you  will  marry 
Carlota." 

"  Marry  Carlota !  "  gasped  the  Major  in  an 
agonised  whisper. 

u  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you're  not  going 
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to  marry  her  I  "  exclaimed  the  Ensign,  throwing  a 
vast  quantity  of  surprise  into  his  expressive  coun 
tenance. 

"  Why — why,  what  should  I  marry  her  for  ?  " 
stammered  the  Major. 

"Oh,  Lord  !  "  said  Garry,  "  here  will  be  pleasant 
news  for  her  !  Curse  me  if  I  break  it  to  her." 

"  But  really  now,  Frank,"  the  Major  repeated — 
"  marriage,  you  know — why,  I  never  thought  of 
such  a  thing." 

"  You're  the  only  person  that  hasn't,  then,"  re 
joined  Owen.  "  Why,  what  can  the  garrison  think, 
after  the  way  you  smuggled  her  in  ;  what  can  she 
herself  think,  after  all  your  attentions  ?  " 

"Attentions,  my  dear  boy  ; — the  merest  civility." 

"  Oh, — ah  !  'twas  civility,  I  suppose,  to  squeeze 
her  hand  in  the  inn  at  Alge9iras,  in  the  way  she 
told  Juana  of — and  heaven  knows  what  else  you 
may  have  done  during  the  flight.  Juana  is  out 
rageous  against  you  —  actually  called  you  a  vile 
deceiver ;  but  Carlota's  feeling  is  more  of  sorrow 
than  of  anger.  She  is  persuaded  that  nothing  but 
your  ignorance  of  Spanish  has  prevented  your  tongue 
from  confirming  what  your  looks  have  so  faithfully 
promised.  I  was  really  quite  affected  to-day  at  the 
appealing  look  she  cast  on  me  after  you  left  the 
room ;  she  evidently  expected  me  to  communicate 
her  destiny." 

My  grandfather  smoked  hard. 
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"  Lots  of  fellows  would  give  their  ears  for  such 
a  wife,"  pursued  the  Ensign.  "  Lovelace,  the  Gov 
ernor's  aide-de-camp,  bribed  the  waiter  of  the  hotel 
to  lend  him  his  apron  to-day,  at  dinner,  that  he 
might  come  in  and  look  at  her — swears  she's  a 
splendid  woman,  and  that  he'd  run  away  with  such 
another  to-morrow." 

Still  my  grandfather  smoked  hard,  but  said 
nothing,  though  there  was  a  slight  gleam  of  pride 
in  his  countenance. 

"  Poor  thing  !  "  sighed  Garry.  "  All  her  pro 
spects  blighted  for  ever.  Swears  she  never  can 
love  another." 

At  this  my  grandfather's  eyes  grew  moist,  and 
he  coughed  as  if  he  had  swallowed  some  tobacco- 
smoke. 

"  And  as  for  me,  to  have  Juana  at  my  lips,  as  it 
were,  and  yet  not  mine — for  she's  as  inflexible  as  if 
she'd  been  born  a  Mede  or  Persian — to  know  that 
you  are  coming  between  me  and  happiness  as 
surely  as  if  you  were  an  inexorable  father  or  a 
cruel  guardian — worse,  indeed  ;  for  those  might  be 
evaded.  Major,  major,  have  you  no  compassion! — 
two  days  of  this  will  drive  me  crazy." 

The  Major  changed  his  pipe  from  his  right  hand 
to  his  left,  and,  stretching  the  former  across  the  table, 
sympathetically  pressed  that  of  the  Ensign. 

"  Do,  Major,"  quoth  Garry,  changing  his  flank 
movement  for  a  direct  attack — "  do  consent  to  make 
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yourself  and  me  happy ;  do  empower  me  to  nego 
tiate  for  our  all  going  to  church  to-morrow."  (My 
grandfather  gave  a  little  jump  in  his  chair  at  this, 
as  if  he  were  sitting  on  a  pin.)  "  I'll  manage  it  all ; 
you  shan't  have  the  least  trouble  in  the  matter." 

My  grandfather  spoke  not. 

"  Silence  gives  consent,"  said  the  Ensign,  rising. 
"  Come,  now,  if  you  don't  forbid  me,  I'll  depart  on 
my  embassy  at  once  ;  you  needn't  speak,  I'll  spare 
your  blushes.  I  see  this  delay  has  only  been  from 
modesty,  or  perhaps  a  little  ruse  on  your  part. 
Once,  twice,  thrice, — I  go."  And  he  vanished. 

The  Major  remained  in  his  chair,  in  the  same 
posture.  His  pipe  was  smoked  out,  but  he  con 
tinued  to  suck  absently  at  the  empty  tube.  His 
bewilderment  and  perturbation  were  so  great  that, 
though  he  sat  up  till  two  in  the  morning,  during 
which  time  he  smoked  eleven  pipes,  and  increased 
the  two  glasses  of  grog  with  which  he  was  accus 
tomed  to  prepare  for  his  pillow  to  four,  he  was  still, 
when  he  went  to  bed,  as  agitated  as  ever. 

In  this  state  of  mind  he  went  to  the  altar,  for 
next  day  a  double  ceremony  was  performed,  making 
Owen  happy  with  Juana,  and  giving  Carlota  a 
husband  and  me  a  grandfather.  The  Major  was 
more  like  a  proxy  than  a  principal  in  the  affair ;  for 
Owen,  taking  the  entire  management  upon  himself, 
left  him  little  more  to  do  than  to  make  the  necessary 
responses. 

s 
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Carlota  made  a  very  good-tempered,  quiet,  in- 
obtrusive  helpmate,  and  continued  to  be  fond  of  her 
spouse  even  after  he  was  a  grey-headed  colonel. 
My  grandfather,  though  credulous  in  most  matters, 
could  with  difficulty  be  brought  to  consider  himself 
married.  He  would  sometimes  seem  to  forget  the 
circumstance  for  a  whole  day  together,  till  it  came 
to  be  forced  on  his  recollection  at  bed-time.  And 
when,  about  a  year  after  his  marriage,  a  new-born 
female  Flinders  (now  my  venerable  aunt)  was 
brought  one  morning  by  the  nurse  for  his  inspection 
and  approval,  he  gazed  at  it  with  a  puzzled  air,  and 
could  not  be  convinced  that  he  was  actually  in  the 
presence  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  till  he  had 
touched  the  cheek  of  his  first-born  with  the  point  of 
his  tobacco-pipe,  removed  from  his  mouth  for  that 
purpose,  making  on  the  infant's  countenance  a  small 
indentation. 

The  little  Governor,  Don  Pablo,  was  subsequently 
induced  to  forgive  his  relatives,  and  frequent  visits 
and  attentions  were  interchanged,  till  the  commence 
ment  of  the  siege  put  a  stop  to  all  intercourse 
between  Gibraltar  and  Spain. 

I  have  often,  on  a  summer's  evening,  sat  looking 
across  the  bay  at  a  gorgeous  sunset,  and  retracing 
in  imagination  the  incidents  I  have  related.  My 
grandfather's  establishment  was  broken  up  during 
the  siege  by  the  enemy's  shells,  but  a  similar  one 
now  stands  on  what  I  think  must  have  been  about 
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the  site  of  it.  The  world  has  changed  since  then  ; 
but  Spain  is  no  land  of  change ;  and,  looking  on 
the  imperishable  outline  of  the  Andalu9ian  hills, 
unaltered,  probably,  since  a  time  to  which  the  period 
of  my  tale  is  but  as  yesterday,  it  is  easy  for  me  to 
"  daff  aside  "  the  noisy  world  without,  and,  dropping 
quietly  behind  the  age,  to  picture  to  myself  my  old- 
fashioned  grandfather  issuing  forth  from  yonder 
white-walled  town  of  Alge9iras  with  his  future 
bride. 


THE    IKON    SHEOUD, 

BY  WILLIAM  MUDFORD. 

[MAGA.    AUGUST  1830.J 

rpHE  castle  of  the  Prince  of  Tolfi  was  built  on  the 
J-  summit  of  the  towering  and  precipitous  rock  of 
Scylla,  and  commanded  a  magnificent  view  of  Sicily 
in  all  its  grandeur.  Here,  during  the  wars  of  the 
middle  ages,  when  the  fertile  plains  of  Italy  were 
devastated  by  hostile  factions,  those  prisoners  were 
confined,  for  whose  ransom  a  costly  price  was  de 
manded.  Here,  too,  in  a  dungeon,  excavated  deep 
in  the  solid  rock,  the  miserable  victim  was  immured, 
whom  revenge  pursued, — the  dark,  fierce,  and  un- 
pitying  revenge  of  an  Italian  heart. 

VIVENZIO — the  noble  and  the  generous,  the  fear 
less  in  battle,  and  the  pride  of  Naples  in  her  sunny 
hours  of  peace — the  young,  the  brave,  the  proud 
Vivenzio,  fell  beneath  this  subtle  and  remorseless 
spirit.  He  was  the  prisoner  of  Tolfi,  and  he  lan 
guished  in  that  rock-encircled  dungeon,  which 
stood  alone,  and  whose  portals  never  opened  twice 
upon  a  living  captive. 
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It  had  the  semblance  of  a  vast  cage,  for  the  roof, 
and  floor,  and  sides,  were  of  iron,  solidly  wrought, 
and  spaciously  constructed.  High  above  there  ran 
a  range  of  seven  grated  windows,  guarded  with 
massy  bars  of  the  same  metal,  which  admitted  light 
and  air.  Save  these,  and  the  tall  folding -doors 
beneath  them  which  occupied  the  centre,  no  chink, 
or  chasm,  or  projection,  broke  the  smooth  black 
surface  of  the  walls.  An  iron  bedstead,  littered 
with  straw,  stood  in  one  corner:  and  beside  it,  a 
vessel  with  water,  and  a  coarse  dish  rilled  with 
coarser  food. 

Even  the  intrepid  soul  of  Vivenzio  shrunk  with 
dismay  as  he  entered  this  abode,  and  heard  the  pon 
derous  doors  triple-locked  by  the  silent  ruffians 
who  conducted  him  to  it.  Their  silence  seemed 
prophetic  of  his  fate,  of  the  living  grave  that  had 
been  prepared  for  him.  His  menaces  and  his  en 
treaties,  Ins  indignant  appeals  for  justice,  and  his 
impatient  questioning  of  their  intentions,  were  alike 
vain.  They  listened,  but  spoke  not.  Fit  ministers 
of  a  crime  that  should  have  no  tongue  I 

How  dismal  was  the  sound  of  their  retiring  steps ! 
And,  as  their  faint  echoes  died  along  the  winding 
passages,  a  fearful  presage  grew  within  him,  that 
never  more  the  face,  or  voice,  or  tread,  of  man, 
would  greet  his  senses.  He  had  seen  human  beings 
for  the  last  time !  And  he  had  looked  his  last  upon 
the  bright  sky,  and  upon  the  smiling  earth,  and 
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upon  a  beautiful  world  he  loved,  and  whose  minion 
he  had  been !  Here  he  was  to  end  his  life — a  life 
he  had  just  begun  to  revel  in !  And  by  what  means  ? 
By  secret  poison?  or  by  murderous  assault?  No 
— for  then  it  had  been  needless  to  bring  him  thither. 
Famine  perhaps — a  thousand  deaths  in  one  1  It  was 
terrible  to  think  of  it ;  but  it  was  yet  more  terrible  to 
picture  long,  long  years  of  captivity,  in  a  solitude 
so  appalling,  a  loneliness  so  dreary,  that  thought, 
for  want  of  fellowship,  would  lose  itself  in  madness, 
or  stagnate  into  idiocy. 

He  could  not  hope  to  escape,  unless  he  had  the 
power,  with  his  bare  hands,  of  rending  asunder  the 
solid  iron  walls  of  his  prison.  He  could  not  hope 
for  liberty  from  the  relenting  mercies  of  his  enemy. 
His  instant  death,  under  any  form  of  refined  cruelty, 
was  not  the  object  of  Tolfl,  for  he  might  have  in 
flicted  it,  and  he  had  not.  It  was  too  evident, 
therefore,  he  was  reserved  for  some  premeditated 
scheme  of  subtle  vengeance ;  and  what  vengeance 
could  transcend  in  fiendish  malice,  either  the  slow 
death  of  famine,  or  the  still  slower  one  of  solitary 
incarceration,  till  the  last  lingering  spark  of  life  ex 
pired,  or  till  reason  fled,  and  nothing  should  remain 
to  perish  but  the  brute  functions  of  the  body  ? 

It  was  evening  when  Yivenzio  entered  his  dun 
geon,  and  the  approaching  shades  of  night  wrapped 
it  in  total  darkness,  as  he  paced  up  and  down, 
revolving  in  his  mind  these  horrible  forebodings. 
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No  tolling  bell  from  the  castle,  or  from  any  neigh 
bouring  church  or  convent,  struck  upon  his  ear  to 
tell  how  the  hours  passed.  Frequently  he  would 
stop  and  listen  for  some  sound  that  might  betoken 
the  vicinity  of  man ;  but  the  solitude  of  the  desert, 
the  silence  of  the  tomb,  are  not  so  still  and  deep 
as  the  oppressive  desolation  by  which  he  was 
encompassed.  His  heart  sank  within  him,  and 
he  threw  himself  dejectedly  down  upon  his  couch 
of  straw.  Here  sleep  gradually  obliterated  the 
consciousness  of  misery,  and  bland  dreams  wafted 
his  delighted  spirit  to  scenes  which  were  once 
glowing  realities  for  him,  in  whose  ravishing  illu 
sions  he  soon  lost  the  remembrance  that  he  was 
Tolfi's  prisoner. 

When  he  awoke,  it  was  daylight ;  but  how  long 
he  had  slept  he  knew  not.  It  might  be  early 
morning,  or  it  might  be  sultry  noon,  for  he  could 
measure  time  by  no  other  note  of  its  progress  than 
light  and  darkness.  He  had  been  so  happy  in 
his  sleep,  amid  friends  who  loved  him,  and  the 
sweeter  endearments  of  those  who  loved  him  as 
friends  could  not,  that  in  the  first  moments  of 
waking,  his  startled  mind  seemed  to  admit  the 
knowledge  of  his  situation,  as  if  it  had  burst  upon 
it  for  the  first  time,  fresh  in  all  its  appalling  horrors. 
He  gazed  round  with  an  air  of  doubt  and  amazement, 
and  took  up  a  handful  of  the  straw  upon  which  he 
lay,  as  though  he  would  ask  himself  what  it  meant. 
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But  memory,  too  faithful  to  her  office,  soon  unveiled 
the  melancholy  past,  while  reason,  shuddering  at 
the  task,  flashed  before  his  eyes  the  tremendous 
future.  The  contrast  overpowered  him.  He  remained 
for  some  time  lamenting,  like  a  truth,  the  bright 
visions  that  had  vanished ;  and  recoiling  from  the 
present,  which  clung  to  him  as  a  poisoned  garment. 
When  he  grew  more  calm,  he  surveyed  his 
gloomy  dungeon.  Alas  !  the  stronger  light  of  day 
only  served  to  confirm  what  the  gloomy  indis 
tinctness  of  the  preceding  evening  had  partially 
disclosed,  the  utter  impossibility  of  escape.  As, 
however,  his  eyes  wandered  round  and  round,  and 
from  place  to  place,  he  noticed  two  circumstances 
which  excited  his  surprise  and  curiosity.  The  one, 
he  thought,  might  be  fancy;  but  the  other  was 
positive.  His  pitcher  of  water,  and  the  dish  which 
contained  his  food,  had  been  removed  from  his  side 
while  he  slept,  and  now  stood  near  the  door.  Were 
he  even  inclined  to  doubt  this,  by  supposing  he  had 
mistaken  the  spot  where  he  saw  them  over-night, 
he  could  not,  for  the  pitcher  now  in  his  dungeon 
was  neither  of  the  same  form  nor  colour  as  the  other, 
while  the  food  was  changed  for  some  other  of  better 
quality.  He  had  been  visited,  therefore,  during  the 
night.  But  how  had  the  person  obtained  entrance? 
Could  he  have  slept  so  soundly,  that  the  unlocking 
and  opening  of  those  ponderous  portals  were  effected 
without  waking  him?  He  would  have  said  this 
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was  not  possible,  but  that  in  doing  so,  be  must 
admit  a  greater  difficulty,  an  entrance  by  other 
means,  of  which  he  was  convinced  there  existed 
none.  It  was  not  intended,  then,  that  he  should  be 
left  to  perish  from  hunger.  But  the  secret  and 
mysterious  mode  of  supplying  him  with  food,  seemed 
to  indicate  he  was  to  have  no  opportunity  of  com 
municating  with  a  human  being. 

The  other  circumstance  which  had  attracted  his 
notice,  was  the  disappearance,  as  he  believed,  of 
one  of  the  seven  grated  windows  that  ran  along  the 
top  of  his  prison.  He  felt  confident  that  he  had 
observed  and  counted  them  ;  for  he  was  rather  sur 
prised  at  their  number,  and  there  was  something 
peculiar  in  their  form,  as  well  as  in  the  manner  of 
their  arrangement,  at  unequal  distances.  It  was  so 
much  easier,  however,  to  suppose  he  was  mistaken, 
than  that  a  portion  of  the  solid  iron,  which  formed 
the  walls,  could  have  escaped  from  its  position,  that 
he  soon  dismissed  the  thought  from  his  mind. 

Vivenzio  partook  of  the  food  that  was  before  him, 
without  apprehension.  It  might  be  poisoned ;  but 
if  it  were  he  knew  he  could  not  escape  death,  should 
such  be  the  design  of  Tolfi,  and  the  quickest  death 
would  be  the  speediest  release. 

The  day  passed  wearily  and  gloomily;  though 
not  without  a  faint  hope  that,  by  keeping  watch  at 
night,  he  might  observe  when  the  person  came 
again  to  bring  him  food,  which  he  supposed  he 
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would  do  in  the  same  way  as  before.  The  mere 
thought  of  being  approached  by  a  living  creature, 
and  the  opportunity  it  might  present  of  learning  the 
doom  prepared,  or  preparing,  for  him,  imparted  some 
comfort.  Besides,  if  he  came  alone,  might  he  not 
in  a  furious  onset  overpower  him  ?  Or  he  might  be 
accessible  to  pity,  or  the  influence  of  such  munificent 
rewards  as  he  could  bestow,  if  once  more  at  liberty 
and  master  of  himself.  Say  he  were  armed.  The 
worst  that  could  befall,  if  nor  bribe,  nor  prayers,  nor 
force  prevailed,  was  a  friendly  blow,  which,  though 
dealt  in  a  damned  cause,  might  work  a  desired  end. 
There  was  no  chance  so  desperate,  but  it  looked 
lovely  in  Vivenzio's  eyes,  compared  with  the  idea 
of  being  totally  abandoned. 

The  night  came,  and  Vivenzio  watched.  Morning 
came,  and  Vivenzio  was  confounded !  He  must  have 
slumbered  without  knowing  it.  Sleep  must  have 
stolen  over  him  when  exhausted  by  fatigue,  and  in 
that  interval  of  feverish  repose,  he  had  been  baffled : 
for  there  stood  his  replenished  pitcher  of  water,  and 
there  his  day's  meal !  Nor  was  this  all.  Casting 
his  looks  towards  the  windows  of  his  dungeon,  he 
counted  but  FIVE  !  Here  was  no  deception ;  and 
he  was  now  convinced  there  had  been  none  the  day 
before.  But  what  did  all  this  portend  ?  Into  what 
strange  and  mysterious  den  had  he  been  cast  ?  He 
gazed  till  his  eyes  ached ;  he  could  discover  no 
thing  to  explain  the  mystery.  That  it  was  so,  he 
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knew.  Why  it  was  so,  lie  racked  liis  imagination 
in  vain  to  conjecture.  He  examined  the  doors.  A 
simple  circumstance  convinced  him  they  had  not 
been  opened. 

A  wisp  of  straw,  which  he  had  carelessly  thrown 
against  them  the  preceding  day,  as  he  paced  to  and 
fro,  remained  where  he  had  cast  it,  though  it  must 
have  been  displaced  by  the  slightest  motion  of  either 
of  the  doors.  This  was  evidence  that  could  not  be 
disputed ;  and  it  followed  there  must  be  some  secret 
machinery  in  the  walls  by  which  a  person  could 
enter.  He  inspected  them  closely.  They  appeared 
to  him  one  solid  and  compact  mass  of  iron;  or 
joined,  if  joined  they  were,  with  such  nice  art,  that  no 
mark  of  division  was  perceptible.  Again  and  again 
he  surveyed  them — and  the  floor — and  the  roof— 
— and  that  range  of  visionary  windows,  as  he  was 
now  almost  tempted  to  consider  them :  he  could 
discover  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  to  relieve  his 
doubts  or  satisfy  his  curiosity.  Sometimes  he 
fancied  that  altogether  the  dungeon  had  a  more 
contracted  appearance — that  it  looked  smaller ;  but 
this  he  ascribed  to  fancy,  and  the  impression  natu 
rally  produced  upon  his  mind  by  the  undeniable 
disappearance  of  two  of  the  windows. 

With  intense  anxiety,  Vivenzio  looked  forward 
to  the  return  of  night ;  and  as  it  approached,  he 
resolved  that  no  treacherous  sleep  should  again 
betray  him.  Instead  of  seeking  his  bed  of  straw, 
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he  continued  to  walk  up  and  down  his  dungeon 
till  daylight,  straining  his  eyes  in  every  direction 
through  the  darkness,  to  watch  for  any  appearances 
that  might  explain  these  mysteries.  While  thus 
engaged,  and  as  nearly  as  he  could  judge  (by  the 
time  that  afterwards  elapsed  before  the  morning 
came  in),  about  two  o'clock,  there  was  a  slight 
tremulous  motion  of  the  floors.  He  stooped.  The 
motion  lasted  nearly  a  minute ;  but  it  was  so  ex 
tremely  gentle,  that  he  almost  doubted  whether  it 
was  real,  or  only  imaginary.  He  listened.  Not  a 
sound  could  be  heard.  Presently,  however,  he  felt 
a  rush  of  cold  air  blow  upon  him;  and  dashing 
towards  the  quarter  whence  it  seemed  to  proceed, 
he  stumbled  over  something  which  he  judged  to  be 
the  water  ewer.  The  rush  of  cold  air  was  no  longer 
perceptible  ;  and  as  Vivenzio  stretched  out  his 
hands,  he  found  himself  close  to  the  walls.  He 
remained  motionless  for  a  considerable  time  ;  but 
nothing  occurred  during  the  remainder  of  the  night 
to  excite  his  attention,  though  he  continued  to  watch 
with  unabated  vigilance. 

The  first  approaches  of  the  morning  were  visible 
through  the  grated  windows,  breaking,  with  faint 
divisions  of  light,  the  darkness  that  still  pervaded 
every  other  part,  long  before  Vivenzio  was  enabled 
to  distinguish  any  object  in  his  dungeon.  Instinc 
tively  and  fearfully  he  turned  his  eyes,  hot  and 
inflamed  with  watching,  towards  them.  There  were 
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FOUR  !  He  could  see  only  four :  but  it  might  be 
that  some  intervening  object  prevented  the  fifth 
from  becoming  perceptible ;  and  he  waited  im 
patiently  to  ascertain  if  it  were  so.  As  the  light 
strengthened,  however,  and  penetrated  every  corner 
of  the  cell,  other  objects  of  amazement  struck  his 
sight.  On  the  ground  lay  the  broken  fragments  of 
the  pitcher  he  had  used  the  day  before,  and  at  a 
Bmall  distance  from  them,  nearer  to  the  wall,  stood 
the  one  he  had  noticed  the  first  night.  It  was  filled 
with  water,  and  beside  it  was  his  food.  He  was  now 
certain  that,  by  some  mechanical  contrivance,  an 
opening  was  obtained  through  the  iron  wall,  and  that 
through  this  opening  the  current  of  air  had  found 
entrance.  But  how  noiseless  !  For  had  a  feather 
almost  waved  at  the  time,  he  must  have  heard  it. 
Again  he  examined  that  part  of  the  wall ;  but  both 
to  sight  and  touch  it  appeared  one  even  and  uniform 
surface,  while  to  repeated  and  violent  blows  there 
was  no  reverberating  sound  indicative  of  hollowness. 
This  perplexing  mystery  had  for  a  time  with 
drawn  his  thoughts  from  the  windows ;  but  now, 
directing  his  eyes  again  towards  them,  he  saw  that 
the  fifth  had  disappeared  in  the  same  manner  as 
the  preceding  two,  without  the  least  distinguishable 
alteration  of  external  appearances.  The  remaining 
four  looked  as  the  seven  had  originally  looked ;  that 
is,  occupying,  at  irregular  distances,  the  top  of  the 
wall  on  that  side  of  the  dungeon.  The  tall  folding- 
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door,  too,  still  seemed  to  stand  beneath,  in  the  centre 
of  these  four,  as  it  had  at  first  stood  in  the  centre  of 
the  seven.  But  he  could  no  longer  doubt,  what,  on 
the  preceding  day,  he  fancied  might  be  the  effect  of 
visual  deception.  The  dungeon  was  smaller.  The 
roof  had  lowered — and  the  opposite  ends  had  con 
tracted  the  intermediate  distance  by  a  space  equal, 
he  thought,  to  that  over  which  the  three  windows 
had  extended.  He  was  bewildered  in  vain  imagin 
ings  to  account  for  these  things.  Some  frightful 
purpose — some  devilish  torture  of  mind  or  body — 
some  unheard-of  device  for  producing  exquisite 
misery,  lurked,  he  was  sure,  in  what  had  taken 
place. 

Oppressed  with  this  belief,  and  distracted  more 
by  the  dreadful  uncertainty  of  whatever  fate  im 
pended,  than  he  could  be  dismayed,  he  thought,  by 
the  knowledge  of  the  worst,  he  sat  ruminating, 
hour  after  hour,  yielding  his  fears  in  succession  to 
every  haggard  fancy.  At  last  a  horrible  suspicion 
flashed  suddenly  across  his  mind,  and  he  started  up 
with  a  frantic  air.  "  Yes  I"  he  exclaimed,  looking 
wildly  round  his  dungeon,  and  shuddering  as  he 
spoke — "  Yes  !  it  must  be  so  !  I  see  it ! — I  feel  the 
maddening  truth  like  scorching  flames  upon  my 
brain  !  Eternal  God  ! — support  me  !  it  must  be 
so ! — Yes,  yes,  that  is  to  be  my  fate  !  Yon  roof 
will  descend! — these  walls  will  hem  me  round — 
and  slowly,  slowly,  crush  me  in  their  iron  arms  ! 
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Lord  God  1  look  down  upon  me,  and  in  mercy  strike 
me  with  instant  death  1  Oh,  fiend — oh,  devil — is 
this  your  revenge  ?" 

He  dashed  himself  upon  the  ground  in  agony ; — 
tears  burst  from  him,  and  the  sweat  stood  in  large 
drops  upon  his  face — he  sobbed  aloud — he  tore  his 
hair — he  rolled  about  like  one  suffering  intolerable 
anguish  of  body,  and  would  have  bitten  the  iron 
floor  beneath  him ;  he  breathed  fearful  curses  upon 
Tolfi,  and  the  next  moment  passionate  prayers  to 
heaven  for  immediate  death.  Then  the  violence  of 
his  grief  became  exhausted,  and  he  lay  still,  weep 
ing  as  a  child  would  weep.  The  twilight  of  depart 
ing  day  shed  its  gloom  around  him  ere  he  arose 
from  that  posture  of  utter  and  hopeless  sorrow. 
He  had  taken  no  food.  Not  one  drop  of  water  had 
cooled  the  fever  of  his  parched  lips.  Sleep  had  not 
visited  his  eyes  for  six-and-thirty  hours.  He  was 
faint  with  hunger ;  weary  with  watching,  and  with 
the  excess  of  his  emotions.  He  tasted  of  his  food ; 
he  drank  with  avidity  of  the  water;  and  reeling 
like  a  drunken  man  to  his  straw,  cast  himself  upon 
it  to  brood  again  over  the  appalling  image  that  had 
fastened  itself  upon  his  almost  frenzied  thoughts. 

He  slept.  But  his  slumbers  were  not  tranquil. 
He  resisted,  as  long  as  he  could,  their  approach; 
and  when,  at  last,  enfeebled  nature  yielded  to  their 
influence,  he  found  no  oblivion  from  his  cares. 
Terrible  dreams  haunted  him — ghastly  visions  har- 
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rowed  up  his  imagination — he  shouted  and  screamed, 
as  if  he  already  felt  the  dungeon's  ponderous  roof 
descending  on  him — he  breathed  hard  and  thick, 
as  though  writhing  between  its  iron  walls.  Then 
would  he  spring  up  —  stare  wildly  about  him  — 
stretch  forth  his  hands,  to  be  sure  he  yet  had  space 
enough  to  live — and,  muttering  some  incoherent 
words,  sink  down  again,  to  pass  through  the  same 
fierce  vicissitudes  of  delirious  sleep. 

The  morning  of  the  fourth  day  dawned  upon 
Vivenzio.  But  it  was  high  noon  before  his  mind 
shook  off  its  stupor,  or  he  awoke  to  a  full  conscious 
ness  of  his  situation.  And  what  a  fixed  energy  of 
despair  sat  upon  his  pale  features,  as  he  cast  his 
eyes  upwards,  and  gazed  upon  the  THREE  windows 
that  now  alone  remained !  The  three  I — there  were 
no  more ! — and  they  seemed  to  number  his  own 
allotted  days.  Slowly  and  calmly  he  next  surveyed 
the  top  and  sides,  and  comprehended  all  the  mean 
ing  of  the  diminished  height  of  the  former,  as  well 
as  of  the  gradual  approximation  of  the  latter.  The 
contracted  dimensions  of  his  mysterious  prison  were 
now  too  gross  and  palpable  to  be  the  juggle  of  his 
heated  imagination.  Still  lost  in  wonder  at  the 
means,  Vivenzio  could  put  no  cheat  upon  his  reason, 
as  to  the  end.  By  what  horrible  ingenuity  it  was 
contrived,  that  walls,  and  roof,  and  windows,  should 
thus  silently  and  imperceptibly,  without  noise,  and 
without  motion  almost,  fold,  as  it  were,  within  each 
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other,  he  knew  not.  He  only  knew  they  did  so ; 
and  he  vainly  strove  to  persuade  himself  it  was  the 
intention  of  the  contriver,  to  rack  the  miserable 
wretch  who  might  be  immured  there  with  antici 
pation,  merely,  of  a  fate,  from  which,  in  the  very 
crisis  of  his  agony,  he  was  to  be  reprieved. 

Gladly  would  he  have  clung  even  to  this  possi 
bility,  if  his  heart  would  have  let  him  ;  but  he  felt 
a  dreadful  assurance  of  its  fallacy.  And  what 
matcliless  inhumanity  it  was  to  doom  the  sufferer 
to  such  lingering  torments — to  lead  him  day  by  day 
to  so  appalling  a  death,  unsupported  by  the  con 
solations  of  religion,  unvisited  by  any  human  being, 
abandoned  to  himself,  deserted  of  all,  and  denied 
even  the  sad  privilege  of  knowing  that  his  cruel 
destiny  would  awaken  pity !  Alone  he  was  to 
perish ! — alone  he  was  to  wait  a  slow  coming  tor 
ture,  whose  most  exquisite  pangs  would  be  inflicted 
by  that  very  solitude  and  that  tardy  coming ! 

"  It  is  not  death  I  fear,"  he  exclaimed,  "  but  the 
death  I  must  prepare  for !  Methinks,  too,  I  could 
meet  even  that — all  horrible  and  revolting  as  it  is 
— if  it  might  overtake  me  now.  But  where  shall  I 
find  fortitude  to  tarry  till  it  come  ?  How  can  I 
outlive  the  three  long  days  and  nights  I  have  to 
live  ?  There  is  no  power  within  me  to  bid  the 
hideous  spectre  hence — none  to  make  it  familiar  to 
my  thoughts ;  or  myself,  patient  of  its  errand.  My 
thoughts,  rather,  will  flee  from  me,  and  I  grow  mad 
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in  looking  at  it.  Oh  !  for  a  deep  sleep  to  fall  upon 
me  !  That  so,  in  death's  likeness,  I  might  embrace 
death  itself,  and  drink  no  more  of  the  cup  that  is 
presented  to  me,  than  my  fainting  spirit  has  already 
tasted!" 

In  the  midst  of  these  lamentations,  Vivenzio 
noticed  that  his  accustomed  meal,  with  the  pitcher 
of  water,  had  been  conveyed,  as  before,  into  his 
dungeon.  But  this  circumstance  no  longer  excited 
his  surprise.  His  mind  was  overwhelmed  with 
others  of  a  far  greater  magnitude.  It  suggested, 
however,  a  feeble  hope  of  deliverance ;  and  there  is 
no  hope  so  feeble  as  not  to  yield  some  support  to  a 
heart  bending  under  despair.  He  resolved  to  watch, 
during  the  ensuing  night,  for  the  signs  he  had  before 
observed ;  and  should  he  again  feel  the  gentle, 
tremulous  motion  of  the  floor,  or  the  current  of  air,  to 
seize  that  moment  forgiving  audible  expression  to  his 
misery.  Some  person  must  be  near  him,  and  within 
reach  of  his  voice,  at  the  instant  when  his  food  was 
supplied ;  some  one,  perhaps,  susceptible  of  pity. 
Or  if  not,  to  be  told  even  that  his  apprehensions 
were  just,  and  that  his  fate  was  to  be  what  he  fore 
boded,  would  be  preferable  to  a  suspense  which 
hung  upon  the  possibility  of  his  worst  fears  being 
visionary. 

The  night  came ;  and  as  the  hour  approached 
when  Vivenzio  imagined  he  might  expect  the  signs, 
he  stood  fixed  and  silent  as  a  statue.  He  feared  to 
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breathe,  almost,  lest  lie  might  lose  any  sound  which 
would  warn  him  of  their  coming.  While  thus  listen 
ing,  with  every  faculty  of  mind  and  body  strained 
to  an  agony  of  attention,  it  occurred  to  him  he 
should  be  more  sensible  of  the  motion,  probably,  if 
he  stretched  himself  along  the  iron  floor.  He  ac 
cordingly  laid  himself  softly  down,  and  had  not 
been  long  in  that  position  when — yes — he  was  cer 
tain  of  it — the  floor  moved  under  him  1  He  sprang 
up,  and  in  a  voice  suffocated  nearly  with  emotion, 
called  aloud.  He  paused — the  motion  ceased — he 
felt  no  stream  of  air — all  was  hushed — no  voice 
answered  to  his — he  burst  into  tears,  and  as  he 
sank  to  the  ground,  in  renewed  anguish,  exclaimed 
— "  Oh,  my  God !  my  God !  You  alone  have  power 
to  save  me  now,  or  strengthen  me  for  the  trial  you 
permit." 

Another  morning  dawned  upon  the  wretched 
captive,  and  the  fatal  index  of  his  doom  met  his 
eyes.  Two  windows!  —  and  two  days  —  and  all 
would  be  over!  Fresh  food — fresh  water!  The 
mysterious  visit  had  been  paid,  though  he  had  im 
plored  it  in  vain.  But  how  awfully  was  his  prayer 
answered  in  what  he  now  saw !  The  roof  of  the 
dungeon  was  within  a  foot  of  his  head.  The  two 
ends  were  so  near,  that  in  six  paces  he  trod  the 
space  between  them.  Vivenzio  shuddered  as  he 
gazed,  and  as  his  steps  traversed  the  narrowed 
area.  But  his  feelings  no  longer  vented  themselves 
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in  frantic  wailings.  With  folded  arms,  and  clenched 
teeth,  with  eyes  that  were  bloodshot  from  much 
watching,  and  fixed  with  a  vacant  glare  upon  the 
ground,  with  a  hard  quick  breathing,  and  a  hurried 
walk,  he  strode  backwards  and  forwards  in  silent 
musing  for  several  hours.  What  mind  shall  con 
ceive,  what  tongue  utter,  or  what  pen  describe  the 
dark  and  terrible  character  of  his  thoughts  ?  Like 
the  fate  that  moulded  them,  they  had  no  similitude 
in  the  wide  range  of  this  world's  agony  for  man. 
Suddenly  he  stopped,  and  his  eyes  were  riveted 
upon  that  part  of  the  wall  which  was  over  his  bed 
of  straw.  Words  are  inscribed  there !  A  human 
language,  traced  by  a  human  hand!  He  rushes 
towards  them ;  but  his  blood  freezes  as  he  reads  : — 
"  I,  Ludovico  Sforza,  tempted  by  the  gold  of  the 
Prince  of  Tolfi,  spent  three  years  in  contriving 
and  executing  this  accursed  triumph  of  my  art. 
When  it  was  completed,  the  perfidious  Tolfi,  more 
devil  than  man,  who  conducted  me  hither  one  morn 
ing,  to  be  witness,  as  he  said,  of  its  perfection, 
doomed  me  to  be  the  first  victim  of  my  own  perni 
cious  skill ;  lest,  as  he  declared,  I  should  divulge 
the  secret,  or  repeat  the  effort  of  my  ingenuity. 
May  God  pardon  him,  as  I  hope  he  will  me,  that 
ministered  to  his  unhallowed  purpose !  Miserable 
wretch,  whoe'er  thou  art,  that  readest  these  lines,  fall 
on  thy  knees,  and  invoke,  as  I  have  done,  His  sustain 
ing  mercy,  who  alone  can  nerve  thee  to  meet  the 
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vengeance  of  Tolfi,  armed  with  this  tremendous 
engine  which,  in  a  few  hours,  must  crush  you,  as  it 
will  the  needy  wretch  who  made  it." 

A  deep  groan  burst  from  Vivenzio.  He  stood, 
like  one  transfixed,  with  dilated  eyes,  expanded 
nostrils,  and  quivering  lips,  gazing  at  this  fatal  in 
scription.  It  was  as  if  a  voice  from  the  sepulchre 
had  sounded  in  his  ears,  "  Prepare  !  "  Hope  forsook 
him.*  There  was  his  sentence,  recorded  in  those 
dismal  words.  The  future  stood  unveiled  before 
him,  ghastly  and  appalling.  His  brain  already  feels 
the  descending  horror — his  bones  seem  to  crack  and 
crumble  in  the  mighty  grasp  of  the  iron  walls ! 
Unknowing  what  it  is  he  does,  he  fumbles  in  his 
garment  for  some  weapon  of  self-destruction.  He 
clenches  his  throat  in  his  convulsive  gripe,  as  though 
he  would  strangle  himself  at  once.  He  stares  upon 
the  walls,  and  his  warring  spirit  demands,  "Will 
they  not  anticipate  their  office  if  I  dash  my  head 
against  them?"  An  hysterical  laugh  chokes  him  as 
he  exclaims,  "  Why  should  I  ?  He  was  but  a  man 
who  died  first  in  their  fierce  embrace  ;  and  I  should 
be  less  than  man  not  to  do  as  much !  " 

The  evening  sun  was  descending,  and  Vivenzio 
beheld  its  golden  beams  streaming  through  one  of 
the  windows.  What  a  thrill  of  joy  shot  through 
his  soul  at  the  sight !  It  was  a  precious  link,  that 
united  him,  for  the  moment,  with  the  world  beyond. 
There  was  ecstasy  in  the  thought.  As  he  gazed, 
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long  and  earnestly,  it  seemed  as  if  the  windows  had 
lowered  sufficiently  for  him  to  reach  them.  With 
one  bound  he  was  beneath  them — with  one  wild 
spring  he  clung  to  the  bars.  Whether  it  was  so 
contrived,  purposely  to  madden  with  delight  the 
wretch  who  looked,  he  knew  not ;  but,  at  the  extre 
mity  of  a  long  vista,  cut  through  the  solid  rocks, 
the  .ocean,  the  sky,  the  setting  sun,  olive  groves, 
shady  walks,  and,  in  the  farthest  distance,  delicious 
glimpses  of  magnificent  Sicily,  burst  upon  his 
sight.  How  exquisite  was  the  cool  breeze  as  it 
swept  across  his  cheek,  loaded  with  fragrance  !  He 
inhaled  it  as  though  it  were  the  breath  of  continued 
life.  And  there  was  a  freshness  in  the  landscape, 
and  in  the  rippling  of  the  calm  green  sea,  that  fell 
upon  his  withering  heart  like  dew  upon  the  parched 
earth.  How  he  gazed,  and  panted,  and  still  clung 
to  his  hold  !  sometimes  hanging  by  one  hand,  some 
times  by  the  other,  and  then  grasping  the  bars  with 
both,  as  loth  to  quit  the  smiling  paradise  out 
stretched  before  him ;  till  exhausted,  and  his  hands 
swollen  and  benumbed,  he  dropped  helpless  down, 
and  lay  stunned  for  a  considerable  time  by  the  fall. 
When  he  recovered,  the  glorious  vision  had  van 
ished.  He  was  in  darkness.  He  doubted  whether 
it  was  not  a  dream  that  had  passed  before  his  sleep 
ing  fancy ;  but  gradually  his  scattered  thoughts 
returned,  and  with  them  came  remembrance.  Yes ! 
he  had  looked  once  again  upon  the  gorgeous  splen- 
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dour  of  nature  !  Once  again  his  eyes  had  trembled 
beneath  their  veiled  lids,  at  the  sun's  radiance, 
and  sought  repose  in  the  soft  verdure  of  the  olive- 
tree,  or  the  gentle  swell  of  undulating  waves.  Oh, 
that  he  were  a  mariner,  exposed  upon  those  waves 
to  the  worst  fury  of  storm  and  tempest ;  or  a  very 
wretch,  loathsome  with  disease,  plague-stricken, 
and  his  body  one  leprous  contagion  from  crown  to 
sole,  hunted  forth  to  gasp  out  the  remnant  of  infec 
tious  life  beneath  those  verdant  trees,  so  he  might 
shun  the  destiny  upon  whose  edge  he  tottered  ! 

Vain  thoughts  like  these,  would  steal  over  his 
mind  from  time  to  time,  in  spite  of  himself;  but 
they  scarcely  moved  it  from  that  stupor  into  which 
it  had  sunk,  and  which  kept  him,  during  the  whole 
night,  like  one  who  had  been  drugged  with  opium. 
He  was  equally  insensible  to  the  calls  of  hunger 
and  of  thirst,  though  the  third  day  was  now  com 
mencing  since  even  a  drop  of  water  had  passed  his 
lips.  He  remained  on  the  ground,  sometimes  sit 
ting,  sometimes  lying;  at  intervals,  sleeping  heav 
ily  ;  and  when  not  sleeping,  silently  brooding 
over  what  was  to  come,  or  talking  aloud,  in  dis 
ordered  speech,  of  his  wrongs,  of  his  friends,  of  his 
home,  and  of  those  he  loved,  with  a  confused  min 
gling  of  all. 

In  this  pitiable  condition,  the  sixth  and  last 
morning  dawned  upon  Vivenzio,  if  dawn  it  might 
be  called — the  dim,  obscure  light  which  faintly 
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struggled  through  the  ONE  SOLITARY  window  of  his 
dungeon.  He  could  hardly  be  said  to  notice  the 
melancholy  token.  And  yet  he  did  notice  it ;  for 
as  he  raised  his  eyes  and  saw  the  portentous  sign, 
there  was  a  slight  convulsive  distortion  of  his  coun 
tenance.  But  what  did  attract  his  notice,  and  at 
the  sight  of  which  his  agitation  was  excessive,  was 
the  change  his  iron  bed  had  undergone.  It  was  a 
bed  no  longer.  It  stood  before  him,  the  visible 
semblance  of  a  funeral  couch  or  bier !  When  he 
beheld  this,  he  started  from  the  ground ;  and,  in 
raising  himself,  suddenly  struck  his  head  against 
the  roof,  which  was  now  so  low  that  he  could  no 
longer  stand  upright.  "  God's  will  be  done !  "  was 
all  he  said,  as  he  crouched  his  body,  and  placed  his 
hand  upon  the  bier ;  for  such  it  was.  The  iron 
bedstead  had  been  so  contrived,  by  the  mechanical 
art  of  Ludovico  Sforza,  that  as  the  advancing  walls 
came  in  contact  with  its  head  and  feet,  a  pressure 
was  produced  upon  concealed  springs,  which,  when 
made  to  play,  set  in  motion  a  very  simple  though 
ingeniously-contrived  machinery,  that  effected  the 
transformation.  The  object  was,  of  course,  to 
heighten,  in  the  closing  scene  of  this  horrible 
drama,  all  the  feelings  of  despair  and  anguish, 
which  the  preceding  ones  had  aroused.  For  the 
same  reason,  the  last  window  was  so  made  as  to 
admit  only  a  shadowy  kind  of  gloom  rather  than 
light,  that  the  wretched  captive  might  be  sur- 
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rounded,  as  it  were,  with  every  seeming  prepara 
tion  for  approaching  death. 

Vivenzio  seated  himself  on  his  bier.  Then  he 
knelt  and  prayed  fervently;  and  sometimes  tears 
would  gush  from  him.  The  air  seemed  thick,  and 
he  breathed  with  difficulty  ;  or  it  might  be  that  he 
fancied  it  was  so,  from  the  hot  and  narrow  limits  of 
his  dungeon,  which  were  now  so  diminished  that 
he  could  neither  stand  up  nor  lie  down  at  his  full 
length.  But  his  wasted  spirits  and  oppressed  mind 
no  longer  struggled  within  him.  He  was  past 
hope,  and  fear  shook  him  no  more.  Happy  if  thus 
revenge  had  struck  its  final  blow ;  for  he  would 
have  fallen  beneath  it  almost  unconscious  of  a  pang. 
But  such  a  lethargy  of  the  soul,  after  such  an  ex 
citement  of  its  fiercest  passions,  had  entered  into 
the  diabolical  calculations  of  Tolfi ;  and  the  fell 
artificer  of  his  designs  had  imagined  a  counteract 
ing  device. 

The  tolling  of  an  enormous  bell  struck  upon  the 
ears  of  Vivenzio  !  He  started.  It  beat  but  once. 
The  sound  was  so  close  and  stunning,  that  it  seemed 
to  shatter  his  very  brain,  while  it  echoed  through 
the  rocky  passages  like  reverberating  peals  of  thun 
der.  This  was  followed  by  a  sudden  crash  of  the 
roof  and  walls,  as  if  they  were  about  to  fall  upon 
and  close  around  him  at  once.  Vivenzio  screamed, 
and  instinctively  spread  forth  his  arms,  as  though 
he  had  a  giant's  strength  to  hold  them  back.  They 


90  TALES   FROM 

had  moved  nearer  to  him,  and  were  now  motionless. 
Vivenzio  looked  up,  and  saw  the  roof  almost  touch 
ing  his  head,  even  as  he  sat  cowering  beneath  it ; 
and  he  felt  that  a  farther  contraction  of  but  a  few 
inches  only  must  commence  the  frightful  operation. 
Boused  as  he  had  been,  he  now  gasped  for  breath. 
His  body  shook  violently  —  he  was  bent  nearly 
double.  His  hands  rested  upon  either  wall,  and 
his  feet  were  drawn  under  him  to  avoid  the  pres 
sure  in  front.  Thus  he  remained  for  more  than  an 
hour,  when  that  deafening  bell  beat  again,  and 
again  there  came  the  crash  of  horrid  death.  But 
the  concussion  was  now  so  great  that  it  struck 
Vivenzio  down.  As  he  lay  gathered  up  in  lessened 
bulk,  the  bell  beat  loud  and  frequent — crash  suc 
ceeded  crash — and  on,  and  on,  and  on  came  the 
mysterious  engine  of  death,  till  Vivenzio 's  smoth 
ered  groans  were  heard  no  more  I  He  was  horribly 
crushed  by  the  ponderous  roof  and  collapsing 
sides — and  the  flattened  bier  was  his  Iron  Shroud. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

THE  note-book  of  my  grandfather,  Major  Flinders, 
contains  much  matter  relative  to  the  famous 
siege  of  Gibraltar,  and  he  seems  to  have  kept  an 
accurate  and  minute  journal  of  such  of  its  incidents 
as  came  under  his  own  observation.  Indeed,  I  sus 
pect  the  historian  Drinkwater  must  have  had  access 
to  it,  as  I  frequently  find  the  same  notabilia  chron 
icled  in  pretty  much  the  same  terms  by  both  these 
learned  Thebans.  But  while  Drinkwater  confines 
himself  mostly  to  professional  matters — the  state  of 
the  fortifications,  nature  of  the  enemy's  fire,  casual- 
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ties  to  the  soldiery,  and  the  like — and  seldom  intro 
duces  an  anecdote  interesting  to  the  generality  of 
readers  without  apologising  for  such  levity,  my 
grandfather's  sympathies  seem  to  have  been  en 
grossed  by  the  sufferings  of  the  inhabitants  deprived 
of  shelter,  as  well  as  of  sufficient  food,  and  helplessly 
witnessing  the  destruction  of  their  property.  Con 
sequently,  his  journal,  though  quite  below  the  dig 
nity  of  history,  affords,  now  and  then,  a  tolerably 
graphic  glimpse  of  the  beleaguered  town. 

From  the  discursive  and  desultory  nature  of  the 
old  gentleman's  style,  as  before  hinted,  it  would  be 
vain  to  look  for  a  continuous  narrative  in  his  journal, 
even  if  it  contained  materials  for  such.  But  here 
and  there  a  literary  Jack  Homer  might  extract  a 
plum  or  two  from  the  vast  quantity  of  dough — of 
reflections,  quotations,  and  all  manner  of  irrelevant 
observations,  surrounding  them.  The  following 
incidents,  which  occurred  at  the  most  interesting 
period  of  the  long  and  tedious  siege,  appear  to  me 
to  give  a  fair  idea  of  some  of  the  characteristics  of 
the  time,  and  of  the  personages  who  figured  in  it ;  and 
accordingly,  after  subjecting  them  to  a  process  analo 
gous  to  gold- washing,  I  present  them  to  the  reader. 

After  a  strict  blockade  of  six  months,  reducing 
the  garrison  to  great  extremity  for  want  of  provi 
sions,  Gibraltar  was  relieved  by  Sir  George  Rodney, 
who  landed  a  large  quantity  of  stores.  But  about 
a  year  after  his  departure,  no  further  relief  having 
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reached  them  except  casual  supplies  from  trading 
vessels  that  came  at  a  great  risk  to  the  Eock,  their 
exigencies  were  even  worse  than  before.  The  issue 
of  provisions  was  limited  in  quantity,  and  their 
price  so  high,  that  the  families,  even  of  officers, 
were  frequently  in  dismal  straits.  This  has  given 
rise  to  a  wooden  joke  of  my  grandfather's,  who 
although  he  seldom  ventures  on  any  deliberate 
facetiousness,  has  entitled  the  volume  of  his  journal 
relating  to  this  period  of  the  siege,  The  Straits  of 
Gibraltar.  He  seems  to  have  estimated  the  worth 
of  his  wit  by  its  rarity,  for  the  words  appear  at  the 
top  of  every  page. 

The  llth  of  April  1781  being  Carlota's  birthday, 
the  Major  had  invited  Owen  (now  Lieutenant  Owen) 
to  dine  with  them  in  honour  of  the  occasion.  Owen 
was  once  more,  for  the  time,  a  single  man ;  for 
Juana,  having  gone  to  visit  her  friends  in  Tarifa 
just  before  the  commencement  of  the  siege,  had  been 
unable  to  rejoin  her  husband.  In  vain  had  Carlota 
requested  that  the  celebration  might  be  postponed 
till  the  arrival  of  supplies  from  England  should  afford 
them  a  banquet  worthy  of  the  anniversary — 'the 
Major,  a  great  stickler  for  ancient  customs,  insisted 
on  its  taking  place  forthwith.  Luckily,  a  merchant 
man  from  Minorca  had  succeeded  in  landing  a  cargo 
of  sheep,  poultry,  vegetables,  and  fruit  the  day 
before,  so  that  the  provision  for  the  feast,  though  by 
no  means  sumptuous,  was  far  better  than  any  they 
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had  been  accustomed  to  for  many  months  past.  The 
Major's  note-book  enables  me  to  set  the  materials 
for  the  dinner,  and  also  its  cost,  before  the  reader — 
viz.  a  sheep's  head,  price  sixteen  shillings  (my 
grandfather  was  too  late  to  secure  any  of  the  body, 
which  was  rent  in  pieces,  and  the  fragments  carried 
off  as  if  by  wolves,  ere  the  breath  was  well  out  of 
it) — a  couple  of  fowls,  twenty  shillings  (scraggy 
creatures,  says  my  ancestor  in  a  parenthesis) — a 
ham,  two  guineas — raisins  and  flour  for  a  pudding, 
five  shillings — eggs  (how  many,  the  deponent  sayeth 
not),  sixpence  each — vegetables,  nine  and  sixpence 
— and  fruit  for  dessert,  seven  and  tenpence.  Then, 
for  wine,  a  Spanish  merchant,  a  friend  of  Carlota's, 
had  sent  them  two  bottles  of  champagne  and  one  of 
amontillado,  a  present  as  generous  then  as  a  hogs 
head  would  have  been  in  ordinary  times  ;  and  there 
was,  moreover,  some  old  rum,  and  two  lemons  for 
punch.  Altogether,  there  was  probably  no  dinner 
half  so  good  that  day  in  Gibraltar. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  the  Major  was  reading  in 
his  quarters  (a  tolerably  commodious  house  near  the 
South  Barracks,  and  at  some  distance  outside  the 
town)  when  Owen  appeared. 

"  You're  punctual,  my  boy  ;  and  punctuality's  a 
cardinal  virtue  about  dinner-time,"  said  my  grand 
father,  looking  at  his  watch;  "  three  o'clock  exactly. 
And  now  we'll  have  dinner.  I  only  hope  the  new 
cook  is  a  tolerable  proficient." 
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"  What's  become  of  Mrs  Grigson?"  asked  Owen. 
"  You  haven't  parted  with  that  disciple  of  Apicius, 
I  should  hope?" 

"  She's  confined  again,"  said  my  grandfather, 
sighing ;  "  a  most  prolific  woman  that !  It  certainly 
can't  be  above  half- a-y ear  since  her  last  child  was 
born,  and  she's  just  going  to  have  another.  'Tis 
certainly  not  longer  ago  than  last  autumn,"  he  added, 
musingly. 

"  A  wonderful  woman,"  said  Owen  ;  "  she  ought 
to  be  purchased  by  the  Government,  and  sent  out 
to  some  of  our  thinly-populated  colonies.  And  who 
fills  her  place?" 

"  Why,  I'll  tell  you,"  responded  the  Major.  "  Joe 
Trigg,  my  old  servant,  is  confined  too — in  the 
guardroom,  I  mean,  for  getting  drunk — and  I've 
taken  a  man  of  the  regiment,  one  Private  Bags,  for 
a  day  or  two,  who  recommended  his  wife  as  an  ex 
cellent  cook.  She  says  the  same  of  herself ;  but  this 
is  her  first  trial,  and  I'm  a  little  nervous  about  it." 

"  Shocking  rascal  that  Bags,"  said  Owen. 

"  Indeed  I  "  said  my  grandfather  ;  "  I'm  sorry  t» 
hear  that.  I  didn't  inquire  about  his  character. 
He  offered  his  services,  saying  he  came  from  the 
same  part  of  England  as  myself,  though  I  don't 
recollect  him." 

"  Terrible  work  this  blockade,"  said  the  Major 
after  a  pause.  "  Do  you  know,  if  I  was  a  general 
in  command  of  a  besieging  army,  I  don't  think  I 
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could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  starve  out  the  garrison. 
Consider  now,  my  dear  boy"  (laying  his  forefinger 
on  Owen's  arm) — "  consider  now,  several  thousand 
men  with  strong  appetites,  never  having  a  full  meal 
for  months  together.  And  just,  too,  as  my  diges 
tion  was  getting  all  right — for  I  never  get  a  night 
mare  now,  though  I  frequently  have  the  most  deli 
cious  dreams  of  banquets  that  I  try  to  eat,  but  wake 
before  I  get  a  mouthful.  'Tis  enough  to  provoke  a 
saint.  And  as  if  this  was  not  enough,  the  supply 
of  books  is  cut  off.  The  Weekly  Entertainer  isn't 
even  an  annual  entertainer  to  me.  The  last  number 
I  got  was  in  '79,  and  I've  been  a  regular  subscriber 
these  twelve  years.  There's  the  Gentleman 's  Maga 
zine,  too.  The  last  one  reached  me  a  year  since, 
with  a  capital  story  in  it,  only  half-finished,  that 
I'm  anxious  to  know  the  end  of;  and  also  a  rebus 
that  I've  been  longing  to  see  the  answer  to.  *  The 
answer  in  our  next,'  says  the  tantalising  editor.  It's 
a  capital  rebus — -just  listen  now.  *  Two-thirds  of 
the  name  of  an  old  novelist,  one -sixth  of  what  we 
all  do  in  the  morning,  and  a  heathen  deity,  make 
together  a  morsel  fit  for  a  king/  I've  been  work 
ing  at  it  for  upwards  of  a  year,  and  I  can't  guess  it. 
Can  you?" 

"  Koast  pig  with  stuffing  answers  the  general 
description,"  said  Owen.  "  That,  you'll  admit,  is 
a  morsel  fit  for  a  king." 

"  Pooh  ! "  said  my  grandfather.     "  But  you  must 
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really  try  now.  I've  run  through  the  mythology, 
all  that  I  know  of  it,  and  tried  all  the  old  novelists' 
names,  even  Boccaccio  and  Cervantes.  Never  were 
such  combinations  as  I  have  made — but  can't  com 
pound  anything  edible  out  of  them.  Again,  as  to. 
what  we  do  in  the  morning  :  we  all  shave  (that  is, 
all  who  have  beards) — and  we  yawn,  too ;  at  least 
I  do,  on  waking ;  but  it  must  be  a  word  of  six  let 
ters.  Then,  who  can  the  heathen  deity  be?" 

"  Pan  is  the  only  heathen  deity  that  has  anything 
to  do  with  cookery,"  said  Owen.  "  Frying-pan,  you 
know,  and  stew-pan." 

My  grandfather  caught  at  the  idea,  but  had  not 
succeeded  in  making  anything  of  it,  or  in  approxi 
mating  to  the  solution  of  the  riddle,  when  Carlota 
entered  from  an  inner  room. 

"  I  wish,  my  dear,  you  would  see  about  the  din 
ner,"  said  the  Major  ;  "  'tis  a  quarter  past  three." 

"Si,  mi  vida"  (yes,  my  life),  said  Carlota,  who 
was  in  the  habit  of  bestowing  lavishly  on  my  grand 
father  the  most  endearing  epithets  in  the  Spanish 
language,  some  of  them,  perhaps,  not  particularly 
applicable — nino  de  mi  alma  (child  of  my  soul),  luz 
de  mis  ojos  (light  of  my  eyes),  and  the  like  ;  none  of 
which  appeared  to  have  any  more  effect  on  the  ob 
ject  of  them  than  if  they  had  been  addressed  to 
somebody  else. 

Carlota  rung  the  bell,  which  nobody  answered. 
"  Nurse  is  busy  with  de  nina,"  she  said,  when  nobody 
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answered  it;  "I  go  myself  to  de  cocina"  (kitchen) — 
she  spoke  English  as  yet  but  imperfectly. 

"  There's  one  comfort  in  delay,"  said  the  Major  ; 
"  'tis  better  to  boil  a  ham  too  much  than  too  little — 
and  yet  I  shouldn't  like  it  overdone  either." 

Here  they  were  alarmed  by  an  exclamation  from 
Carlota.  "  Ah  Dios  !  Caramba  !  Ven,  ven,  mi 
nino!"  cried  she  from  the  kitchen. 

The  Major  and  Owen  hastened  to  the  kitchen, 
which  was  so  close  at  hand  that  the  smell  of  the 
dinner  sometimes  anticipated  its  appearance  in  the 
dining-room.  Mrs  Bags,  the  new  cook,  was  seated 
before  the  fire.  On  the  table  beside  her  was  an 
empty  champagne  bottle,  the  fellow  to  which  pro 
truded  its  neck  from  a  pail  in  one  corner,  where  the 
Major  had  put  it  to  cool ;  and  another  bottle  of  more 
robust  build,  about  half-full,  was  also  beside  her. 
The  countenance  of  Mrs  Bags  wore  a  pleasant  and 
satisfied,  though  not  very  intelligent  smile,  as  she 
gazed  steadfastly  on  the  ham  that  was  roasting  on 
a  spit  before  the  fire — at  least  one  side  of  it  was 
done  quite  black,  while  the  other  oozed  with  warm 
grease ;  for  the  machinery  which  should  have  turned 
it  was  not  in  motion. 

"  Caramba  I  "   exclaimed  Carlota,  with  uplifted 
hands.     "  Que  picarilla  I  " — (What   a   knave  of  a 


woman 


"  Gracious  heavens! "  said  my  grandfather,  "she's 
roasting  it !     Who  ever  heard  of  a  roast  ham  ?" 


LAZARO'S  LEGACY.  9 

"  A  many  years,"  remarked  Mrs  Bags,  without 
turning  her  head,  and  still  smiling  pleasantly,  "  have 
I  lived  in  gentlemen's  families — "  Here  this  frag 
ment  of  autobiography  was  terminated  by  a  hiccup. 

"  And  the  champagne  bottle  is  empty,"  said 
Owen,  handling  it.  "A  nice  sort  of  cook  this  of 
yours,  Major.  She  seems  to  have  constituted  her 
self  butler,  too." 

My  grandfather  advanced  and  lifted  the  other 
bottle  to  his  nose.  "  'Tis  the  old  rum,"  he  ejacu 
lated  with  a  groan.  "  But  if  the  woman  has  drunk 
all  this  'twill  be  the  death  of -her.  Bags,"  he  called, 
"  come  here." 

The  spouse  of  Mrs  Bags  emerged  from  a  sort  of 
scullery  behind  the  kitchen — a  tall  bony  man,  of 
an  ugliness  quite  remarkable,  and  with  a  very  red 
face.  He  was  better  known  by  his  comrades  as 
Tongs,  in  allusion  probably  to  personal  peculiarities; 
for  the  length  of  his  legs,  the  width  of  his  bony 
hips,  and  the  smallness  of  his  head,  gave  him  some 
distant  resemblance  to  that  article  of  domestic  iron 
mongery  ;  but  as  his  wife  called  herself  Mrs  Bags, 
and  he  was  entered  in  the  regimental  books  by  that 
name,  it  was  probably  his  real  appellation. 

"  Kun  directly  to  Dr  Fagan,"  said  the  Major, 
"  and  request  him  to  come  here.  Your  wife  has 
poisoned  herself  with  rum." 

"  'Tisn't  rum,"  said  Bags,  somewhat  thickly — 
"  'tis  fits." 
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"  Fits  I"  said  my  grandfather. 

"  Fits,"  doggedly  replied  Mr  Bags,  who  seemed 
by  no  means  disturbed  at  the  alleged  indisposition 
of  his  wife — "  she  often  gets  them." 

"  Don't  alarm  yourself,  Major,"  said  Owen,  "  I'll 
answer  for  it  she  hasn't  drunk  all  the  rum.  The 
scoundrel  is  half-drunk  himself,  and  smells  like  a 
spirit-vault.  You'd  better  take  your  wife  away," 
he  said  to  Bags. 

"  She  can  leave  if  she  ain't  wanted,"  said  Private 
Bags,  with  dignity:  "we  never  comes  where  we 
ain't  wanted."  And  he  advanced  to  remove  the 
lady.  Mrs  Bags  at  first  resisted  this  measure,  pro 
ceeding  to  deliver  a  eulogium  on  her  own  excellent 
qualities,  moral  and  culinary.  She  had,  she  said, 
the  best  of  characters,  in  proof  of  which  she  made 
reference  to  several  persons  in  various  parts  of  the 
United  Kingdom,  and,  as  she  spoke,  she  smiled 
more  affably  than  ever. 

"  La  picarilla  no  tiene  verguenza  "  (the  wretch  is 
perfectly  shameless),  cried  Carlota,  who,  having 
hastily  removed  the  ham  from  the  fire,  was  now 
looking  after  the  rest  of  the  dinner.  The  fowls, 
cut  up  in  small  pieces,  were  boiling  along  with  the 
sheep's  head,  and,  probably  to  save  time,  the  esti 
mable  Mrs  Bags  had  put  the  rice  and  raisins  des 
tined  for  a  pudding  into  the  pot  along  with  them — 
certainly,  as  Owen  remarked,  a  bold  innovation  in 
cookery. 
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Still  continuing  to  afford  them  glimpses  of  her 
personal  history,  Mrs  Bags  was  at  length  persuaded 
to  retire  along  with  her  helpmate. 

"  What  astonishing  impudence,"  said  the  Major, 
shutting  the  door  upon  her,  "to  pretend  to  be 
a  cook,  and  yet  know  no  better  than  to  roast  a 
ham!" 

Carlota,  meanwhile,  was  busy  in  remedying  the 
disaster  as  far  as  she  could  ;  cutting  the  ham  into 
slices  and  frying  it,  making  a  fricassee  of  the  fowls, 
and  fishing  the  raisins  out  of  the  pot,  exclaiming 
bitterly  all  the  while,  in  English  and  Spanish, 
against  the  tunanta  (equivalent  to  female  scoundrel 
or  scamp)  who  had  spoilt  the  only  nice  dinner  her 
pobrecito,  her  wmo,  her  querido  (meaning  my  grand 
father),  had  been  likely  to  enjoy  for  a  long  time, 
stopping  occasionally  in  her  occupations  to  give 
him  a  consolatory  kiss.  However,  my  grandfather 
did  not  keep  up  the  character  of  a  martyr  at  all 
well :  he  took  the  matter  really  very  patiently ; 
and  when  the  excellent  Carlota  had  set  the  dinner 
on  the  table,  and  he  tasted  the  fine  flavour  of  the 
maltreated  ham,  he  speedily  regained  his  accus 
tomed  good-humour. 

"  It  is  very  strange,"  he  said  presently,  while 
searching  with  a  fork  in  the  dish  before  him,  "  that 
a  pair  of  fowls  should  have  only  three  wings,  two 
legs,  and  one  breast  between  them." 

It  certainly  was  not  according  to  the  order  of 
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nature ;  nevertheless  the  fact  was  so,  all  my  grand 
father's  researches  in  the  dish  failing  to  bring  to 
light  the  missing  members.  This,  however,  was 
subsequently  explained  by  the  discovery  of  the 
remains  of  these  portions  of  the  birds  in  the  scul 
lery,  where  they  appeared  to  have  been  eaten  after 
being  grilled ;  and  Mrs  Bags'  reason  for  adopting 
this  mode  of  cooking  them  was  also  rendered  ap 
parent — viz.  that  she  might  secure  a  share  for 
herself  without  immediate  detection. 

However,  all  this  did  not  prevent  them  from 
making  the  best  of  what  was  left,  and  the  Major's 
face  beamed  as  he  drank  Carlota's  health  in  a  glass 
of  the  remaining  bottle  of  champagne,  as  brightly 
as  if  the  dinner  had  been  completely  successful. 

"It  is  partly  my  fault,  Owen,"  said  the  Major, 
"  that  you  haven't  a  joint  of  mutton  instead  of  this 
sheep's  head.  I  ought  to  have  been  sharper.  The 
animal  was  actually  sold  in  parts  before  he  was 
killed.  Old  Clutterbuck  had  secured  a  haunch, 
and  he  a  single  man,  you  know — 'tis  thrown  away 
upon  him.  I  offered  him  something  handsome  for 
his  bargain,  but  he  wouldn't  part  with  it." 

"  We're  lucky  to  get  any,"  returned  Owen. 
"  Never  was  such  a  scramble.  Old  Fiskin,  the 
commissary,  and  Mrs  O'Kegan,  the  Major's  wife, 
both  swore  the  left  leg  was  knocked  down  to 
them;  neither  would  give  in,  and  it  was  put  up 
again,  when  the  staff  doctor,  Pur  sum,  who  had  just 
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arrived  in  a  great  hurry,  carried  it  off  by  bidding 
eightpence  more  than  either.  Not  one  of  the  three 
has  spoken  to  either  of  the  others  since  ;  and  people 
say,"  added  Owen,  "  Mrs  O'Regan  avers  openly 
that  Fiskin  didn't  behave  like  a  gentleman." 

"  God  knows  1 "  said  my  grandfather,  "  'tis  a 
difficult  thing  in  such  a  case  to  decide  between 
politeness  and  a  consciousness  of  being  in  the  right. 
Fiskin  likes  a  good  dinner." 

The  dinner  having  been  done  justice  to,  Car- 
lota  removed  the  remains  to  a  side-table,  and  the 
Major  was  in  the  act  of  compounding  a  bowl  of 
punch,  when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  "  Come 
in,"  cried  Carlota. 

A  light  and  timid  step  crossed  the  narrow  pas 
sage  separating  the  outer  door  from  that  of  the 
room  they  sat  in,  and  there  was  another  hesitating 
tap  at  this  latter.  "  Come  in,"  again  cried  Carlota, 
and  a  young  girl  entered  with  a  basket  on  her 
arm. 

"  'Tis  Esther  Lazaro,"  said  Carlota  in  Spanish. 
"  Come  in,  child ;  sit  here  and  tell  me  what  you 
want." 

Esther  Lazaro  was  the  daughter  of  a  Jew  in  the 
town,  whose  occupations  were  multifarious,  and 
connected  him  closely  with  the  garrison.  He  dis 
counted  officers'  bills,  furnished  their  rooms,  sold 
them  everything  they  wanted — all  at  most  exorbi 
tant  rates.  Still,  as  is  customary  with  military 
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men,  while  perfectly  aware  that  they  could  have 
procured  what  he  supplied  them  with  elsewhere  at 
less  expense,  they  continued  to  patronise  and  abuse 
him  rather  than  take  the  trouble  of  looking  out  for 
a  more  liberal  dealer.  As  the  difficulties  of  the  gar 
rison  increased,  he  had  not  failed  to  take  advantage 
of  them,  and  it  was  even  said  he  was  keeping  back 
large  stores  of  provisions  and  necessaries  till  the 
increasing  scarcity  should  enable  him  to  demand  his 
own  terms  for  them. 

His  daughter  was  about  fifteen  years  old — a 
pretty  girl,  with  hair  of  the  unusual  colour  of 
chestnut,  plaited  into  thick  masses  on  the  crown  of 
her  head.  Her  skin  was  fairer  than  is  customary 
with  her  race — her  eyes  brown  and  soft  in  expres 
sion,  her  face  oval,  and  her  figure,  even  at  this 
early  age,  very  graceful,  being  somewhat  more  pre 
cocious  than  an  English  girl's  at  those  years.  She 
was  a  favourite  with  the  ladies  of  the  garrison,  who 
often  employed  her  to  procure  feminine  matters  for 
them.  Carlota,  particularly,  had  always  treated  her 
with  great  kindness — and  hence  the  present  visit. 
She  had  come,  she  said  timidly,  to  ask  a  favour — a 
great  favour.  She  had  a  little  dog  that  she  loved. 
(Here  a  great  commotion  in  the  basket  seemed  to  say 
she  had  brought  her  protege  with  her.)  He  had 
been  given  to  her  by  a  young  school  friend  who  was 
dead,  and  her  father  would  no  longer  let  her  keep 
it,  because,  he  said,  these  were  no  times  to  keep 
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such  creatures,  when  provisions,  even  those  fit  for 
a  dog,  were  so  dear.  He  was  a  very  good  little 
dog — would  the  Sefiora  take  him  ? 

"  Let  us  look  at  him,  Esther,"  said  Owen — "  I 
see  you  have  brought  him  with  you." 

"  He  is  not  pretty,"  said  Esther,  blushing  as  she 
produced  him  from  the  basket.  He  certainly  was 
not,  being  a  small  cur,  marked  with  black  and 
white,  like  a  magpie,  with  a  tail  curling  over  his 
back.  He  did  not  appear  at  all  at  his  ease  in 
society,  for  he  tried  to  shrink  back  again  into  the 
basket. 

"He  was  frightened,"  she  said,  "for  he  had 
been  shut  up  for  more  than  a  month.  She  had 
tried  to  keep  him  in  her  bedroom,  unknown  to  her 
father,  feeding  him  with  part  of  her  own  meals  ; 
but  he  had  found  it  out,  and  had  beaten  her,  and 
threatened  to  kill  the  dog  if  ever  he  saw  it  again." 

"  Pobrecito  I "  (poor  little  thing)  said  the  good 
Carlota — "we  shall  take  good  care  of  it.  Toma" 
(take  this),  offering  him  a  bit  of  meat.  But  he 
crept  under  her  chair,  with  his  tail  so  depressed,  in 
his  extreme  bashfulness,  that  the  point  of  it  came 
out  between  his  forelegs. 

Carlota  would  have  made  the  young  Jewess  dine 
there  forthwith,  at  the  side-table  still  spread  with 
the  remains  of  the  dinner,  for  social  differences  of 
position  were  lost  in  the  general  misery ;  but  she 
refused  to  take  anything,  only  sipping  once  from  a 
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glass  of  wine  that  Carlota  insisted  on  making  her 
drink  of.  Then  she  rose,  and,  having  tied  the  end 
of  a  string  that  was  fastened  to  the  dog's  collar  to 
the  leg  of  the  table,  to  prevent  his  following  her, 
took  her  leave,  thanking  Carlota  very  prettily. 

"  A  Dios,  Sancho!"  she  said  to  the  little  dog, 
who  wagged  his  tail  and  gave  her  a  piteous  look  as 
she  turned  to  go  away — "  A  Dios,  Sancho,"  she  re 
peated,  taking  him  up  and  kissing  him  very  affec 
tionately.  The  poor  child  was  ready  to  cry. 

"  Come  and  see  him  every  day,  my  child,"  said 
Carlota,  "  and  when  better  times  come  you  shall 
have  him  again." 

CHAPTER   II. 

LAZARO  the  Jew  was  seated  towards  dusk  that 
evening  in  a  sort  of  office  partitioned  off  by  an  open 
railing  from  a  great  store  filled  with  a  most  motley 
collection  of  articles.  Sofas,  looking-glasses,  wash 
ing-stands — bales  of  goods  in  corded  canvass — 
rows  of  old  boots  purchased  from  officers'  servants 
— window  curtains  lying  on  heaps  of  carpeting  and 
matting — bedsteads  of  wood  and  iron — crockery 
and  glass — were  all  piled  indiscriminately.  Simi 
lar  articles  had  also  overflowed  along  the  passage 
down  the  wooden  steps  leading  to  the  square  stone 
court  below,  which  was  lumbered  with  bairels, 
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packing-cases,  and  pieces  of  old  iron.  This  court 
was  entered  from  the  street,  and  an  arched  door  on 
one  side  of  it,  barred  and  padlocked,  opened  on  a 
large  warehouse,  which  nobody  except  the  Jew  had 
set  foot  in  for  many  months. 

The  Jew  himself  was  a  spare,  rather  small  man, 
with  a  thin  eager  face,  small  sharp  features,  and  a 
scanty  beard.  Being  by  descent  a  Barbary  Jew,  he 
wore  the  costume  peculiar  to  that  branch  of  his 
race — a  black  skull-cap ;  a  long-skirted,  collarless, 
cloth  coat,  buttoned  close,  the  waist  fastened  with 
a  belt;  loose  light-coloured  trousers  and  yellow 
slippers — altogether  he  looked  somewhat  like  an 
overgrown  Blue-coat  Boy.  He  was  busied  in  turn 
ing  over  old  parchment-covered  ledgers,  when  an 
officer  entered. 

Von  Dessel  was  a  captain  in  Hardenberg's  Hano 
verian  regiment.  He  was  a  square,  strong-built 
man,  about  forty,  with  very  light  hair,  as  was  appa 
rent  since  the  governor's  order  had  forbidden  the 
use  of  powder  to  the  troops,  in  consequence  of  the 
scarcity  of  flour.  His  thick,  white,  overhanging 
eyebrows,  close  lips,  and  projecting  under  jaw, 
gave  sternness  to  his  countenance. 

"  Good  afternoon,  captain,"  said  the  Jew ;  "  what 
I  do  for  you  to-day,  sare?" 

"  Do  for  me  I  By  Gott,  you  have  done  for  me 
already,  with  your  cursed  Hebrew  tricks,"  said  the 
2  B 
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captain.     The  German  and  the  Jew  met  on  a  neu 
tral  ground  of  broken  English. 

"  I  always  treat  every  gentleman  fair,  sare,'''  said 
the  Jew.  "  I  tell  you,  captain,  I  lose  by  that  last 
bill  of  yours." 

" Der  teufel!  who  gains,  then?"  said  Von  Des- 
sel,  "  for  you  cut  me  off  thirty  per  cent." 

The  Jew  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'*  I  don't  make  it  so,  sare :  the  siege  makes  it  so. 
When  the  port  is  open,  you  shall  have  more  better 
exchange." 

"  Well,  money  must  be  had,"  said  the  German. 
"  What  will  you  give  now  for  my  bill  for  twenty 
pounds  ? " 

The  Jew  consulted  a  book  of  figures — then  made 
some  calculations  on  paper — then  appeared  to  con 
sider  intently. 

"  Curse  you,  speak !  "  said  the  choleric  captain. 
"  You  have  made  up  your  mind  about  how  much 
roguery  long  ago." 

"  Captain,  sare,  I  give  you  feefty  dallars,"  said 
the  Jew. 

The  captain  burst  forth  with  a  volley  of  German 
execrations. 

"  Captain,"  said  the  Jew  presently,  "  I  like  to 
please  a  gentleman  if  I  can.  I  give  you  one  box  of 
cigars  besides — real  Cubas — one  hundred  and  feefty 
in  a  box." 

The  captain  at  this  broke  forth  again,  but  checked 
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himself  presently  on  the  entrance  of  the  Jew's 
daughter,  who  now  returned  from  the  Major's.  She 
advanced  quietly  into  the  room,  made  a  little  bow  to 
the  captain,  took  off  and  laid  aside  her  shawl,  and, 
taking  up  some  work,  sat  down  and  began  to  sew. 

Von  Dessel  resumed  his  expostulation  in  a  milder 
tone.  The  Jew,  however,  knew  the  money  was 
necessary  to  him,  and  only  yielded  so  far  as  to  in 
crease  his  box. of  cigars  to  two  hundred;  and  the 
captain,  finding  he  could  get  no  better  terms  from 
him,  was  forced  to  agree.  While  the  Jew  was 
drawing  out  the  bills,  the  German  gazed  attentively 
at  Esther,  with  a  good  deal  of  admiration  expressed 
in  his  countenance. 

"  I  can't  take  the  money  now,"  said  he,  after 
signing  the  bills.  "  I  am  going  on  duty.  Bring  it 
to  me  to-morrow  morning,  at  nine  o'clock." 

"I'm  afraid  I  can't,  sare,"  said  Lazaro;  "too 
moch  business.  Couldn't  you  send  for  it,  captain?" 

"  Not  possible,"  said  the  German ;  but  you  must 
surely  have  somebody  that  might  bring  it — some 
trustworthy  person  you  know."  And  his  eye  rested 
on  Esther. 

"There's  my  dater,  sare,"  said  the  Jew— "I 
shall  send  her,  if  that  will  do." 

"  Good,"  said  the  captain,  "  do  not  forget,"  and 
quitted  the  room  forthwith. 

He  was  scarcely  gone  when  a  pair  with  whom 
the  reader  is  already  slightly  acquainted,  Mr  and 
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Mrs  Bags,  presented  themselves.  The  effects  of 
their  morning  conviviality  had  in  a  great  measure 
disappeared. 

"  Your  servant,  sir,"  said  Bags.    The  Jew  nodded. 

"We've  got  a  few  articles  to  dispose  of,"  pur 
sued  Mr  Bags,  looking  round  the  room  cautiously. 
"  They  was  left  us,"  he  added  in  a  low  tone,  "  by 
a  diseased  friend." 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  Jew,  "  never  mind  where  you 
got  'em.  Be  quick — show  them." 

Mrs  Bags  produced  from  under  her  cloak,  first  a 
tin  tea-kettle,  then  a  brass  saucepan ;  and  Mr  Bags, 
unbuttoning  his  coat,  laid  on  the  table  three  knives 
and  a  silver  fork.  Esther,  passing  near  the  table 
at  the  time,  glanced  accidentally  at  the  fork,  and 
recognised  the  Flinders  crest — a  talbot,  or  old 
English  bloodhound. 

"Father,"  said  she  hastily,  in  Spanish,  "don't 
have  anything  to  do  with  that — it  must  be  stolen." 
But  the  Jew  turned  so  sharply  on  her,  telling  her 
to  mind  her  work,  that  she  retreated. 

The  Jew  took  up  the  tea-kettle,  and  examined 
the  bottom  to  see  that  it  was  sound — did  the  same 
with  the  saucepan — looked  at  the  knives  narrowly, 
and  still  closer  at  the  fork — then  ranged  them 
before  him  on  the  table. 

"  For  dis,"  said  he,  laying  his  hand  on  the  tea 
kettle,  "  we  will  say  one  pound  of  rice  ;  for  dis  (the 
saucepan)  two  pounds  of  corned  beef ;  for  de  knives, 
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a  bottle  of  rum ;  and  for  de  fork,  seex  ounces  of  the 
best  tea." 

"  Curse  your  tea  I"  said  Mr  Bags. 

"Yes!"  said  Mrs  Bags,  who  had  with  difficulty 
restrained  herself  during  the  process  of  valuation, 
"  we  doesn't  want  no  tea.  And  the  things  is  worth 
a  much  more  than  what  you  say :  the  saucepan's 
as  good  as  new,  and  the  fork 's  silver — " 

"  Plated,"  said  the  Jew,  weighing  it  across  his 
finger. 

"  A  many  years,"  said  Mrs  Bags,  "  have  I  lived 
in  gentlemen's  families,  and  well  do  I  know  plate 
from  silver.  "  I've  lived  with  Mrs  Milson  of  Pid- 
ding  Hill,  where  everything  was  silver,  and  nothing 
plated,  even  to  the  handles  of  the  doors;  and  a 
dear  good  lady  she  was  to  me;  many's  the  gown 
she  giv  me.  And  I've  lived  with — " 

Here  the  Jew  unceremoniously  interrupted  the 
train  of  her  recollections  by  pushing  the  things 
from  before  him.  "  Take  what  I  offer,  or  else  take 
your  things  away,"  said  he,  shortly. 

Mr  and  Mrs  Bags  grumbled  considerably.  The 
tea  they  positively  refused  at  any  price  :  Mr  Bags 
didn't  like  it,  and  Mrs  Bags  said  it  disagreed  with 
her.  So  the  Jew  agreed  to  give  them  instead 
another  bottle  of  rum,  a  pound  of  onions,  and  two 
pounds  of  beef;  and  with  these  terms  they  at 
length  closed,  and  departed  with  the  results  of  their 
barter. 
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During  the  altercation,  a  soldier  of  another  regi 
ment  had  entered,  and  stood  silently  awaiting  his 
turn  to  be  attended  to.  He  was  a  gaunt  man,  with 
want  written  legibly  in  the  hollows  of  his  face  and 
the  dismal  eagerness  of  his  eye.  He  now  came 
forward,  and  with  trembling  hands  unfolded  an  old 
gown,  and  handed  it  to  the  Jew. 

"  'Tis  no  good  to  me,"  said  the  latter,  giving  it 
back,  after  holding  it  against  the  light ;  "  nothing 
but  holes." 

"  But  my  wife  has  no  other,"  said  the  man :  "  'tis 
her  last  stitch  of  clothes,  except  her  petticoat  and 
a  blanket.  I've  brought  everything  else  to  you." 

The  Jew  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  spread  out 
his  hands,  in  token  that  he  could  not  help  it. 

"  I  swear  'tis  her  last  I"  reiterated  the  man,  as  if 
he  really  fancied  this  fact  must  give  the  garment 
as  much  value  in  the  Jew's  eyes  as  in  his  own. 

"I  tell  you  I  won't  have  it!"  said  the  Jew, 
testily. 

"  Give  me  only  a  loaf  for  it,  or  but  one  pound  of 
potatoes,"  said  the  soldier :  "  'tis  more  than  my 
wife  and  four  children  have  had  among  them  for 
two  days.  Half-rations  for  one,  among  six  of  us,  is 
too  hard  to  live." 

"  A  pound  of  potatoes,"  said  the  Jew,  "is  worth 
four  reals  and  a  half — eighteenpence  ;  your  wife's 
gown  is  worth — nothing!" 

"  Then  take  this,"  said  the  man,  beginning  fran- 
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tically  to  pull  off  his  uniform  coat ;  "  anything  is 
better  than  starving." 

The  Jew  laughed.  "What!"  said  he,  "you 
think  I  don't  knew  better  than  to  buy  a  soldier's 
necessaries,  eh  ?  Ah,  ah !  no  such  a  fool,  I  think, 
my  friend.  What  your  captain  say? — eh?" 

The  man  struck  his  hand  violently  on  the  table. 
"  Then  give  me — or  lend  me,"  said  he,  "  some  food, 
much  or  little,  and  I'll  work  for  you  every  hour  I'm 
off  duty  till  you're  satisfied.  I  will,  Mr  Lazaro,  so 
help  me  God!" 

"  I  got  plenty  of  men  to  work  for  me,"  said 
Lazaro ;  "  don't  want  any  more.  Come  again,  when 
you've  got  something  to  sell,  my  friend." 

The  man  rolled  up  the  gown  without  speaking, 
then  lifted  it  over  his  head,  and  dashed  it  into  the 
furthest  corner  of  the  store.  He  was  hurrying  from 
the  place,  when,  as  if  unwilling  to  throw  away  his 
last  chance,  he  turned  back,  gathered  it  up,  and, 
thrusting  it  under  his  arm,  quitted  the  store  with 
lingering  steps,  as  if  he  even  yet  hoped  to  be  called 
back.  No  such  summons  reached  him,  however ; 
but,  immediately  after  he  was  gone,  Esther  rose 
and  stole  softly  down  the  stairs.  She  overtook  him 
at  the  street-door  opening  from  the  court  before 
mentioned,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm.  The 
man  turned  and  glared  on  her.  "  What ! — he'll  buy 
it,  will  he?"  said  he. 

"  Hush!"  said  Esther — "keep  it  for  your  poor 


24  TALES  FROM 

wife.  Look;  I  have  no  money,  but  take  these," 
and  she  placed  in  his  hand  two  earrings  hastily- 
detached  from  her  ears. 

.  The  man  stood  looking  at  her  for  a  space,  as  if 
stupified,  without  closing  his  hand  on  the  trinkets 
that  lay  on  the  palm ;  then,  suddenly  rousing  him 
self,  he  swore,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  for  this 
service  he  would  do  for  her  anything  on  earth  she 
should  require  from  him ;  but  she  only  begged  him 
to  go  away  at  once,  and  say  nothing,  lest  her  father 
should  overhear  the  transaction,  who  would  certainly 
be  angry  with  her  for  it. 

Bags  and  his  wife  had  stopt  in  a  corner  of  the 
court  to  pack  up  their  property  in  a  commodious 
form  for  conveyance,  and  had  witnessed  this  scene 
in  silence.  As  soon  as  the  soldier  had,  in  compli 
ance  with  Esther's  entreaties,  disappeared,  Bags 
•came  forward. 

"  And  your  father  would  be  angry,  would  he,  my 
dear?"  said  he. 

"  Oh,  very — oh,  so  angry!  Please  don't  stop  me," 
she  said,  trying  to  pass  him. 

"  And  what'll  ye  give  me  not  to  tell  him,  now"?" 

asked  Mr  Bags.     "  Ain't  ye  got  nothing  for  me?" 

"  No — oh,  no — indeed,  nothing.  Do  let  me  pass." 

"  Yes,  you  have  ;  you've  got  this,  I  think,"  said 

Bags,  snatching  at  a  silver-mounted  comb  glistening 

in  her  hair,  which,  thus  loosened,  all  fell  down  on 

her   shoulders    as    she    darted   past   him.      "  And 
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now,"  said  Mr  Bags,  inspecting  his  prize,  "  I  think 
me  and  that  'ere  cheating  Jew  is  quits  for  the 
silver  fork.  I'll  allow  it's  plaited  now." 


CHAPTER   III. 

EARLY  the  next  morning  (the  12th  of  April)  a 
rumour  went  through  the  town  that  an  English 
fleet  was  signalled  as  in  sight.  The  news  roused 
the  starving  people  like  electricity.  The  pale 
spectres  of  men  that,  on  the  previous  day,  had 
stalked  so  gauntly  through  the  dreary  streets — the 
wretched,  sinking  women,  and  children  careworn  as 
grandfathers — poured  forth,  with  something  like  a 
natural  light  in  their  hollow  eyes,  to  witness  the 
joyful  spectacle.  The  sea-wall  of  the  city  was  like 
the  margin  of  a  vast  pool  of  Bethesda,  thronged  with 
hopeful  wretches  awaiting  the  coming  of  the  angel. 

The  streets  were  instantly  deserted.  Those  who 
could  not  leave  their  homes  got  on  the  housetops, 
but  the  great  mass  of  the  population  spread  itself 
along  the  line-wall,  the  Grand  Parade  and  Alameda, 
and  the  heights  skirting  the  chief  slopes  of  the 
Eock.  Moors  and  Jews,  Spaniards  and  English, 
citizens  and  soldiers,  men,  women,  and  children,  of 
all  ages,  grades,  and  nations,  ranged  themselves 
indiscriminately  wherever  they  could  obtain  a  view 
of  the  sea. 
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For  some  time  the  wished-for  sight  was  delayed 
by  a  thick  fog  that  spread  itself  across  the  Straits 
and  the  entrance  of  the  bay.  A  murmur  rose  from 
each  successive  rank  of  people  that  forced  itself 
into  a  front  place  on  the  line-wall.  Terrible  doubts 
flew  about,  originating  no  one  knew  where,  but 
gaining  strength  and  confirmation  as  they  passed 
from  mouth  to  mouth.  On  the  summit  of  the  Kock 
behind  them  the  signal  for  a  fleet  flew  steadily  from 
the  mast  at  Middle  Hill ;  but  still  in  this,  as  in  all 
crowds,  were  some  of  little  faith,  who  were  full  of 
misgivings.  Many  rushed  up  to  the  signal- station, 
unable  to  bear  the  pain  of  the  delay.  My  grand 
father  noticed  the  Jew  Lazaro  among  the  throng, 
watching  the  event  with  an  anxious  eye,  though 
his  anxiety  was  from  the  opposite  cause  to  that  of 
most  of  the  spectators.  The  arrival  of  supplies 
would  at  once  bring  down  the  price  of  provisions, 
and  rob  him,  for  the  present,  of  his  expected  pro 
fits  ;  and  as  each  successive  rumour  obtained  cre 
dence  with  the  crowd,  his  countenance  brightened 
as  their  hopes  fell,  and  sank  as  they  again  emerged 
from  despondency. 

Not  far  from  him  was  an  old  Genoese  woman, 
wearing  the  quaint  red  cloak,  trimmed  with  black 
velvet,  that  old  Genoese  women  usually  wear  in 
Gibraltar.  She  hovered  round  the  skirts  of  the 
crowd,  occasionally  peering  beneath  an  uplifted 
arm,  or  thrusting  it  between  two  obstructing  figures 
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to  catch  a  glimpse,  though  it  was  evident  that  her 
dim  eyes  would  fail  to  discern  the  fleet  when  it 
should  come  in  view.  Her  thin  shrivelled  features, 
relieved  against  her  black  hood,  were  positively 
wolfish  from  starvation.  She  frequently  drew  one 
hand  from  beneath  her  cloak,  and  gazed  at  some 
thing  she  held  in  it — then,  muttering,  she  would 
again  conceal  it.  My  grandfather's  curiosity  was 
roused.  He  drew  near  and  watched  for  the  reap 
pearance  of  the  object  that  so  engrossed  her.  It 
was  a  blue  mouldy  crust  of  bread. 

The  wished-for  spectacle  was  at  length  revealed. 
"  As  the  sun  became  more  powerful,"  says  Drink- 
water,  rising  into  positive  poetry  with  the  occasion, 
"  the  fog  gradually  rose,  like  the  curtain  of  a  vast 
theatre,  discovering  to  the  anxious  garrison  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  and  pleasing  scenes  it  is  possible 
to  conceive.  The  convoy,  consisting  of  near  a 
hundred  vessels,  were  in  a  compact  body,  led  by 
several  men-of-war — their  sails  just  filled  enough 
for  steerage,  while  the  majority  of  the  line-of-battle 
ships  lay  to  under  the  Barbary  shore,  having  orders 
not  to  enter  the  bay,  lest  the  enemy  should  molest 
them  with  their  fireships." 

Then  rose  a  great  shout — at  once  the  casting-off 
of  long-pressing  anxiety  and  the  utterance  of  de 
light.  Happy  tears  streamed  down  haggard  faces 
overgrown  with  hair,  and  presently  men  turned  to 
one  another,  smiling  in  the  face  of  a  stranger  neigh- 
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hour  as  in  that  of  an  old  friend,  while  a  joyful 
murmur,  distilled  from  many  languages,  rose  up 
ward.  Assuredly,  if  blessings  are  of  any  avail, 
the  soul  of  Admiral  Darby,  who  commanded  the 
relieving  fleet,  is  at  this  moment  in  Paradise. 

Friends  and  relations  now  began  to  search  for 
one  another  in  the  crowd,  which  broke  quickly 
into  knots,  each  contriving  how  to  enjoy  together 
the  plenty  that  was  to  descend  upon  them.  My 
grandfather's  eye  at  this  juncture  was  again  at 
tracted  by  the  old  Genoese  woman.  When  the 
crowd  shouted,  she  screened  her  eyes  with  her 
withered  hand,  and,  with  her  nostril  spread,  her 
chin  fallen,  in  her  eagerness  gazed  towards  the  sea 
— but  presently  shook  her  head,  discerning  nothing. 
Then  she  plucked  by  the  arm  a  joyful  Spaniard. 

"  Es  verdadf  For  Dios,  es  verdad  f  "  she  cried  ; 
11  jura  !  jura  !  " — (Is  it  true  ?  Swear  by  Heaven  it 
is  true.) 

" Si,  si"  said  the  Spaniard,  pointing  ;  li  es  ver 
dad  "  ('tis  true).  "  You  may  see  them  yourself. 

Instantly  the  old  woman,  for  the  last  time,  drew 
forth  her  treasured  crust,  and  began  to  devour  it, 
muttering,  as  she  tore  away  each  mouthful,  "  Mas 
manana!  mas  manana!"  (I  shall  have  more  to 
morrow — more  to-morrow  ! ) 

After  the  crowd  had  partially  dispersed,  Owen 
was  returning  to  his  quarters  to  breakfast,  when,  as 
he  paused  to  open  the  door,  he  heard  a  voice  he 
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thought  he  knew  crying  out  in  affright  in  the 
rooms  opposite,  where  Von  Dessel  resided.  Pre 
sently  the  door  of  the  quarters  was  opened,  and 
the  flushed  and  frightened  face  of  Esther  Lazaro 
appeared,  as  she  struggled  to  escape  from  Von 
Dessel,  who  held  her  arm. 

"  Senor,  sefior,  speak  to  the  gentleman ! "  she 
cried  to  Owen. 

"  Leetle  foolish  girl,"  said  Von  Dessel,  grinning 
a  smile  on  seeing  him  ;  "  she  frightens  at  nothing. 
Come  in,  child" — trying  to  shut  the  door. 

"  Why  don't  you  let  her  alone  ?  "  said  Owen  ; 
"  don't  you  see  she  doesn't  like  you  ?  " 

"  Pouf ! "  said  the  captain.  "  We  all  have  trouble 
with  them  sometimes — you  must  know  that  well." 

"  No,  by  Jupiter !  "  cried  Frank  Owen.  "  If  I 
couldn't  gain  them  willingly,  they  might  go  to  the 
devil  for  me.  But  you  hurt  her — pray  let  her  go — 
you  must  indeed." 

11  Do  you  mind  your  own  affair,"  said  the  captain, 
"and  don't  meddle;"  and,  exerting  his  strength, 
he  drew  Esther  in,  and  partially  succeeded  in 
shutting  the  door — she  calling  the  while  again 
on  Owen  to  help  her.  Frank  stepped  forward, 
and,  putting  his  foot  against  the  door,  sent  it  into 
the  room,  causing  Captain  Von  Dessel,  who  was 
behind  it,  to  stagger  back  with  some  violence,  and 
to  quit  his  hold  of  Esther,  who  ran  down  stairs. 

"  Very   good,   sir,"    said  the   captain,    stalking 
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grimly  out  of  his  room,  pale  with  rage.  "  You 
have  thought  right  to  interfere  with  me,  and  to 
insult  me.  By  Grott!  I  will  teach  you  better, 
young  man.  Shall  we  say  in  one  hour,  sir,  in  the 
Fives'  Court?" 

Owen  nodded.  "  At  your  pleasure,"  said  he,  and, 
entering  his  own  quarters,  shut  the  door. 

Meanwhile  my  grandfather  walked  about  with 
the  telescope  he  had  brought  with  him  to  look 
after  the  fleet  under  his  arm,  enjoying  the  unusual 
sight  of  happy  faces  around  him.  And  he  has 
remarked  it  as  a  singular  feature  of  humanity,  that 
this  prospect  of  relief  from  physical  want  inspired 
a  far  more  deep  and  universal  joy  than  he  had 
witnessed  in  any  public  rejoicings  arising  from 
such  causes  as  loyalty  or  patriotism  evinced  at  a 
coronation  or  the  news  of  a  great  victory,  or  the 
election  of  a  popular  candidate  ;  and  hence  my 
grandfather  takes  occasion  to  express  a  fear  that 
human  nature  is,  except  among  the  rarer  class  of 
souls,  more  powerfully  and  generally  influenced 
by  its  animal  propensities  than  by  more  refined 
causes. 

He  was  so  engrossed  with  the  philanthropic 
pursuit  of  enjoying  the  joy  of  the  multitude,  and 
the  philosophic  one  of  extracting  moral  reflections 
therefrom,  that  he  quite  forgot  he  had  not  break 
fasted.  He  was  just  beginning  to  be  reminded  of 
the  circumstance  by  a  feeling  of  hollowness  in  the 
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region  of  the  stomach,  and  to  turn  his  steps  home 
ward,  when  a  light  hand  was  laid  on  his  arm.  My 
grandfather  turned,  and  beheld  the  face  of  the 
young  Jewess  looking  wistfully  in  his. 

She  began  at  first  to  address  him  in  Spanish — 
the  language  she  spoke  most  naturally ;  but,  quickly 
perceiving  her  mistake  on  hearing  the  extraordinary 
jargon  in  which  he  replied  (for  it  is  a  singular  fact 
that  nobody  but  Carlo!  a,  who  taught  him,  could 
understand  my  grandfather's  Spanish),  she  ex 
changed  it  for  his  own  tongue.  She  told  him  in 
a  few  hurried  words  of  the  quarrel  Owen  had  in 
curred  on  her  account  with  Von  Dessel,  and  of  the 
challenge  she  had  overheard  given  by  the  latter, 
beseeching  the  Major  to  hasten  to  prevent  the  result. 

"  In  the  Fives'  Court !  in  an  hour ! "  said  my 
grandfather.  "  When  did  this  happen  ?  " 

Esther  thought  nearly  an  hour  ago — she  had  been 
almost  so  long  seeking  my  grandfather. 

"  I'll  go,  child — I'll  go  at  once,"  said  the  Major. 
"  With  Von  Dessel,  too,  as  if  he  could  find  nobody 
else  to  quarrel  with  but  the  best  swordsman  in  the 
garrison.  *  Souls  and  bodies,'  quoted  my  grand 
father,  '  hath  he  divorced  three.'  " 

With  every  stride  he  took,  the  Major's  uneasiness 
was  augmented.  At  any  time  his  anxiety  would  have 
been  extreme  while  peril  threatened  Frank ;  but 
now,  when  he  was  calculating  on  him  as  a  com 
panion  at  many  a  well- spread  table,  when  they 
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might  forget  their  past  miseries,  it  peculiarly 
affected  him. 

"  To  think,"  muttered  my  grandfather,  "  that 
these  two  madmen  should  choose  a  time  when 
everybody  is  going  to  be  made  so  happy,  by  getting 
plenty  to  eat,  to  show  their  gratitude  to  Providence 
by  cutting  one  another's  throats  !  " 

The  danger  to  Owen  was  really  formidable  ;  for, 
though  a  respectable  swordsman,  he  was  no  unusual 
proficient  in  the  graceful  art,  while  his  opponent 
was  not  only,  as  my  grandfather  had  said,  the  best 
swordsman  in  the  garrison,  but  perhaps  the  best  at 
that  time  in  the  army.  As  a  student  in  Germany 
he  had  distinguished  himself  in  some  sanguinary 
duels ;  and  since  his  arrival  in  Gibraltar,  a  Spanish 
gentleman,  a  very  able  fencer,  had  fallen  beneath 
his  arm. 

"  God  grant,"  said  my  grandfather  to  himself,  as 
he  neared  the  Fives'  Court,  "  that  we  may  settle 
this  without  the  perdition  of  souls.  Frank,  my  dear 
boy,  we  could  better  spare  a  better  man  I  " 

On  attempting  to  enter  the  Fives'  Court  he  was 
stopped  by  the  marker,  posted  at  the  door.  "  It 
was  engaged,"  he  said,  "  for  a  private  match." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  my  grandfather,  pushing  past 
him ;  "a  pretty  match,  indeed !  Ay,  ay — pray  God 
we  can  stop  it !  " 

Finding  the  inner  door  locked,  the  Major,  who 
was  well  acquainted  with  the  locality — for,  when 
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he  had  nothing  else  particular  to  do,  he  would  some 
times  mark  for  the  players  for  a  rubber  or  two — 
ascended  the  stairs  to  the  gallery. 

About  the  centre  of  the  court  stood  the  combat 
ants.  All  preliminaries  had  been  gone  through 
— for  they  were  stripped  to  their  shirts — and  the 
seconds  (one  a  German,  the  adjutant  of  Harden- 
berg's  regiment — the  other,  one  Lieutenant  Rushton, 
an  old  hand  at  these  affairs,  and  himself  a  fire-eater) 
stood  by,  each  with  a  spare  sword  in  his  hand.  In 
a  corner  was  the  German  regimental  surgeon,  his 
apparatus  displayed  on  the  floor,  ready  for  an  emer 
gency.  Rushton  fully  expected  Owen  to  fall,  and 
only  hoped  he  might  escape  without  a  mortal  wound. 
Voii  Dessel  himself  seemed  of  the  same  opinion, 
standing  square  and  firm  as  a  tower,  scarcely  trou 
bling  himself  to  assume  an  attitude,  but  easy  and 
masterly  withal.  Both  contempt  and  malice  were 
expressed  for  his  antagonist  in  his  half-shut  eyes 
and  the  sardonic  twist  of  the  corners  of  his  mouth. 

"  Owen,  Owen,  my  boy  I "  shouted  my  grandfather, 
rushing  to  the  front  of  the  gallery,  and  leaning 
over,  as  the  swords  crossed — "  stop,  for  God's  sake. 
You  mustn't  fight  that  swash-buckler !  They  say 
he  hath  been  fencer  to  the  Sophy,"  roared  the  Major, 
in  the  words  of  Sir  Toby  Belch. 

The  combatants  just  turned  their  heads  for  a  mo 
ment,  to  look  at  the  interrupter,  and  again  crossed 
swords. 
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Immediately  on  finding  his  remonstrance  disre 
garded,  the  Major  descended  personally  into  the 
arena — not  by  the  ordinary  route  of  the  stairs,  but 
the  shorter  one  of  a  perpendicular  drop  from  the 
gallery,  not  effected  with  the  lightness  of  a  feathered 
Mercury.  But  the  clatter  of  his  descent  was  lost 
in  the  concussion  of  a  discharge  of  artillery  that 
shook  the  walls.  Instantly  the  air  was  alive  with 
shot  and  hissing  shells  ;  and  before  the  echoes  of 
the  first  discharge  had  ceased,  the  successive  ex 
plosion  of  the  shells  in  the  air,  and  the  crashing  of 
chimneys,  shattered  doors,  and  falling  masonry, 
increased  the  uproar.  One  shell  burst  in  the  court, 
filling  it  with  smoke.  My  grandfather  felt,  for  a 
minute,  rather  dizzy  with  the  shock.  When  the 
smoke  cleared,  by  which  time  he  had  partially  re 
covered  himself,  the  first  object  that  caught  his  eye 
was  Von  Dessel  lying  on  the  pavement,  and  the  doctor 
stooping  over  him.  The  only  other  person  hurt  was 
Eushton,  a  great  piece  of  the  skin  of  whose  fore 
head,  detached  by  a  splinter,  was  hanging  over  his 
right  eye.  Von  Dessel  had  sustained  a  compound 
fracture  of  the  thigh,  while  the  loss  of  two  fingers 
from  his  right  hand  had  spoiled  his  thrust  in  tierce 
for  ever. 

"  What  can  be  the  matter?7'  said  my  grandfather, 
looking  upward,  as  a  second  flight  of  missiles 
hurtled  overhead. 

"  Matter  enough,"  quoth  Kushton,  mopping  the 
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blood  from  his  eye  with  his  handkerchief ;  "  those 
cursed  devils  of  Spaniards  are  bombarding  the 
town." 

The  Major  went  up  to  Owen,  and  squeezed  his 
hand.  "  We  won't  abuse  the  Spaniards  for  all  that," 
said  he — "  they've  saved  your  life,  my  boy." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

ENRAGED  at  seeing  their  blockade  evaded  by  the 
arrival  of  Darby's  fleet,  the  Spaniards  revenged 
themselves  by  directing  such  a  fire  upon  Gibraltar, 
from  their  batteries  in  the  Neutral  Ground,  as  in  a 
short  time  reduced  the  town  to  a  mass  of  ruins. 
This  misfortune  was  rendered  the  more  intolerable 
to  the  besieged,  as  it  came  in  the  moment  of  exult 
ation  and  general  thanksgiving.  While  words  of 
congratulation  were  passing  from  mouth  to  mouth, 
the  blow  descended,  and  "  turned  to  groans  their 
roundelay." 

The  contrast  between  the  elation  of  the  inhabit 
ants  when  my  grandfather  entered  the  Fives'  Court, 
and  their  universal  consternation  and  despair  when 
he  quitted  it,  was  terrible.  The  crowd  that  had  a 
few  minutes  before  so  smilingly  and  hopefully 
entered  their  homes,  now  fled  from  them  in  terror. 
Again  the  streets  were  thronged  by  the  unhappy 
people,  who  began  to  believe  themselves  the  sport 
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of  some  powerful  and  malevolent  demon.     Whole 
families,    parents,    children,   and   servants,   rushed 
together  into  the  streets,  making  their  way  to  the 
south  to  escape  the  missiles  that  pursued  them. 
Some  bore  pieces  of  furniture  snatched  up  in  haste, 
and  apparently  seized  because  they  came  first  to 
hand ;  some  took  the  chairs  they  had  been  sitting 
on  ;  one  man  my  grandfather  noticed  bearing  away 
with  difficulty  the  leaf  of  a  mahogany  table,  leaving 
behind  the  legs  which  should  have  supported  it ; 
and  a  woman  had  a  crying  child  in  one  hand,  and 
in  the  other  a  gridiron,  still  reeking  with  the  fat  of 
some  meat  she  had  been  cooking.     Eubbish  from 
the  houses  began  to  strew  the  streets ;  and  here 
and  there  a  ragged  breach  in  a  wall  rent  by  the 
cannon  afforded  a  strange  incongruous  glimpse  of 
the  room  inside,  with  its  mirrors,  tables,   and  dra 
pery,   just  as  the  inhabitants   left  them.     Armed 
soldiers  were  hastening  to  their  different  points  of 
assembly,    summoned   by   bugles    that   resounded 
shrilly  amid  the  din,  and  thrusting  their  way  unce 
remoniously  through  the  impeding  masses  of  fugi 
tives. 

The  house  of  the  Jew  Lazaro  was  one  of  the  first 
that  was  seriously  injured.  The  blank  wall  of  the 
great  warehouse  before  mentioned,  that  faced  the 
street,  had,  either  from  age  or  bad  masonry,  long 
before  exhibited  several  cracks.  A  large  segment, 
bounded  by  two  of  these  cracks,  had  been  knocked 
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away  by  a  shot,  and  the  superincumbent  mass  fall 
ing  in  consequence,  the  great  store,  and  all  its 
hoarded  treasures,  appeared  through  the  chasm. 

The  Jew's  instincts  had,  at  first,  led  him  to  save 
himself  by  flight.  But,  on  returning  timorously  to 
look  after  his  property,  the  sight  of  the  ruined  wall, 
and  the  unprotected  hoards  on  which  he  had  so 
securely  reckoned  as  the  source  of  wealth,  obliter 
ated  in  his  mind,  for  the  time,  all  sense  of  personal 
danger.  Seeing  a  party  of  soldiers  issuing  from  a 
wine -house  near,  he  eagerly  besought  them  to 
assist  him  in  removing  his  property  to  a  place  of 
safety,  promising  to  reward  them  largely  for  their 
risk  and  trouble. 

One  of  the  soldiers  thus  appealed  to  was  Mr 
Bags. 

"Ho,  ho!"  said  Mr  Bags;  "here's  a  chance — 
here's  a  pleasure,  comrades.  We  can  help  Mr 
Lazaro,  who  is  always  so  good  to  us — this  here 
Jewish  gentleman,  that  gives  such  liberal  prices 
for  our  things.  Certainly — we'll  remove  'em  all, 
and  not  charge  him  nothing.  Oh — oh — ah!"  And, 
to  give  point  to  his  irony,  Mr  Bags  distorted  his 
face  hideously,  and  winked  upon  his  friends. 

The  idea  of  giving  Lazaro  any  assistance  was 
considered  a  capital  joke,  and  caused  a  great  deal 
of  mirth  as  they  walked  towards  the  store,  to  which 
the  Jew  eagerly  led  the  way. 

"  If  there's  anything  good  to  eat  or  drink  in  the 
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store,  we  may  remove  some  of  it,  though  it  won't 
be  on  our  backs — eh,  boys?"  said  Bags,  as  he  stept 
in  advance,  over  a  heap  of  rubbish,  into  the  store. 

"  These  first — these,  my  friends,"  cried  the  Jew, 
going  up  to  a  row  of  barrels,  standing  a  little  apart 
from  the  crowded  masses  of  articles. 

"  Oh,  these  first,  eh  ?"  said  Bags  ;  "  they're  the 
best,  be  they  ?  Thank  you,  Mr  Lazaro  ;  we'll  see 
what's  in  'em  ;"  and,  taking  up  a  gimlet  that  lay 
near,  he  proceeded  to  bore  a  hole  in  one  of  the  bar 
rels,  desiring  a  friend,  whom  he  addressed  as  Tim, 
to  tap  the  next  one. 

"Thieves!"  screamed  the  Jew,  on  witnessing 
this  proceeding,  seizing  Bags'  arm;  "leave  my 
store — go  out — let  my  goods  alone!"  Bags  lent 
him  a  shove  that  sent  him  into  a  corner,  and  per 
ceiving  liquor  flowing  from  the  hole  he  had  drilled, 
applied  his  mouth  to  the  orifice. 

"  Brandy,"  said  he,  as  he  paused  for  breath ; 
"  real  Cognac.  Comrades,  here's  luck  to  that  'ere 
shot  that  showed  us  the  way  in ; "  and  he  took 
another  diligent  pull  at  the  hole. 

Meantime  his  comrades  had  not  been  idle  ;  other 
barrels  were  opened,  and  their  contents  submitted 
to  a  critical  inspection. 

The  Jew  tried  various  modes  to  induce  them  to 
relinquish  their  booty  ;  first  threats — then  offers  of 
reward — then  cajolery;  and,  at  last,  attempted  to 
interpose  and  thrust  them  from  their  spoil.  He 


LAZA11O  S   LEGACY.  39 

would  probably  have  experienced  rough  treatment 
in  addition  to  the  spoliation  of  his  goods,  but  for 
other  interruption  too  potent  to  be  disregarded.  A 
shot  from  the  enemy  entering  the  store,  enfiladed  a 
long  line  of  barrels,  scattering  the  staves  and  their 
contents.  The  place  was  instantly  flooded  with 
liquor — wine,  molasses,  spirits,  and  oil,  ran  in  a 
mingled  stream,  soaking  the  debris  of  biscuit  and 
salt  provisions  that  strewed  the  floor.  One  soldier 
was  struck  dead,  and  Mr  Bags  only  escaped  de 
struction  by  the  lucky  accident  of  having  his  head 
ai  that  moment  apart  from  the  barrel  which  had 
engrossed  his  attention,  and  which  was  knocked  to 
pieces. 

The  Jew,  partly  stunned  by  a  wound  in  the  fore 
head  from  the  splinter  of  a  barrel,  and  partly  in 
despair  at  the  destruction  of  his  property,  came  to 
the  entrance  of  the  store,  seating  liimself  among  the 
rubbish.  Other  plunderers  speedily  followed  the 
example  of  the  marauding  soldiers,  but  he  made  no 
attempt  to  stop  them  as  they  walked  past  him. 
My  grandfather,  passing  at  the  time  on  his  way 
home,  was  horrified  at  the  sight  of  him.  Flour 
from  a  splintered  barrel  had  been  scattered  over  his 
face,  and  blood  from  the  wound  in  his  forehead, 
trickling  down,  had  clotted  it  on  his  cheeks  and 
scanty  beard,  giving  him  an  aspect  at  once  appal 
ling  and  disgusting.  His  daughter  had  waited  at 
the  door  of  the  Fives'  Court  till  she  saw  Owen 
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come  forth  in  safety,  and  had  then  availed  herself 
of  the  protection  of  the  Major  as  far  as  her  own 
home.  Shrieking  at  the\  dismal  sight,  she  sprang 
forward  and  threw  herself  before  the  Jew,  casting 
her  arms  around  him.  This  seemed  to  rouse  him. 
He  arose — looked  back  into  the  store  ;  and  then,  as 
if  goaded  by  the  sight  of  the  wreck  into  intolerable 
anguish,  he  lifted  his  clenched  hands  above  his 
head,  uttering  a  sentence  of  such  fearful  blasphemy, 
that  a  devout  Spaniard,  who  was  emerging  from  the 
store  with  some  plunder,  struck  him  on  the  mouth. 
He  never  heeded  the  blow,  but  continued  to  rave, 
till,  suddenly  overcome  by  loss  of  blood  and  impo 
tent  rage,  he  dropt  senseless  on  the  ground. 

My  grandfather,  calling  some  soldiers  of  his 
regiment  who  were  passing,  desired  them  to  convey 
him  to  the  hospital  at  the  South  Barracks,  and, 
again  taking  the  terrified  and  weeping  Esther  under 
his  protection,  followed  to  see  the  unfortunate  Jew 
cared  for. 

At  the  various  parades  that  day  Mr  Bags  was 
reported  absent,  being  in  fact  engaged  in  pursuits 
of  a  much  more  interesting  nature  than  his  military 
duties.  A  vast  field  of  enterprise  was  opened  to 
him  and  other  adventurous  spirits,  of  which  they 
did  not  fail  to  avail  themselves,  in  the  quantity  of 
property  of  all  kinds  abandoned  by  the  owners,  in 
houses  and  shops  where  locks  and  bolts  were  no 
longer  a  protection ;  and  although  the  firing,  which 
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ceased  for  an  hour  or  two  in  the  middle  of  the  day, 
was  renewed  towards  evening,  and  continued  with 
great  fury,  the  ardour  of  acquisition  by  no  means 
abated. 

About  midnight  a  sentry  on  the  heights  of  Eosia 
(the  name  given  to  a  portion  of  the  rugged  cliffs 
towards  the  south  and  near  the  hospital)  observed, 
in  the  gloom,  a  figure  lurking  about  one  of  the  bat 
teries,  and  challenged  it.  Receiving  no  answer, 
he  threatened  to  fire,  when  Bags  came  forward  re 
luctantly,  with  a  bundle  in  his  hand. 

"  Hush,  Bill,"  said  Bags,  on  finding  the  sentry 
was  a  personal  friend — "  don't  make  a  row :  it's 
only  me,  Bags — Tongs,  you  know,"  he  added,  to 
insure  his  recognition. 

"What  the  devil  are  you  doing  there,  you  fool?" 
asked  his  friend  in  a  surly  tone — "  don't  you  know 
the  picket's  after  you?" 

"  I've  got  some  little  things  here  that  I  want  to 
lay  by,  where  nobody  won't  see  'em,  in  case  I'm 
catched,"  returned  Bags.  "Don't  you  take  no 
notice  of  me,  Bill,  and  I'll  be  off  directly." 

"What  have  ye  got?"  asked  Bill,  whose  curio 
sity  was  awakened  by  the  proceedings  of  his  friend. 

"  Some  little  matters  that  I  picked  up  in  the 
town,"  returned  Bags.  "Pity  you  should  be  on 
guard  to-day,  Bill — there  was  some  pretty  pickings. 
Ill  save  something  for  you,  Bill,"  added  Bags,  in 
an  unaccountable  access  of  generosity. 
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The  sentry,  however,  who  was  a  person  in  every 
way  worthy  of  the  friendship  of  Mr  Bags,  expressed 
no  gratitude  for  the  considerate  offer,  but  began 
poking  at  the  bundle  with  his  bayonet. 

"Hands  off,  Bill,"  said  Bags;  "they  won't  abear 
touching." 

"  Let's  see  'em,"  said  Bill. 

"Not  a  bit  on  it,"  said  Bags;  "they  ain't 
a  worth  looking  at." 

"  Suppose  I  was  to  call  the  sergeant  of  the 
guard,"  said  Bill. 

"  You  wouldn't  do  such  a  action  ?  "  said  Bags,  in 
a  tone  strongly  expressive  of  disgust  at  such  base 
ness.  "  No,  no,  Bill,  you  ain't  that  sort  of  fellow, 
I'm  sure." 

"It's  my  dooty,"  said  the  sentry,  placing  the 
butt  of  his  musket  on  the  ground,  and  leaning  his 
elbow  on  the  muzzle.  "You  see  that  what  you 
said,  Tongs,  was  very  true,  about  its  being  hard 
upon  me  to  be  carrying  about  this  here  damnable 
weppin  "  (slapping  the  barrel  of  the  musket)  "  all 
day  for  fourpence  ha'penny,  while  you  are  making 
your  fortin.  It  is,  Tongs,  d — d  hard." 

"  Never  mind ;  there'll  be  plenty  left  to-morrow," 
said  Bags  in  a  consolatory  tone. 

"What  shall  we  say,  now,  if  I  lets  ye  hide  it?" 
said  Bill,  pointing  to  the  bundle.  "Half- shares?" 

"  This  ain't  like  a  friend,  Bill,"  returned  Tongs, 
highly  disgusted  with  this  ungenerous  proposal. 
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"  Nobody  ever  knowed  me  interfere  with  a  comrade 
when  I  was  on  sentry.  How  long  ago  is  it  since  I 
let  ye  stay  in  my  box  an  hour,  till  ye  was  sober 
enough  to  walk  into  barracks,  when  I  was  sentry  at 
the  gate?  Why,  the  whole  bundle  ain't  worth 
eighteenpence — and  I've  worked  hard  for  it." 

"Half- shares?"  reiterated  Bill,  not  melted  in  the 
least  by  the  memory  of  ancient  benefits. 

u  No,  by  G — ! "  said  Bags  in  great  wrath. 

"  Serg ,"  began  Bill  in  an  elevated  voice, 

porting  his  arms  at  the  same  time. 

"  Stop ! "  said  Bags  ;  "  don't  call  the  sergeant. 
Half  is  better  nor  nothing,  if  ye're  going  to  behave 
like.  that.  We'll  say  half,  then." 

"  Ah,"  said  Bill,  returning  to  his  former  position 
— "  I  thought  we  should  agree.  And  now  let's  see 
'em,  Tongs." 

Muttering  still  his  disapprobation  of  this  un 
worthy  treatment,  Bags  put  his  bundle  on  the  stone 
embrasure  of  the  battery,  and  began  to  unfold  it. 

Eighteenpence  was-  certainly  a  low  valuation. 
Bags  appeared  to  have  visited  a  jeweller's  shop. 
Watches,  rings,  bracelets,  gold  chains,  and  brooches 
glittered  on  the  dingy  surface  of  the  handkerchief. 

"  My  eye ! "  said  Bill,  unable  to  repress  a  low- 
laugh  of  delight — "  why,  we'll  turn  bankers  when 
we've  sold  'em.  Tongs  and  Co. — eh?"  said  Bill 
with  considerable  humour. 

Bags,  however,  toM  him  he  was  altogether  mis- 
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taken  in  his  estimate — most  of  the  things  were 
pinchbeck,  he  said,  and  the  stones  all  glass  ;  and, 
to  save  Bill  any  trouble,  he  offered  to  dispose  of 
them  himself  to  the  best  possible  advantage,  and 
bring  his  partner  his  share  of  the  proceeds,  which 
would  certainly  be  at  least  ninepence,  and  might  per 
haps  be  half-a-dollar.  This  arrangement  did  not,  how 
ever,  meet  the  approbation  of  the  astute  William, 
who  insisted  on  dividing  the  spoils  by  lot.  But 
here,  again,  there  was  a  slight  misunderstanding, 
for  both  fixed  their  affections  on  a  gigantic  watch, 
which  never  could  have  been  got  into  any  modern 
pocket,  and  whose  face  was  ornamented  with  paint 
ings  from  the  heathen  mythology.  Both  of  them 
supposed,  from  the  size  and  the  brilliancy  of  the 
colours,  that  this  must  be  of  immense  value.  Find 
ing  they  were  not  likely  to  come  to  a  speedy  ar 
rangement  on  this  point,  they  agreed  to  postpone 
the  division  of  the  spoils  till  morning. 

"I'll  tell  ye  where  to  put  it,  Bags,"  said  Bill. 
"  These  here  guns  in  this  battery  haven't  been 
fired  for  years,  nor  ain't  likely  to  be,  though  they 
loaded  'em  the  other  day.  Take  out  the  wad  of  this 
one,  and  put  in  the  bundle." 

Bags  approved  of  the  idea,  withdrew  the  wad 
from  the  muzzle  of  the  gun,  put  in  the  bundle  as  far 
as  his  arm  would  reach,  and  then  replaced  the  wad. 

"  Honour  bright  ? "  said  Bags,  preparing  to 
depart. 
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"  Honour  bright,"  returned  Bill ;  and  Bags  dis 
appeared. 

Nevertheless  he  did  not  feel  sufficient  confidence 
in  the  brightness  of  his  confederate's  integrity  to 
justify  his  quitting  the  place  and  leaving  him  to  his 
own  devices.  He  thought  Bill  might  perhaps  avail 
himself  of  his  absence  to  remove  the  treasure,  or  be 
guilty  of  some  other  treachery.  He  therefore  crept 
back  again  softly,  till  he  got  behind  a  crag  from 
whence  he  had  a  full  view  of  the  battery. 

For  some  time  Bill  walked  sternly  to  and  fro  on 
his  post.  Bags  observed,  however,  that  he  always 
included  the  gun  where  the  deposit  lay  in  his  per 
ambulations,  which  became  shorter  and  shorter. 
At  last  he  halted  close  to  it,  laid  down  his  musket 
against  the  parapet,  and,  approaching  the  muzzle 
of  the  gun,  took  out  the  wad. 

At  this  moment  a  neighbouring  sentry  gave  an 
alarm.  The  guard  turned  out,  and  Bill,  hastily 
replacing  the  wad,  resumed  his  arms  and  looked 
about  for  the  cause  of  the  alarm.  About  a  mile  out 
in  the  bay  several  red  sparks  were  visible.  As  he 
looked  there  were  a  corresponding  number  of 
flashes,  and  then  a  whistling  of  shot  high  overhead 
told  that  the  guns  from  which  they  had  been  dis 
charged  had  been  laid  too  high.  The  Spanish  gun 
boats  were  attacking  the  south. 

The  drums  beat  to  arms,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
the  battery  was  manned  with  artillerymen.  To  the 
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inconceivable  horror  of  Bags  and  Bill,  the  whole  of 
the  guns  in  the  battery  were  altered  in  position, 
and  a  gunner  took  post  at  the  rear  of  each  with  a 
lighted  portfire.  Then  a  flushed  face  might  be  seen, 
by  the  blue  light  of  the  portfires,  rising  from  be 
hind  a  neighbouring  piece  of  rock,  the  eyes  staring, 
the  mouth  open  in  agonised  expectation. 

"  Number  one — fire  I "  said  the  officer  in  com 
mand,  to  the  gunner  in  rear  of  the  gun  in  which 
Mr  Bags  had  invested  his  capital. 

"  No,  no !  "  shouted  Bags,  rising  wildly  from  be 
hind  the  rock. 

The  portfire  touched  the  vent — there  was  a  dis 
charge  that  seemed  to  rend  Mr  Bags'  heartstrings 
and  blow  off  the  roof  of  his  skull — and  the  clever 
speculation  on  which  he  had  counted  for  making 
his  fortune  ended,  like  many  others,  in  smoke.  He 
gazed  for  a  moment  out  in  the  direction  of  the  flash, 
as  if  he  expected  to  see  the  watches  and  rings 
gleaming  in  the  air ;  then  he  turned  and  disap 
peared  in  the  darkness. 

After  a  few  ineffectual  discharges,  the  Spaniards 
seemed  to  become  aware  of  the  badness  of  their 
aim,  and  to  take  measures  to  amend  it.  Several 
shot  struck  the  hospital ;  and  some  shells  falling 
through  the  roof,  exploded  in  the  very  wards  where 
the  sick  lay.  The  unhappy  Jew,  Lazaro,  lying  in 
a  feverish  and  semi-delirious  state  from  his  former 
hurt  and  agitation,  was  again  struck  by  a  splinter 
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of  a  shell  which  burst  in  the  ward  where  the  Major's 
care  had  seen  him  deposited,  blowing  up  the  ceil 
ing  and  part  of  the  wall.  In  the  midst  of  the  con 
fusion,  the  Jew,  frantic  with  terror,  rushed  unre 
strained  from  the  building,  followed  only  by  his 
daughter,  who  was  watching  by  his  bed.  He  was 
not  missed  for  some  time,  and  the  attempts  to  dis 
cover  him,  made  after  his  disappearance  became 
known,  were  of  no  avail.  A  neighbouring  sentry 
had  seen  a  white  figure,  followed  by  another  crying 
after  it,  dash  across  the  road  and  disappear  in  the 
bushes ;  but  the  search  made  about  the  vicinity  of 
the  spot  failed  in  detecting  any  traces  of  them,  and 
those  who  troubled  themselves  to  think  of  the 
matter  at  all,  surmised  that  they  had  fallen  into 
the  sea. 

CHAPTER    V. 

FOR  some  pages,  my  grandfather's  note-book  is 
filled  with  memoranda  of  singular  casualties  from 
the  enemy's  shot,  wonderful  escapes,  and  hasty 
moments  of  quietude  and  attempted  comfort  snatch 
ed  "  even  in  the  cannon's  mouth."  The  fire  from 
the  Spanish  batteries  shortly  reduced  the  town  to 
ruins,  and  the  gunboats  at  night  precluded  all 
hope  of  peace  and  oblivion  after  the  horrors  of  the 
day.  Dreams,  in  which  these  horrors  were  repro 
duced,  were  interrupted  by  still  more  frightful  noc- 
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turnal  realities.  One  of  the  curious  minor  evils 
that  my  grandfather  notices,  as  resulting  from  an 
incessant  cannonade,  to  those  not  engaged  in  it 
actively  enough  to  withdraw  their  attention  from 
the  noise,  is  the  extreme  irritation  produced  by  its 
long  continuance,  amounting,  in  persons  of  nerv 
ous  and  excitable  temperament,  to  positive  exas 
peration. 

Some  of  the  numerous  incidents  he  chronicles  are 
also  recorded  by  Drinkwater,  especially  that  of  a 
man  who  recovered  after  being  almost  knocked  to 
pieces  by  the  bursting  of  a  shell.  "  His  head  was 
terribly  fractured,  his  left  arm  broken  in  two  places, 
one  of  his  legs  shattered,  the  skin  and  muscles 
torn  off  his  right  hand,  the  middle  finger  broken  to 
pieces,  and  his  whole  body  most  severely  bruised 
and  marked  with  gunpowder.  He  presented  so 
horrid  an  object  to  the  surgeons,  that  they  had  not 
the  smallest  hopes  of  saving  his  life,  and  were  at  a 
loss  what  part  to  attend  to  first.  He  was  that  even 
ing  trepanned ;  a  few  days  afterwards  his  leg  was 
amputated,  and  other  wounds  and  fractures  dressed. 
Being  possessed  of  a  most  excellent  constitution, 
nature  performed  wonders  in  his  favour,  and  in 
eleven  weeks  the  cure  was  completely  effected.  His 
name,"  continues  Mr  Drinkwater,  with  what  might 
be  deemed  irony — if  the  worthy  historian  ever  in 
dulged  in  that  figure  of  rhetoric — "  is  Donald  Eoss, 
and  he  "  (t.  e.  the  remaining  fragment  of  the  said 
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Donald  Ross)  "  now  enjoys  liis  sovereign's  bounty 
in  a  pension  of  ninepence  a-day  for  life."  One  might 
almost  suppose  that  Mr  Hume  had  some  hand  in 
affixing  the  gratuity ;  but  in  those  days  there  was  a 
king  who  knew  not  Joseph. 

My  grandfather  appears  to  have  had  also  an  ad 
venture  of  his  own.  During  a  cessation  of  the 
cannonade,  he  was  sitting  one  morning  on  a  frag 
ment  of  rock,  in  the  garden  behind  his  quarters, 
reading  his  favourite  author.  The  firing  suddenly 
recommenced,  and  a  long-ranged  shell,  striking  the 
ground  at  some  distance,  rolled  towards  him.  He 
glanced  half-absently  at  the  hissing  missile  ;  and 
whether  he  actually  did  not  for  a  moment  recollect 
its  character,  or  whether,  as  was  often  the  case  on 
such  occasions,  the  imminence  of  the  danger  para 
lysed  him,  he  sat  immovably  watching  it  as  it  fizzed 
within  a  couple  of  yards  of  him.  Unquestionably 
in  another  three  seconds  my  grandfather's  earthly 
tabernacle  would  have  been  resolved  into  its  ori 
ginal  atoms,  had  not  the  intrepid  Carlota  (who  was 
standing  near  gathering  flowers  to  stick  in  her  hair) 
darted  on  him,  and,  seizing  him  by  the  arm,  dragged 
liim  behind  a  wall.  They  were  scarce  under  shel 
ter  when  the  shell  exploded — the  shock  laying 
them  both  prostrate,  though  unhurt  but  for  a  few 
bruises — while  the  stone  on  which  the  Major  had 
been  sitting  was  shivered  to  atoms.  To  the  de 
scription  of  this  incident  in  the  Major's  journal  are 
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appended  a  pious  reflection  and  a  short  thanksgiv 
ing,  which,  being  entirely  of  a  personal  nature,  I 
omit. 

The  stores  landed  from  the  fleet  were  in  a  very 
precarious  position.  Owing  to  the  destruction  of 
the  buildings,  there  were  no  means  of  placing  them 
where  they  might  be  sheltered  at  once  from  the  fire 
of  the  enemy  and  from  rain.  Some  were  piled  un 
der  sails  spread  out  as  a  sort  of  roof  to  protect 
them,  and  some,  that  were  not  likely  to  sustain  im 
mediate  injury  from  the  damp  air  of  such  a  deposi 
tory,  were  ordered  to  be  conveyed  to  St  Michael's 
Cave. 

This  cave  is  one  of  the  most  curious  features  of 
the  Kock.  Its  mouth — an  inconsiderable  opening 
in  the  slope  of  the  mountain — is  situated  many  hun 
dred  feet  above  the  sea.  Within,  it  expands  into  a 
spacious  hall,  the  roof,  invisible  in  the  gloom,  sup 
ported  by  thick  pillars  formed  by  the  petrified 
droppings  of  the  rock.  From  this  principal  cavern 
numerous  smaller  ones  branch  off,  leading,  by  dark, 
broken,  and  precipitous  passages,  to  unknown 
depths.  Along  one  of  these,  according  to  tradition, 
Governor  O'Hara  advanced  farther  than  ever  man 
had  gone  before,  and  left  his  sword  in  the  inmost 
recess  to  be  recovered  by  the  next  explorer  who 
should  be  equally  adventurous.  But  whether  it  is 
that  the  tradition  is  unfounded,  or  that  the  weapon 
has  been  carried  off  by  some  gnome,  or  that  the 
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governor's  exploit  is  as  yet  unrivalled,  the  sword 
has  never  been  brought  to  light. 

For  the  duty  of  placing  the  stores  here,  the  name 
of  Lieutenant  Owen  appeared  in  the  garrison  orders. 
My  grandfather  having  nothing  particular  to  do, 
and  being  anxious  to  escape  as  much  as  possible 
for  a  short  time  from  the  din  of  the  bombardment, 
offered  to  accompany  Frank  in  the  execution  of  this 
duty. 

The  day  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  the  steep 
path  slippery  from  rain,  so  that  the  mules  bearing 
the  stores  toiled  with  difficulty  up  the  ascent.  At 
first,  my  grandfather  and  Owen  indulged  in  cheer 
ful  conversation ;  but  shortness  of  breath  soon  re 
duced  the  Major  to  monosyllables,  and  the  latter 
part  of  the  journey  was  accomplished  in  silence. 
Frequently  the  Major  paused  and  faced  about,  at 
once  to  look  at  the  prospect  and  to  take  breath.  Far 
below,  on  his  right,  was  seen  the  southern  end  of 
the  town,  consisting  partly  of  a  heap  of  ruins,  with 
here  arid  there  a  rafter  sticking  out  of  the  mass, 
partly  of  roofless  walls,  among  which  was  occasion 
ally  heard  the  crashing  of  shot ;  but  the  guns  that 
discharged  them,  as  well  as  those  that  replied  from 
the  town,  were  invisible  from  this  point.  Directly 
beneath  him  the  ground  afforded  a  curious  spec 
tacle,  being  covered  with  tents,  huts,  and  sheds,  of 
all  sorts  and  sizes,  where  the  outcast  population  of 
the  ruined  town  obtained  a  precarious  and  insuffi- 
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cierit  shelter.  The  only  building  visible  which  still 
retained  its  former  appearance  was  the  convent — 
the  governor's  residence — which  was  protected  by 
bomb-proofs,  and  where  working-parties  were  con 
stantly  engaged  in  repairing  the  injuries.  The  bay, 
once  thickly  wooded  with  masts  and  dotted  with 
sails,  was  now  blank  and  cheerless ;  only  the  ene 
my's  cruisers  were  visible,  lying  under  the  opposite 
shore  of  Spain. 

Owen  and  my  grandfather  arrived  at  the  mouth 
of  the  cave  somewhat  in  advance  of  the  convoy. 
To  their  surprise  a  smoke  was  issuing  from  it ;  and, 
as  they  approached  nearer,  their  nostrils  were 
greeted  by  an  odour  at  once  savoury  and  spicy. 
Going  softly  up  they  looked  in. 

Mr  Bags  and  a  couple  of  friends  were  seated 
round  a  fire,  over  which  was  roasting  a  small  pig, 
scientifically  butchered  and  deprived  of  his  hair, 
and  hung  up  by  the  heels.  The  fire,  in  the  absence 
of  other  fuel  (of  which  there  was  an  extreme  scar 
city  in  Gibraltar),  was  supplied  by  bundles  of  cin 
namon  plundered  from  the  store  of  some  grocer, 
and,  as  the  flame  waxed  low,  Mr  Bags  took  a  fresh 
bundle  from  a  heap  of  that  fragrant  spice  by 
his  side,  and  laid  it  on  the  embers.  Mrs  Bags 
was  occupied  in  basting  the  pig  with  lard,  which 
she  administered  from  time  to  time  with  an  iron 
ladle. 

Presently  Mr  Bags  tapped   on  the  pig's   back 
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with  his  knife.  It  sent  forth  a  crisp  crackling 
sound,  that  made  my  grandfather's  mouth  water, 
and  caused  Mr  Bags  to  become  impatient. 

"  Polly,"  said  he,  "  it's  my  opinion  it's  been  done 
these  three  minutes.  I  can't  wait  much  longer." 

And  he  cast  a  glance  at  the  other  two  soldiers 
(in  whom,  as  well  as  in  Bags,  Owen  recognised 
men  of  his  company  who  had  been  reported  absent 
for  some  days,  and  were  supposed  to  have  gone 
over  to  the  enemy),  to  ascertain  if  their  opinions 
tallied  with  his  own  on  this  point. 

"  It  can't  be  no  better,"  said  one,  taking  hold  of 
the  pig's  neck  between  his  finger  and  thumb,  which 
he  afterwards  applied  to  his  mouth. 

"  I  can't  abear  my  meat  overdone,"  said  the 
third.  "  What  I  say  is,  let  them  that  likes  to  wait, 
wait,  and  let  them  that  wants  to  begin,  begin." 
So  saying,  he  rose,  and  was  about  to  attack  the 
ribs  of  the  porker  with  his  knife. 

"  Do  stop  a  minute — that's  a  dear,"  said  Mrs 
Bags ;  "  another  bundle  of  cinnament  will  make  it 
parfect.  I'll  give  ye  something  to  stay  your 
stomach ; "  and  stepping  to  a  nook  in  the  wall  of 
the  cavern,  where  stood  a  large  barrel,  she  filled  a 
pewter  measure,  and  handed  it  to  the  impatient 
advocate  for  underdone  pork,  who  took  a  consider 
able  dram,  and  passed  it  to  his  companions. 

"  Cinnament's  better  with  pork  nor  with  most 
things,"  said  Bags.  "It  spoils  goose,  because  it- 
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don't  agree  with  the  inioris,  and  it  makes  fowls 
wishy-washy  ;  but  it  goes  excellent  with  pig." 

"What's  left  in  the  larder?"  asked  one  of  the 
party. 

"There's  a  week's  good  eating  yet,"  said  Mrs 
Bags,  "and  we  might  make  it  do  ten  days  or  a 
fortnight." 

"Well!"  said  the  other,  "they  may  say  what 
they  like  about  sieges,  but  this  is  the  jolliest  time 
ever  /had." 

"It's  very  well  by  day,"  said  Bags,  " but  the 
nights  is  cold,  and  the  company  of  that  ghost  ain't 
agreeable — I  see'd  it  again  last  night." 

"Ah!"  said  his  friend,  "what  was  it  like, 
Tongs?" 

"  Something  white,"  returned  Bags  in  an  awful 
whisper,  "with  a  ghost's  eyes.  You  may  allays 
know  a  ghost  by  the  eyes.  I  was  just  rising  up, 
and  thinking  about  getting  a  drink,  for  my  coppers 
was  hot,  when  it  comes  gliding  up  from  that  end  of 
the  cave.  I  spoke  to  you,  and  then  I  couldn't  see 
it  no  more,  because  it  was  varnished." 

"  Ghosts  always  varnishes  if  you  speak,"  said 
Mrs  Bags.  "  But  never  mind  the  spirit  now — let's 
look  after  the  flesh,"  added  the  lady,  who  possessed 
a  fund  of  native  pleasantry  :  "the  pig's  done  to  a 
turn." 

At  this  interesting  juncture,  and  just  as  they 
were  about  to  fall  to,  the  footsteps  of  the  approach- 
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ing  mules  struck  on  their  ears.  Owen  went  to 
meet  the  party,  and  hastily  selecting  six  men  from 
it,  advanced,  and  desired  them  to  secure  the  as 
tounded  convivialists. 

On  recovering  from  their  first  astonishment, 
Bags  begged  Owen  would  overlook  the  offence  ; 
they  were  only,  he  pleaded,  having  a  little  spree — 
times  had  been  hard  lately.  Mrs  Bags,  as  usual, 
displayed  great  eloquence,  though  not  much  to  the 
purpose.  She  seemed  to  have  some  idea  that  an 
enumeration  of  the  gentlemen's  families  she  had 
lived  in,  and  the  high  estimation  in  which  she  had 
been  held  in  all,  would  really  tell  powerfully  in 
favour  of  the  delinquents,  and  persevered  accord 
ingly,  till  they  were  marched  off  in  custody  of  the 
escort,  when  she  made  a  final  appeal  to  my  grand 
father,  as  the  last  gentleman  whose  family  she  had 
lived  in — with  what  advantage  to  the  household 
the  reader  knows.  The  Major,  who  could  not  for 
give  the  roasting  of  his  ham,  called  her,  in  reply,  a 
"  horrible  woman,"  but,  at  the  same  time,  whispered 
to  Owen  that  he  hoped  the  fellows  would  not  be 
severely  punished.  "  If  we  had  caught  them  after 
dinner,"  said  he,  "I  shouldn't  have  pitied  them 
so  much." 

"Never  mind  them,"  said  Owen;  "let  us  pro 
ceed  to  business.  We  must  select  the  driest  spot 
we  can  find  to  put  the  stores  in." 

[Here,  by  way  of  taking  leave  of  Mr  Bags,  I  may 


56  TALES  FROM    "  BLACK  WOOD." 

remark,  that  he  narrowly  escaped  being  hanged  as 
a  plunderer — failing  which,  he  was  sentenced  by  a 
court-martial  to  receive  a  number  of  lashes,  which 
I  refrain  from  specifying,  because  it  would  cer 
tainly  make  the  hair  of  a  modern  humanitarian 
turn  white  with  horror.] 

"Come  along,  Major,"  said  Owen;  "perhaps  we 
may  find  more  of  these  scoundrels  in  the  course  of 
our  researches." 

The  Major  did  not  move ;  he  was  earnestly  Te- 
garding  the  carcass  of  the  pig,  that  steamed  hissing 
above  the  embers. 

"  Queer  idea  that  of  the  cinnamon  fire,"  said  he. 
"  I  wonder  how  the  meat  tastes." 

Owen  did  not  hear  him,  having  walked  forward. 

"Have  you  got  a  knife  about  you,  Frank?" 
said  the  Major.  "  Do  you  know  I  have  a  curious 
desire  to  ascertain  the  flavour.  It  may  be  a  fea 
ture  in  cookery  worth  knowing." 

Owen  had  not  a  knife,  nor  had  any  of  the  men, 
but  one  of  them  suggested  that  the  Major's  sword 
would  answer  the  purpose. 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  the  Major.  "  A  good  idea ! 
I  don't  see  why  swords  shouldn't  be  turned  into 
carving-knives  as  well  as  into  pruning-hooks."  So 
saying  he  drew  it  from  the  sheath,  and,  straddling 
across  the  fire,  detached  a  crisp  brown  mouthful 
from  the  pig's  ribs,  and  putting  a  little  salt  on  it, 
he  conveyed  it  to  his  mouth. 
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"  Excellent !  "  cried  the  Major.  "  I  give  you 
my  word  of  honour,  Owen,  'tis  excellent !  The  cin 
namon  gives  it  a  sort  of  a " 

Here  a  second  and  larger  mouthful  interrupted 
the  criticism. 

11  It  must  be  very  near  lunch-time,"  said  the 
Major,  pausing,  sword  in  hand,  when  he  had  swal 
lowed  it ;  then,  pretending  to  look  at  his  watch — 
"  Bless  me,  it  only  wants  half-an-hour  of  it.  Do 
you  think  this  business  will  take  you  long,  Owen?" 

"  About  a  couple  of  hours,"  said  Owen. 

"  Ah,  why,  there  you  see,"  returned  the  Major, 
"  we  shan't  get  home  till  long  past  lunch-time.  I 
really  don't  see  why  we  shouldn't  take  a  snack 
now.  Nothing  can  be  better  than  that  pig.  I  only 
wish  the  woman  had  dressed  my  dinner  half  as 
well.  Corporal  Hodson,  would  you  oblige  me  with 
a  piece  of  that  biscuit  near  you  ?"  And,  detaching 
a  large  fragment  of  pork,  he  placed  it  on  the  bis 
cuit,  and  sprinkling  it  with  pepper  and  salt,  which 
condiments  had  not  been  forgotten  in  the  gastro 
nomic  arrangements  of  Mr  Bags,  he  proceeded  to 
follow  Owen  into  the  interior  of  the  cave,  taking 
huge  bites  as  he  went. 

The  path  slopes  at  first  steeply  downward  from 
the  mouth  to  the  interior  of  the  cavern,  where  it 
becomes  more  level.  Light  being  admitted  only 
at  the  entrance,  the  gloom  of  the  interior  is  almost 
impenetrable  to  the  eye.  The  men  had  brought 
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torches  to  assist  them  in  their  work,  and,  a  suitable 
spot  having  been  selected,  these  were  stuck  on  dif 
ferent  points  and  abutments  of  the  rocky  wall,  when 
the  party  proceeded  to  unload  the  mules  at  the 
entrance,  conveying  their  burdens  into  the  cave. 

In  the  midst  of  the  bustle  and  noise  attending 
the  operation,  the  little  dog  given  by  Esther  to 
Carlota,  which  had  that  morning  followed  the  Major, 
to  whom  it  had  speedily  attached  itself,  began  bark 
ing  and  howling  dismally  in  a  dark  recess  behind 
one  of  the  great  natural  pillars  before  spoken  of. 
As  the  noise  continued,  intermixed  with  piteous 
whinings,  one  of  the  men  took  a  torch  from  the 
wall,  and  stepped  forward  into  the  darkness,  to  see 
what  ailed  the  animal.  Presently  he  cried  out  that 
"  there  was  a  man  there." 

My  grandfather,  who  was  next  him,  immediately 
followed,  and  five  paces  brought  him  to  the  spot. 
The  soldier  who  held  the  torch  was  stooping,  and 
holding  it  over  a  figure  that  lay  on  the  ground  on 
its  back.  In  the  unshaven,  blood-stained  counte 
nance,  my  grandfather,  at  first,  had  some  difficulty 
in  recognising  Lazaro  the  Jew.  Some  fiery  splashes 
of  pitch  from  the  torch  dropping  at  the  moment  on 
his  bare  throat,  produced  no  movement,  though,  had 
he  been  living,  they  must  have  scorched  him  to 
the  quick. 

On  the  body  was  nothing  but  the  shirt  he  wore 
the  night  of  his  flight  from  the  hospital,  but  his 
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legs  were  wrapt  in  a  woman's  dress.  Across  his 
breast,  on  her  face,  lay  Esther,  in  her  white  under 
garments — for  the  gown  that  wrapt  the  Jew's  legs 
was  hers.  The  glare  of  the  torch  was  bright  and 
red  on  the  two  prostrate  figures,  and  on  the  staring 
appalled  countenance  of  the  man  who  held  it — the 
group  forming  a  glowing  spot  in  the  vast,  sombre, 
vaulted  space,  where  dim  gleams  of  light  were 
caught  and  repeated  on  projecting  masses  of  rock, 
more  and  more  faintly,  till  all  was  bounded  by 
darkness. 

Years  afterwards  my  grandfather  would  some 
times  complain  of  having  been  revisited,  in  dreams 
of  the  night,  by  that  ghastly  piece  of  Eembrandt 
painting. 

The  rest  quickly  flocked  to  the  spot,  and  Esther 
was  lifted  and  found  to  breathe,  though  the  Jew 
was  stiff  and  cold.  Some  diluted  spirit,  from  the 
cellar  of  Bags,  being  poured  down  her  throat,  she 
revived  a  little,  when  my  grandfather  caused  two  of 
the  men  to  bear  her  carefully  to  his  house  ;  and  the 
body  of  the  Jew,  being  wrapt  in  a  piece  of  canvass, 
was  placed  on  a  mule  and  conveyed  to  the  hospital 
for  interment. 

Medical  aid  restored  Esther  to  consciousness, 
and  she  told  how  they  came  to  be  found  in  the 
cave. 

Her  father,  on  leaving  the  hospital,  had  fled  by 
chance,  as  she  thought,  to  this  cave,  for  he  did  not 
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reach  it  by  the  usual  path,  but  climbed,  in  his  deli 
rious  fear,  up  the  face  of  the  rock,  and  she  had 
followed  him  as  well  as  she  could,  keeping  his 
white  figure  in  sight.  They  had  both  lain  ex 
hausted  in  the  cave  till  morning,  when,  finding  that 
her  father  slept,  she  was  on  the  point  of  leaving 
him  to  seek  assistance.  But,  unhappily,  before  she 
could  quit  the  place,  Bags  and  his  associates  entered 
from  their  plundering  expedition  into  the  town,  and, 
frightened  at  their  drunken  language,  and  recognis 
ing  in  Bags  the  man  who  had  robbed  her  of  her 
comb,  she  had  crept  back  to  her  concealment.  The 
party  of  marauders  never  quitted  the  cavern  from 
the  moment  of  establishing  themselves  in  it.  They 
spent  the  day  in  eating,  drinking,  singing  songs, 
and  sometimes  quarrelling.  Twice,  at  night,  she 
ventured  forth  ;  but  she  always  found  one  of  them 
asleep  across  the  entrance,  so  that  she  could  not 
pass  without  waking  him,  and  once  one  of  them 
started  up,  and  seemed  about  to  pursue  her — 
doubtless  Bags,  on  the  occasion  when  he  thought 
he  saw  a  ghost.  Nevertheless,  she  had  mustered 
courage  twice  to  take  some  fragments  of  food  that 
were  lying  near  the  fire,  leaving  each  time  a  piece 
of  money  in  payment ;  and  she  had  also  taken  a 
lighted  candle,  the  better  to  ascertain  her  father's 
situation.  He  had  never  spoken  to  her  since  the 
first  night  of  their  coming,  and,  during  all  these 
dark  and  weary  hours  (for  they  were  three  nights 
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and  two  days  in  the  cavern),  she  had  remained  by 
him  listening  to  his  incoherent  mutterings  and 
moans.  The  candle  had  showed  her  that  he  had 
lost  much  blood,  from  the  wound  in  his  forehead 
breaking  out  afresh,  as  well  as  from  the  other  re 
ceived  in  the  hospital,  though  the  latter  was  but  a 
flesh  wound.  These  she  had  bandaged  with  shreds 
of  her  dress,  and  had  tried  to  give  him  some  of  the 
nourishment  she  had  procured,  but  could  force 
nothing  on  him  except  some  water.  Some  hours, 
however — how  long  she  did  not  know,  but  it  was 
during  the  night — before  Owen's  party  found  her, 
the  Jew  had  become  sensible.  He  told  her  he  was 
dying ;  and,  unconscious  of  where  he  was,  desired 
her  to  fetch  a  light.  This  she  had  procured  in  the 
same  way  as  before,  lighting  the  candle  at  the  em 
bers  of  the  fire  round  which  Bags  and  his  friends 
reposed.  Then  the  Jew,  who  seemed  to  imagine 
himself  still  in  the  hospital,  bid  her  say  whom, 
among  those  she  knew  in  Gibraltar,  she  would  wish 
to  have  charge  of  her  when  he  was  no  more  ;  and, 
on  her  mentioning  Carlota,  had  desired  her  to  take 
pen  and  paper  and  write  his  will  as  he  should  dic 
tate  it.  Pen  she  had  none,  but  she  had  a  pencil 
and  a  scrap  of  paper  in  her  pocket,  and  with  these 
she  wrote,  leaning  over  to  catch  the  whispered 
syllables  that  he  with  difficulty  articulated. 

From  this  paper  it  would  appear  that  the  Jew 
had  some  fatherly  feelings   for  Esther   concealed 
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beneath  his  harsh  deportment  towards  her.  I  can 
describe  the  will,  for  I  have  often  seen  it.  It  is 
written  on  a  piece  of  crumpled  writing-paper,  about 
the  size  of  a  bank-note,  very  stained  and  dirty.  It 
is  written  in  Spanish ;  and  in  it  the  Jew  entreats 
"  the  Senora,  the  wife  of  Sr.  Don  Flinder,  English 
officer,  to  take  charge  of  his  orphan  child,  in 
requital  whereof  he  leaves  her  the  half  of  whatso 
ever  property  he  dies  possessed  of,  the  other  half 
to  be  disposed  of  for  the  benefit  of  his  daughter." 
Then  follows  a  second  paragraph,  inserted  at 
Esther's  own  desire,  to  the  effect  that,  should  she 
not  survive,  the  whole  was  to  be  inherited  by  the 
aforesaid  Senora.  It  is  dated  "  Abril  1781,"  and 
signed  in  a  faint,  straggling  hand,  quite  different 
from  the  clear  writing  of  the  rest — "JosE  LAZARO." 

Esther  would  now  have  gone,  at  all  hazards,  to 
obtain  assistance,  but  the  Jew  clutched  her  arm, 
and  would  not  permit  her  to  quit  him.  He  breathed 
his  last  shortly  after,  and  Esther  remembered  no 
thing  more  till  she  came  to  herself  in  the  Major's 
house.  The  paper  was  found  in  her  bosom. 

Some  days  after  this  event,  my  grandfather  went 
with  Owen  into  the  town,  during  a  temporary  lull 
in  the  enemy's  firing,  to  visit  the  house  of  Lazaro, 
in  order  to  ascertain  whether  anything  valuable  was 
left  that  might  be  converted  to  Esther's  benefit. 
They  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  the  exact  loca 
lity,  owing  to  the  utter  destruction  of  all  the  land- 


LAZARO'S   LEGACY.  03 

marks.  The  place  was  a  mass  of  ruins.  Some 
provisions  and  goods  had  been  left  by  the  plunder 
ers,  but  so  mixed  with  rubbish,  and  overflowed  with 
the  contents  of  the  casks  of  liquor  and  molasses, 
as  to  be  of  no  value  even  in  these  times  of  dearth. 

Owen,  poking  about  among  the  wreck,  observed 
an  open  space  in  the  middle  of  one  of  the  shattered 
walls,  as  if  something  had  been  built  into  it.  With 
the  assistance  of  my  grandfather's  cane,  he  suc 
ceeded  in  dislodging  the  surrounding  masonry, 
already  loosened  by  shot,  and  they  discovered  it  to 
be  a  recess  made  in  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  and 
closed  by  a  small  iron  door.  At  the  bottom  was 
lying  a  small  box,  also  of  iron,  which  they  raised, 
not  without  difficulty,  for  its  weight  was  extraordi 
nary  in  proportion  to  its  dimensions.  This  being 
conveyed  to  my  grandfather's,  and  opened,  was 
found  to  contain  more  than  six  hundred  doubloons 
(a  sum  in  value  about  two  thousand  pounds),  and 
many  bills  of  exchange  and  promissory  notes,  mostly 
those  of  officers.  The  latest  was  that  of  Von  Dessel. 
These  the  Major,  by  Esther's  desire,  returned  to 
the  persons  whose  signatures  they  bore. 

Esther  never  completely  recovered  from  the  effects 
of  her  sojourn  in  the  cave,  but  remained  always 
pale  and  of  weak  health.  My  grandfather  took 
good  care  of  her  inheritance  for  her,  and  on  leaving 
Gibraltar,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  siege,  invested 
the  whole  of  it  safely  for  her  benefit,  placing  her, 
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at  the  same  time,  in  the  family  of  some  respectable 
persons  of  her  own  religion.  She  afterwards  mar 
ried  a  wealthy  Hebrew ;  and,  in  whatever  part  of 
the  world  the  Major  chanced  to  be  serving,  so  long 
as  she  lived,  valuable  presents  would  constantly 
arrive  from  Gibraltar- — mantillas  and  ornaments  of 
jewellery  for  Carlota,  and  butts  of  delicious  sherry 
for  my  grandfather.  These,  however,  ceased  with 
her  death,  about  twenty  years  afterwards. 

This  is,  I  believe,  the  most  connected  and  inter 
esting  episode  to  be  found  in  the  Major's  note-book ; 
and  it  is,  I  think,  the  last  specimen  I  shall  offer  of 
these  new  "  Tales  of  my  Grandfather." 

As  a  child  I  used  to  listen,  with  interest  ever 
new,  to  the  tale  of  the  young  Jewess,  which  the 
narrator  had  often  heard  from  the  lips  of  Carlota 
and  her  husband.  St  Michael's  cave  took  rank  in 
my  mind  with  those  other  subterranean  abodes 
where  Cassim,  the  brother  of  Ali  Baba,  who  forgot 
the  words  " Open  Sesame"  was  murdered  by  the 
Forty  Thieves  ;  where  Aladdin  was  shut  by  the 
magician  in  the  enchanted  garden  ;  and  where 
Kobinson  Crusoe  discovered  the  dying  he -goat. 
And  when,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  tale,  the  scrap 
of  paper  containing  the  Jew's  will  was  produced 
from  a  certain  desk,  and  carefully  unfolded,  I  seemed 
to  be  connected  by  some  awful  and  mysterious 
link  with  these  departed  actors  in  the  scenes  I  had 
so  breathlessly  listened  to. 
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CHAPTER    I. 
HOW  WE   WENT   TO    DtNE    AT   JACK   GINGER'S. 

SO  it  was  finally  agreed  upon  that  we  should  dine 
at  Jack  Ginger's  chambers  in  the  Temple, 
seated  in  a  lofty  story  in  Essex  Court.  There  was, 
besides  our  host,  Tom  Meggot,  Joe  Macgillicuddy, 
Humpy  Harlow,  Bob  Burke,  Antony  Harrison,  and 
myself.  As  Jack  Ginger  had  little  coin  and  no 
credit,  we  contributed  each  our  share  to  the  dinner. 
He  himself  provided  room,  fire,  candle,  tables,  chairs, 
tablecloth,  napkins — no,  not  napkins;  on  second 
thoughts  we  did  not  bother  ourselves  with  napkins 
— plates,  dishes,  knives,  forks,  spoons  (which  he 
borrowed  from  the  wig-maker),  tumblers,  lemons, 
sugar,  water,  glasses,  decanters — by  the  by,  I  am 
not  sure  that  there  were  decanters — salt,  pepper, 
2  E 
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vinegar,  mustard,  bread,  butter  (plain  and  melted), 
cheese,  radishes,  potatoes,  and  cookery.  Tom  Meg- 
got  was  a  cod's  head  and  shoulders,  and  oysters  to 
match — Joe  Macgillicuddy,  a  boiled  leg  of  pork, 
with  pease-pudding — Humpy  Harlow,  a  sirloin  of 
beef  roast,  with  horse-radish — Bob  Burke,  a  gallon 
of  half-and-half,  and  four  bottles  of  whisky,  of  prime 
quality  ("  Potteen,"  wrote  the  Whiskyman,  "  I  say, 
by  Jupiter,  but  of  which  manufacture  He  alone 
knows") — Antony  Harrison,  half-a-dozen  of  port, 
he  having  tick  to  that  extent  at  some  unfortunate 
wine -merchant's — and  I  supplied  cigars  d  discretion, 
and  a  bottle  of  rum,  which  I  borrowed  from  a  West 
Indian  friend  of  mine  as  I  passed  by.  So  that,  on 
the  whole,  we  were  in  no  danger  of  suffering  from 
any  of  the  extremes  of  hunger  and  thirst  for  the 
course  of  that  evening. 

We  met  at  five  o'clock — sharp — and  very  sharp. 
Not  a  man  was  missing  when  the  clock  of  the  Inner 
Temple  struck  the  last  stroke.  Jack  Ginger  had 
done  everything  to  admiration.  Nothing  could  be 
more  splendid  than  his  turn-out.  He  had  superin 
tended  the  cooking  himself  of  every  individual  dish 
with  his  own  eyes — or  rather  eye — he  having  but 
one,  the  other  having  been  lost  in  a  skirmish  when 
he  was  midshipman  on  board  a  pirate  in  the  Brazi 
lian  service.  "  Ah  I  "  said  Jack,  often  and  often, 
"  these  were  my  honest  days.  Gad  I  did  I  ever 
think  when  I  was  a  pirate  that  I  was  at  the  end  to 
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turn  rogue,  and  study  the  law!" — All  was  accurate 
to  the  utmost  degree.  The  tablecloth,  to  be  sure, 
was  not  exactly  white,  but  it  had  been  washed  last 
week,  and  the  collection  of  the  plates  was  miscel 
laneous,  exhibiting  several  of  the  choicest  patterns 
of  delf.  We  were  not  of  the  silver-fork  school  of 
poetry,  but  steel  is  not  to  be  despised.  If  the  table 
was  somewhat  rickety,  the  inequality  in  the  legs 
was  supplied  by  clapping  a  volume  of  Vesey  under 
the  short  one.  As  for  the  chairs — but  why  weary 
about  details  ?  Chairs  being  made  to  be  sat  upon,  it 
is  sufficient  to  say  that  they  answered  their  pur 
poses  ;  and  whether  they  had  backs  or  not — whether 
they  were  cane -bottomed,  or  hair-bottomed,  or  rush- 
bottomed,  is  nothing  to  the  present  inquiry. 

Jack's  habits  of  discipline  made  him  punctual,  and 
dinner  was  on  the  table  in  less  than  three  minutes 
after  five.  Down  we  sate,  hungry  as  hunters  and 
eager  for  the  prey. 

"Is  there  a  parson  in  company?"  said  Jack 
Ginger,  from  the  head  of  the  table. 

"  No,"  responded  I,  from  the  foot. 

"  Then,  thank  God,"  said  Jack,  and  proceeded, 
after  this  pious  grace,  to  distribute  the  cod's  head 
and  shoulders  to  the  hungry  multitude. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

HOW  WE  DINED  AT  JACK  GINGER'S. 

THE  history  of  that  cod's  head  and  shoulders  would 
occupy  but  little  space  to  write.  Its  flakes,  like  the 
snow-flakes  on  a  river,  were  for  one  moment  bright, 
then  gone  for  ever;  it  perished  unpitiably.  "  Bring 
hither,"  said  Jack,  with  a  firm  voice,  "  the  leg  of 
pork."  It  appeared,  but  soon  to  disappear  again. 
Not  a  man  of  the  company  but  showed  his  abhor 
rence  of  the  Judaical  practice  of  abstaining  from  the 
flesh  of  swine.  Equally  clear  in  a  few  moments  \vas 
it  that  we  were  truly  British  in  our  devotion  to  beef. 
The  sirloin  was  impartially  destroyed  on  both  sides, 
upper  and  under.  Dire  was  the  clatter  of  the  knives, 
but  deep  the  silence  of  the  guests.  Jerry  Gallagher, 
Jack's  valet-de-chambre,  footman,  cook,  clerk,  shoe 
black,  aide-de-camp,  scout,  confidant,  dun-chaser, 
bum-defyer,  and  many  other  offices  in  commendam, 
toiled  like  a  hero.  He  covered  himself  with  glory 
and  gravy  every  moment.  In  a  short  time  a  vocif 
eration  arose  for  fluid,  and  the  half-and-half — Whit- 
bread  quartered  upon  Chamyton — beautiful  heraldry ! 
— was  inhaled  with  the  most  savage  satisfaction. 

"  The  pleasure  of  a  glass  of  wine  with  you,  Bob 
Burke,"  said  Joe  Macgillicuddy,  wiping  his  mouth 
with  the  back  of  his  hand. 
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"  With  pleasure,  Joe,"  replied  Bob.  "  What 
wine  do  you  choose  ?  You  may  as  well  say  port, 
for  there  is  no  other ;  but  attention  to  manners 
always  becomes  a  gentleman." 

"  Port,  then,  if  you  please,"  cried  Joe,  "  as  the 
ladies  of  Limerick  say,  when  a  man  looks  at  them 
across  the  table." 

"  Hobnobbing  wastes  time,"  said  Jack  Ginger, 
laying  down  the  pot  out  of  which  he  had  been  drink 
ing  for  the  last  few  minutes  ;  "  and,  besides,  it  is 
not  customary  now  in  genteel  society — so  pass  the 
bottle  about." 

[I  here  pause  in  my  narrative  to  state,  on  more 
accurate  recollection,  that  we  had  not  decanters ;  we 
drank  from  the  black  bottle,  which  Jack  declared 
was  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  Continent.] 

So  the  port  was  passed  round,  and  declared  to  be 
superb.  Antony  Harrison  received  the  unanimous 
applause  of  the  company ;  and,  if  he  did  not  blush 
at  all  the  fine  things  that  were  said  in  his  favour,  it 
was  because  his  countenance  was  of  that  peculiar 
hue  that  no  addition  of  red  could  be  visible  upon 
it.  A  blush  on  Antony's  face  would  be  like  gilding 
refined  gold. 

Whether  cheese  is  prohibited  or  not  in  the  higher 
circles  of  the  West  End,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  know 
it  was  not  prohibited  in  the  very  highest  chambers 
of  the  Temple. 

"  It's   double    Gloucester,"    said   Jack   Ginger ; 
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"prime,  bought  at  the  corner — Heaven  pay  the 
cheesemonger,  for  I  shan't — but,  as  he  is  a  gentle 
man,  I  give  you  his  health." 

"  I  don't  think,"  said  Joe  Macgillicuddy,  "  that  I 
ought  to  demean  myself  to  drink  the  health  of  a 
cheesemonger ;  but  I'll  not  stop  the  bottle." 

And,  to  do  Joe  justice,  he  did  not.  Then  we 
attacked  the  cheese,  and  in  an  incredibly  short 
period  we  battered  in  a  breach  of  an  angle  of  45 
degrees,  in  a  manner  that  would  have  done  honour 
to  any  engineer  that  directed  the  guns  at  San 
Sebastian.  The  cheese,  which  on  its  first  entry  on 
the  table  presented  the  appearance  of  a  plain  circle, 
was  soon  made  to  exhibit  a  very  different  shape,  as 
may  be  understood  by  the  subjoined  diagram  : — 


0 


E  B 


[A,  original  cheese  ;  EBD,  cheese  after  five 
minutes  standing  on  the  table  ;  EEC,  angle  of  45°.] 

With  cheese  came,  arid  with  cheese  went,  celery. 
It  is  unnecessary  to  repeat  what  a  number  of  puns 
were  made  on  that  most  pun-provoking  of  plants. 

"  Clear  the  decks,"  said  Jack  Ginger  to  Jerry 
Gallagher.  "  Gentlemen,  I  did  not  think  of  getting 
pastry,  or  puddings,  or  dessert,  or  ices,  or  jellies, 
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or  blancmange,  or  anything  of  the  sort,  for  men  of 
sense  like  you." 

We  all  unanimously  expressed  our  indignation 
at  being  supposed  even  for  a  moment  guilty  of  any 
such  weakness ;  but  a  general  suspicion  seemed  to 
arise  among  us  that  a  dram  might  not  be  re 
jected  with  the  same  marked  scorn.  Jack  Ginger 
accordingly  uncorked  one  of  Bob  Burke's  bottles. 
Whop !  went  the  cork,  and  the  potteen  soon  was 
seen  meandering  round  the  table. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Antony  Harrison,  "  I  take 
this  dram  because  I  ate  pork,  and  fear  it  might  dis 
agree  with  me." 

"  I  take  it,"  said  Bob  Burke,  "  chiefly  by  reason 
of  the  fish." 

"  I  take  it,"  said  Joe  Macgillicuddy,  "  because 
the  day  was  warm,  and  it  is  very  close  in  these 
chambers." 

"  I  take  it,"  said  Tom  Meggot,  "  because  I  have 
been  very  chilly  all  the  day." 

"  I  take  it,"  said  Hurnpy  Harlow,  "  because  it  is 
such  strange  weather  that  one  does  not  know  what 
to  do." 

"  I  take  it,"  said  Jack  Ginger,  "  because  the  rest 
of  the  company  takes  it." 

"  And  I  take  it,"  said  I,  winding  up  the  conver 
sation,  "  because  I  like  a  dram." 

So  we  all  took  it  for  one  reason  or  another — and 
there  was  an  end  of  that. 
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"  Be  off,  Jerry  Gallagher,"  said  Jack — "  I  give  to 
you,  your  heirs  and  assigns,  all  that  and  those  which 
remains  in  the  pots  of  half-and-half — item  for  your 
own  dinners  what  is  left  of  the  solids — and  when 
you  have  pared  the  bones  clean,  you  may  give  them 
to  the  poor.  Charity  covers  a  multitude  of  sins. 
Brush  away  like  a  shoeblack — and  levant." 

"  Why,  thin,  God  bless  your  honour,"  said  Jerry 
Gallagher,  "it's  a  small  liggacy  he  would  have  that 
would  dippind  for  his  daily  bread  for  what  is  left 
behind  any  of  ye  in  the  way  of  the  drink — and  this 
blessed  hour  there's  not  as  much  as  would  blind 
the  left  eye  of  a  midge  in  one  of  them  pots — arid 
may  it  do  you  all  good,  if  it  ain't  the  blessing  of 
heaven  to  see  you  eating.  By  my  sowl,  he  that  has 
to  pick  a  bone  after  you,  won't  be  much  troubled 
with  the  mate.  Howsomever — " 

"  No  more  prate,"  said  Jack  Ginger.  "  Here's 
twopence  for  you  to  buy  some  beer — but,  no,"  he 
continued,  drawing  his  empty  hand  from  that 
breeches-pocket  into  which  he  had  most  needlessly 
put  it — "  no,"  said  he,  "  Jerry — get  it  on  credit 
wherever  you  can,  and  bid  them  score  it  to  me." 

"  If  they  will—"  said  Jerry. 

"  Shut  the  door,"  said  Jack  Ginger,  in  a  peremp 
tory  tone,  and  Jerry  retreated. 

"That  Jerry,"  said  Jack,  "is  an  uncommonly 
honest  fellow,  only  he  is  the  d — dest  rogue  in  Lon 
don.  But  all  this  is  wasting  time — and  time  is 
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life.  Dinner  is  over,  and  the  business  of  the  even 
ing  is  about  to  begin.  So,  bumpers,  gentlemen, 
and  get  rid  of  this  wine  as  fast  as  we  can.  Mr 
Vice,  look  to  your  bottles." 

And  on  this,  Jack  Ginger  gave  a  bumper  toast. 


CHAPTER    III. 
HOW  WE  CONVERSED  AT  JACK   GINGER'S. 

THIS  being  done,  every  man  pulled  in  his  chair 
close  to  the  table,  and  prepared  for  serious  action. 
It  was  plain  that  we  all,  like  Nelson's  sailors  at 
Trafalgar,  felt  called  upon  to  do  our  duty.  The 
wine  circulated  with  considerable  rapidity;  and 
there  was  no  flinching  on  the  part  of  any  individual 
of  the  company.  It  was  quite  needless  for  our 
president  to  remind  us  of  the  necessity  of  bumpers, 
or  the  impropriety  of  leaving  heel-taps.  We  were 
all  too  well  trained  to  require  the  admonition,  or  to 
fall  into  the  error.  On  the  other  hand,  the  chance 
of  any  man  obtaining  more  than  his  share  in  the 
round  was  infinitesimally  small.  The  Sergeant 
himself,  celebrated  as  he  is,  could  not  have  suc 
ceeded  in  obtaining  a  glass  more  than  his  neigh 
bours.  Just  to  our  friends,  we  were  also  just  to 
ourselves ;  and  a  more  rigid  circle  of  philosophers 
never  surrounded  a  board. 
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The  wine  was  really  good,  and  its  merits  did  not 
appear  the  less  striking  from  the  fact  that  we  were 
not  habitually  winebibbers,  our  devotion  generally 
being  paid  to  fluids  more  potent  or  more  heavy  than 
the  juice  of  the  grape,  and  it  soon  excited  our 
powers  of  conversation.  Heavens !  what  a  flow  of 
soul ! '  More  good  things  were  said  in  Jack  Ginger's 
chambers  that  evening,  than  in  the  Houses  of  Lords 
and  Commons  in  a  month.  We  talked  of  every 
thing — politics,  literature,  the  fine  arts,  drama,  high 
life,  low  life,  the  opera,  the  cockpit — everything 
from  the  heavens  above  to  the  hells  in  St  James's 
Street.  There  was  not  an  article  in  a  morning, 
evening,  or  weekly  paper  for  the  week  before,  which 
we  did  not  repeat.  It  was  clear  that  our  knowledge 
of  things  in  general  was  drawn  in  a  vast  degree 
from  these  recondite  sources.  In  politics,  we  were 
harmonious — we  were  Tories  to  a  man,  and  defied 
the  Kadicals  of  all  classes,  ranks,  and  conditions. 
We  deplored  the  ruin  of  our  country,  arid  breathed 
a  sigh  over  the  depression  of  the  agricultural  in 
terest.  We  gave  it  as  our  opinion  that  Don  Miguel 
should  be  King  of  Portugal — and  that  Don  Carlos, 
if  he  had  the  pluck  of  the  most  nameless  of  insects, 
could  ascend  the  throne  of  Spain.  We  pitched 
Louis  Philippe  to  that  place  which  is  never  men 
tioned  to  ears  polite,  and  drank  the  health  of  the 
Duchess  of  Berri.  Opinions  differed  somewhat 
about  the  Emperor  of  Kussia — some  thinking  that 
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lie  was  too  hard  on  the  Poles — others  gently  blam 
ing  him  for  not  squeezing  them  much  tighter.  An 
tony  Harrison,  who  had  seen  the  Grand  Duke 
Constantine,  when  he  was  campaigning,  spoke  with 
tears  in  his  eyes  of  that  illustrious  prince — declar 
ing  him,  with  an  oath,  to  have  been  a  d — d  good 
fellow.  As  for  Leopold,  we  unanimously  voted 
him  to  be  a  scurvy  hound  ;  and  Joe  Macgillicuddy 
was  pleased  to  say  something  complimentary  of 
the  Prince  of  Orange,  which  would  have,  no  doubt, 
much  gratified  his  Royal  Highness,  if  it  had  been 
communicated  to  him,  but  I  fear  it  never  reached 
his  ears. 

Turning  to  domestic  policy — we  gave  it  to  the 
Whigs  in  high  style.  If  Lord  Grey  had  been 
within  hearing,  he  must  have  instantly  resigned — 
he  never  could  have  resisted  the  thunders  of  our 
eloquence.  All  the  hundred  and  one  Greys  would 
have  been  forgotten — he  must  have  sunk  before  us. 
Had  Brougham  been  there,  he  would  have  been 
converted  to  Toryism  long  before  he  could  have 
got  to  the  state  of  tipsyfication  in  which  he  some 
times  addresses  the  House  of  Lords.  There  was 
not  a  topic  left  undiscussed.  With  one  hand  we 
arranged  Ireland — with  another  put  the  Colonies  in 
order.  Catholic  Emancipation  was  severely  con 
demned,  and  Bob  Burke  gave  the  glorious,  pious, 
and  immortal  memory.  The  vote  of  £20,000,000 
to  the  greasy  blacks  was  much  reprobated,  and  the 
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opening  of  the  China  trade  declared  a  humbug. 
We  spoke,  in  fact,  articles  that  would  have  made 
the  fortunes  of  half  a  hundred  magazines,  if  the 
editors  of  those  works  would  have  had  the  perspi 
cacity  to  insert  them ;  and  this  we  did  with  such 
ease  to  ourselves,  that  we  never  for  a  moment 
stopped  the  circulation  of  the  bottle,  which  kept 
running  on  its  round  rejoicing,  while  we  settled 
the  affairs  of  the  nation. 

Then  Antony  Harrison  told  us  all  his  campaigns 
in  the  Peninsula,  and  that  capital  story  how  he 
bilked  the  tavern-keeper  in  Portsmouth.  Jack 
Ginger  entertained  us  with  an  account  of  his  trans 
actions  in  the  Brazils ;  and  as  Jack's  imagination 
far  outruns  his  attention  to  matters  of  fact,  we  had 
them  considerably  improved.  Bob  Burke  gave  us 
all  the  particulars  of  his  duel  with  Ensign  Brady  of 
the  48th,  and  how  he  hit  him  on  the  waistcoat 
pocket,  which,  fortunately  for  the  Ensign,  contained 
a  five- shilling  piece  (how  he  got  it  was  never 
accounted  for),  which  saved  him  from  grim  death. 
From  Joe  Macgillicuddy  we  heard  multifarious 
narrations  of  steeple-chases  in  Tipperary,  and  of 
his  hunting  with  the  Blazers  in  Galway.  Tom 
Meggot  expatiated  on  his  college  adventures  in 
Edinburgh,  which  he  maintained  to  be  a  far  superior 
city  to  London,  and  repeated  sundry  witty  sayings 
of  the  advocates  in  the  Parliament  House,  who  seem 
to  be  gentlemen  of  great  facetiousness.  As  for  me, 
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I  emptied  out  all  Joe  Miller  on  tlie  company ;  and 
if  old  Joe  could  have  burst  his  cerements  in  the 
neighbouring  churchyard  of  St  Clement  Danes,  he 
would  have  been  infinitely  delighted  with  the  re 
ception  which  the  contents  of  his  agreeable  miscel 
lany  met  with.  To  tell  the  truth,  my  jokes  were 
not  more  known  to  my  companions  than  their  sto 
ries  were  to  me.  Harrison's  campaigns,  Ginger's 
cruises,  Burke's  duel,  Macgillicuddy's  steeple 
chases,  and  Tom  Meggot's  rows  in  the  High  Street, 
had  been  told  over  and  over — so  often  indeed,  that 
the  several  relaters  begin  to  believe  that  there  is 
some  foundation  in  fact  for  the  wonders  which  they 
are  continually  repeating. 

"  I  perceive  this  is  the  last  bottle  of  port,"  said 
Jack  Ginger  ;  "so  I  suppose  that  there  cannot  be 
any  harm  in  drinking  bad  luck  to  Antony  Harrison's 
wine -merchant,  who  did  not  make  it  the  dozen." 

"  Yes,"  said  Harrison,  "  the  skinflint  thief  would 
not  stand  more  than  the  half,  for  which  he  merits 
the  most  infinite  certainty  of  non-payment." 

(You  may  depend  upon  it  that  Harrison  was  as 
good  as  his  word,  and  treated  the.  man  of  bottles 
according  to  his  deserts.) 

The  port  was  gathered  to  its  fathers,  and  potteen 
reigned  in  its  stead.  A  most  interesting  discussion 
took  place  as  to  what  was  to  be  done  with  it.  No 
doubt,  indeed,  existed  as  to  its  final  destination ; 
but  various  opinions  were  broached  as  to  the  man- 
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ner  in  which  it  was  to  make  its  way  to  its  appointed 
end.  Some  wished  that  every  man  should 
for  himself:  but  that  Jack  Ginger 
posed,  because  he  sai 
""•=•- "-.  •  v.  _  _r  :ri_~oi_'  1I-- IT  i  11-*;  ~~~  ~  TO. /.r^ 
on  the  great  questions  of  bowl  or  jug.  The  Irish 
men  maintained  the  cause  of  the  latter.  Tom 
Meggot,  who  had  been  reared  in  Glasgow,  and 
Jack  Ginger,  who  did  not  forget  his  sailor  propen- 
•ere  in  favour  of  the  former.  Mnch  eradi- 
was  displayed  on  both  sides,  and  I  believe  I 
safely  say,  ftaiimiij  IIIJHI  that  either  learning 

length  we  called  for  a  division,  when  there  ap 
peared — 

P02  1KB  JOB.  FOB  THX  BOWL. 


Majority  1,  in  &™r  of  the  jog^ 

I  was  principally  moved  to  rote  as  I  did,  be 
use  I  deferred  to  die  Irishmen,  as  persons  who 

-  "    _____      . 

poneen; 


and  Antony  Harrison  was  on  the  same  side  from 
recollections  of  his  quartering*  in  Ireland. 
Harlow  said  that  he  made  it  a  point 
always  to  side  with  the  man  of  the  house. 

*  It  is  settled,"  said  Jack  Ginger,  "and,  as  we 
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saiJ  of  Parliamentary  Reform,  though  we  opposed 
it,  it  is  now  law,  and  mnst  be  obeyed,  I'll  clear 
away  these  marines,  and  do  you,  Bob  Burke,  make 
the  punch,  I  think  you  will  find  the  lemons  good 
— the  sngar  snperb — and  the  water  of  the  Temple 
has  been  famous  for  centuries." 

"  And  I'll  back  the  potteen  against  any  that  ever 
came  from  the  Island  of  Saints,"  said  Bob,  proceed 
ing  to  his  duty,  which  all  who  have  the  honour  of 
his  acquaintance  will  admit  him  to  be  well  qualified 
to  perform.  He  made  it  in  a  couple  of  big  blue 
water-jugs,  observing  that  making  punch  in  small 
jugs  was  nearly  as  great  a  bother  as  ladling  from  a 
bowl ;  and  as  he  tossed  the  steamy  fluid  from  jug 
to  jug  to  mix  it  kindly,  he  sang  the  pathetic  ballad 
of  Hugger-mo-fane — 

«  I  wish  I  had  a  red  herring's  tafl,"  &c. 

It  was  an  agreeable  picture  of  continued  use  and 
ornament,  and  reminded  us  strongly  of  the  Abys 
sinian  maid  of  the  Platonic  poetry  of  Coleridge. 


CHAFTEK  IV. 
BOW  HTJMFT   HABLOW  BBOU  SUJCXCZ  AT  JACK  GLXGEB'S. 

THE  punch  being  made,  and  the  jug  revolving, 
the  conversation  continued  as  before.  But  it  may 
have  been  observed  that  I  have  not  taken  any 
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notice  of  the  share  which  one  of  the  party,  Humpy 
Harlow,  took  in  it.  The  fact  is,  that  he  had  been 
silent  for  almost  all  the  evening,  being  ontblazed 
and  overborne  by  the  brilliancy  of  the  conversation 
of  his  companions.  We  were  all  acknowledged 
wits  in  our  respective  lines,  whereas  he  had  not 
been  endowed  with  the  same  talents.  How  he 
came  among  us  I  forget ;  nor  did  any  of  us  know 
well  who  or  what  he  was.  Some  maintained  he 
was  a  drysalter  in  the  City ;  others  surmised  that 
he  might  be  a  pawnbroker  at  the  West  End.  Cer 
tain  it  is  that  he  had  some  money,  which  perhaps 
might  have  recommended  him  to  us,  for  there  was 
not  a  man  in  the  company  who  had  not  occasionally 
borrowed  from  him  a  sum,  too  trifling,  in  general, 
to  permit  any  of  us  to  think  of  repaying  it.  He 
was  a  broken-backed  little  fellow,  as  vain  of  his 
person  as  a  peacock,  and  accordingly  we  always 
called  him  Humpy  Harlow,  with  the  spirit  of 
gentlemanlike  candour  which  characterised  all  our 
conversation.  With  a  kind  feeling  towards  him, 
we  in  general  permitted  him  to  pay  our  bills  for  us 
whenever  we  dined  together  at  tavern  or  chop- 
house,  merely  to  gratify  the  little  fellow's  vanity, 
which  I  have  already  hinted  to  be  excessive. 

He  had  this  evening  made  many  ineffectual  at 
tempts  to  shine,  but  was  at  last  obliged  to  content 
himself  with  opening  his  mouth  for  the  admission, 
not  for  the  utterance,  of  good  things.  He  was 
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evidently  unhappy,  and  a  rightly  constituted  mind 
could  not  avoid  pitying  his  condition.  As  jug, 
however,  succeeded  jug,  he  began  to  recover  his 
self-possession;  and  it  was  clear,  about  eleven 
o'clock,  when  the  fourth  bottle  of  potteen  was  con 
verting  into  punch,  that  he  had  a  desire  to  speak. 
We  had  been  for  some  time  busily  employed  in 
smoking  cigars,  when,  all  on  a  sudden,  a  shrill  and 
sharp  voice  was  heard  from  the  midst  of  a  cloud, 
exclaiming,  in  a  high  treble  key — 

"  Humphries  told  me" 

We  all  puffed  our  havannahs  with  the  utmost 
silence,  as  if  we  were  so  many  Sachems  at  a 
palaver,  listening  to  the  narration  which  issued 
from  the  misty  tabernacle  in  which  Humpy  Harlow 
was  enveloped.  He  unfolded  a  tale  of  wondrous 
length,  which  we  never  interrupted.  No  sound  was 
heard  save  that  of  the  voice  of  Harlow,  narrating  the 
story  which  had  to  him  been  confided  by  the  unknown 
Humphries,  or  the  gentle  gliding  of  the  jug,  an 
occasional  tingle  of  a  glass,  and  the  soft  suspiration 
of  the  cigar.  On  moved  the  story  in  its  length, 
breadth,  and  thickness,  for  Harlow  gave  it  to  us  in 
its  full  dimensions.  He  abated  it  not  a  jot.  The 
firmness  which  we  displayed  was  unequalled  since 
the  battle  of  Waterloo.  We  sat  with  determined 
countenances,  exhaling  smoke  and  inhaling  punch, 
while  the  voice  still  rolled  onward.  At  last  Harlow 
came  to  an  end ;  and  a  Babel  of  conversation  burst 
2  F 
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from  lips  in  which  it  had  been  so  long  imprisoned. 
Harlow  looked  proud  of  his  feat,  and  obtained  the 
thanks  of  the  company,  grateful  that  he  had  come 
to  a  conclusion.  How  we  finished  the  potteen — 
converted  my  bottle  of  rum  into  a  bowl — (for  here 
Jack  Ginger  prevailed) — how  Jerry  Gallagher,  by 
superhuman  exertions,  succeeded  in  raising  a  couple 
of  hundred  of  oysters  for  supper — how  the  company 
separated,  each  to  get  to  his  domicile  as  he  could 
— how  I  found,  in  the  morning,  my  personal  liberty 
outraged  by  the  hands  of  that  unconstitutional  band 
of  gens-d'armes  created  for  the  direct  purposes  of 
tyranny,  and  held  up  to  the  indignation  of  all  Eng 
land  by  the  weekly  eloquence  of  the  Despatch — 
how  I  was  introduced  to  the  attention  of  a  magis 
trate,  and  recorded  in  the  diurnal  page  of  the  news 
paper — all  this  must  be  left  to  other  historians  to 
narrate. 

CHAPTER  v. 

WHAT  STORY  IT  WAS  THAT  HUMPY  HARLOW  TOLD 
AT  JACK  GINGER'S. 

AT  three  o'clock  on  the  day  after  the  dinner, 
Antony  Harrison  and  I  found  ourselves  eating  bread 
and  cheese — part  of  the  cheese — at  Jack  Ginger's. 
We  recapitulated  the  events  of  the  preceding  even 
ing,  and  expressed  ourselves  highly  gratified  with 
the  entertainment.  Most  of  the  good  things  we 
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had  said  were  revived,  served  up  again,  and  laughed 
at  once  more.  We  were  perfectly  satisfied  with  the 
parts  which  we  had  respectively  played,  and  talked 
ourselves  into  excessive  good-humour.  All  on  a 
sudden  Jack  Ginger's  countenance  clouded.  He 
was  evidently  puzzled;  and  sat  for  a  moment  in 
thoughtful  silence.  We  asked  him,  with  Oriental 
simplicity  of  sense,  "  Why  art  thou  troubled  ? " 
and  till  a  moment  he  answered — 

"  What  was  the  story  which  Humpy  Harlow  told 
us  about  eleven  o'clock  last  night,  just  as  Bob 
Burke  was  teeming  the  last  jug?" 

"It  began,"  said  I,  "with  ' Humphries  told  me.'  " 

11  It  did,"  said  Antony  Harrison,  cutting  a  deep 
incision  into  the  cheese. 

"  I  know  it  did,"  said  Jack  Ginger ;  "  but  what 
was  it  that  Humphries  had  told  him?  I  cannot 
recollect  it  if  I  was  to  be  made  Lord  Chancellor." 

Antony  Harrison  and  I  mused  in  silence,  and 
racked  our  brains,  but  to  no  purpose.  On  the 
tablet  of  our  memories  no  trace  had  been  engraved, 
and  the  tale  of  Humphries,  as  reported  by  Harlow, 
was  as  if  it  were  not,  so  far  as  we  were  concerned. 

While  we  were  in  this  perplexity,  Joe  Macgilli- 
cuddy  and  Bob  Burke  entered  the  room. 

"  We  have  been  just  taking  a  hair  of  the  same 
dog,"  said  Joe.  "  It  was  a  pleasant  party  we  had 
last  night.  Do  you  know  what  Bob  and  I  have 
been  talking  of  for  the  last  half-hour?" 
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We  professed  our  inability  to  conjecture. 

"  Why,  then,"  continued  Joe,  "  it  was  about  the 
story  that  Harlow  told  last  night." 

"  The  story  begins  with  '  Humphries  told  me]  " 
said  Bob. 

"  And,"  proceeded  Joe,  "  for  our  lives  we  cannot 
recollect  what  it  was." 

"  Wonderful ! "  we  all  exclaimed.  "  How  inscru 
table  are  the  movements  of  the  human  mind." 

And  we  proceeded  to  reflect  on  the  frailty  of 
our  memories,  moralising  in  a  strain  that  would 
have  done  honour  to  Dr  Johnson. 

"  Perhaps,"  said  T,  "  Tom  Meggot  may  recollect 
it." 

Idle  hope  !  dispersed  to  the  winds  almost  as  soon 
as  it  was  formed.  For  the  words  had  scarcely 
passed  "  the  bulwark  of  my  teeth,"  when  Tom 
appeared,  looking  excessively  bloodshot  in  the  eye. 
On  inquiry,  it  turned  out  that  he,  like  the  rest  of 
us,  remembered  only  the  cabalistic  words  which 
introduced  the  tale,  but  of  the  tale  itself,  nothing. 

Tom  had  been  educated  at  Edinburgh,  and  was 
strongly  attached  to  what  he  calls  metapheesicks  • 
and,  accordingly,  after  rubbing  his  forehead,  he  ex 
claimed — 

"  This  is  a  psychological  curiosity,  which  deserves 
to  be  developed.  I  happen  to  have  half  a  sovereign 
about  me  "  (an  assertion  which,  I  may  remark  in 
passing,  excited  considerable  surprise  in  his  au- 
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dience),  "and  I'll  ask  Harlow  to  dine  with  me  at 
the  Kainbow.  I'll  get  the  story  out  of  the  humpy 
rascal — and  no  mistake." 

We  acquiesced  in  the  propriety  of  this  proceed 
ing  ;  and  Antony  Harrison,  observing  that  he  hap 
pened  by  chance  to  be  disengaged,  hooked  himself 
on  Tom,  who  seemed  to  have  a  sort  of  national 
antipathy  to  such  a  ceremony,  with  a  talent  and 
alacrity  that  proved  him  to  be  a  veteran  warrior,  or 
what,  in  common  parlance,  is  called  an  old  soldier. 

Tom  succeeded  in  getting  Harlow  to  dinner,  and 
Harrison  succeeded  in  making  him  pay  the  bill,  to 
the  great  relief  of  Meggot's  half  sovereign,  and  they 
parted  at  an  early  hour  in  the  morning.  The  two 
Irishmen  and  myself  were  at  Ginger's  shortly  after 
breakfast;  we  had  been  part  occupied  in  tossing 
halfpence  to  decide  which  of  us  was  to  send  out  for 
ale,  when — Harrison  and  Meggot  appeared.  There 
was  conscious  confusion  written  in  their  counte 
nances.  "  Did  Humpy  Harlow  tell  you  that  story?  " 
we  all  exclaimed  at  once. 

u  It  cannot  be  denied  that  he  did,"  said  Meggot. 
"  Precisely  as  the  clock  struck  eleven,  he  com 
menced  with  '  Humphries  told  me.'  " 

«  Well— and  what  then?  " 

"  Why,  there  it  is,"  said  Antony  Harrison,  "may 
I  be  drummed  out  if  I  can  recollect  another  word." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Meggot. 

The  strangeness  of  this  singular  adventure  made 


a  deep  impression  on  us  all.  We  were  sunk  in 
silence  for  some  minutes,  during  which  Jerry  Gal 
lagher  made  his  appearance  with  the  ale,  which  I 
omitted  to  mention  had  been  lost  by  Joe  Macgilli- 
cuddy.  We  sipped  that  British  beverage,  much 
abstracted  in  deep  thought.  The  thing  appeared 
to  us  perfectly  inscrutable.  At  last  I  said,  "  This 
never  will  do — we  cannot  exist  much  longer  in  this 
atmosphere  of  doubt  and  uncertainty.  We  must 
have  it  out  of  Harlow  to-night,  or  there  is  an  end 
of  all  the  grounds  and  degrees  of  belief,  opinion,  and 
assent.  I  have  credit,"  said  I,  "  at  the  widow's, 
in  St  Martin's  Lane.  Suppose  we  all  meet  there  to 
night,  and  get  Harlow  there  if  we  can?" 

"  That  I  can  do,"  said  Antony  Harrison,  "  for  I 
quartered  myself  to  dine  with  him  to-day,  as  I  saw 
him  home,  poor  little  fellow,  last  night.  I  promise 
that  he  figures  at  the  widow's  to-night  at  nine 
o'clock." 

So  we  separated.  At  nine  every  man  of  the 
party  was  in  St  Martin's  Lane,  seated  in  the  little 
back  parlour ;  and  Harrison  was  as  good  as  his 
word,  for  he  brought  Harlow  with  him.  He  ordered 
a  sumptuous  supper  of  mutton  kidneys,  interspersed 
with  sausages,  and  set  to.  At  eleven  o'clock  pre 
cisely,  the  eye  of  Harlow  brightened,  and  putting 
his  pipe  down,  he  commenced  with  a  shrill  voice — 

"  Humphries  told  me " 

"Ay,"  said  we  all,  with  one  accord,    "here  it 
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IB — now  we  shall  have  it — take  care  of  it  this 
time." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Humpy  Harlow, 
performing  that  feat  which  by  the  illustrious  Mr 
John  Keeve  is  called  "  flaring  up." 

"  Nothing,"  we  replied,  "  nothing,  but  we  are 
anxious  to  hear  that  story." 

"  I  understand  you,"  said  our  broken-backed 
friend.  "  I  now  recollect  that  I  did  tell  it  once  or 
so  before  in  your  company,  but  I  shall  not  be  a  butt 
any  longer  for  you  or  anybody  else." 

"  Don't  be  in  a  passion,  Humpy,"  said  Jack 
Ginger. 

"  Sir,"  replied  Harlow,  "  I  hate  nicknames — it  is 
a  mark  of  a  low  mind  to  use  them — and  as  I  see  I 
am  brought  here  only  to  be  insulted,  I  shall  not 
trouble  you  any  longer  with  my  company." 

Saying  this,  the  little  man  seized  his  hat  and 
umbrella,  and  strode  out  of  the  room. 

"  His  back  is  up,"  said  Joe  Macgillicuddy,  "  and 
there's  no  use  of  trying  to  get  it  down.  I  am  sorry 
he  is  gone,  because  I  should  have  made  him  pay 
for  another  round." 

But  he  was  gone,  not  to  return  again — and  the 
story  remains  unknown.  Yea,  as  undiscoverable  as 
the  hieroglyphical  writings  of  the  ancient  Egyp 
tians.  It  exists,  to  be  sure,  in  the  breast  of  Har 
low  ;  but  there  it  is  buried,  never  to  emerge  into 
the  light  of  day.  It  is  lost  to  the  world — and 
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means  of  recovering  it,  there,  in  my  opinion,  exist 
none.  The  world  must  go  on  without  it,  and  states 
and  empires  must  continue  to  flourish  and  to  fade 
without  the  knowledge  of  what  it  was  that  Hum 
phries  told  Harlow.  Such  is  the  inevitable  course 
of  events. 

For  my  part,  I  shall  be  satisfied  with  what  I  have 
done  in  drawing  up  this  accurate  and  authentic  nar 
rative,  if  I  can  seriously  impress  on  the  minds  of 
my  readers  the  perishable  nature  of  mundane  affairs 
— if  I  can  make  them  reflect  that  memory  itself,  the 
noblest,  perhaps  the  characteristic,  quality  of  the 
human  mind,  will  decay,  even  while  other  faculties 
exist — and  that,  in  the  words  of  a  celebrated  Lord 
of  Trade  and  Plantations,  of  the  name  of  John 
Locke,  "  we  may  be  like  the  tombs  to  which  we  are 
hastening,  where,  though  the  brass  and  marble  re 
main,  yet  the  imagery  is  defaced,  and  the  inscrip 
tion  is  blotted  out  for  ever ! " 


THE  ENCHANTEB  FAUSTUS  AND  QUEEN 
ELIZABETH, 

AN'EODOTE    EXTRACTED  PROM   THE   DOCTOR'S  UNPUBLISHED 
MEMOIRS. 

"  I  do  not  say  it  is  possible— I  only  say  it  is  true." 
[MAG  A.     AUGUST  1822.] 


Tj^LIZABETH  was  a  wonderful  princess  for  wis- 
•U  dom,  learning,  magnificence,  and  grandeur  of 
soul.  All  this  was  fine, — but  she  was  as  envious 
as  a  decayed  beauty — -jealous  and  cruel — and  that 
spoiled  all.  However,  be  her  defects  what  they 
may,  her  fame  had  pierced  even  to  the  depths  of 
Germany,  whence  the  Enchanter  Faustus  set  off  for 
her  court,  that  great  magician  wishing  to  ascertain 
by  his  own  wits,  whether  Elizabeth  was  as  gifted 
with  good  qualities  as  she  was  with  bad.  No  one 
could  judge  this  for  him  so  well  as  himself,  who 
read  the  stars  like  his  ABC,  and  whom  Satan 
obeyed  like  his  dog — yet,  withal,  who  was  not  above 
a  thousand  pleasant  tricks,  that  make  people  laugh, 
and  hurt  no  one  :  such,  for  instance,  as  turning  an 
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old  lord  into  an  old  lady,  to  elope  with  his  cook- 
maid — exchanging  a  handsome  wife  for  an  ugly 
one,  &c.  &c. 

The  Queen,  charmed  with  the  pretty  things  which 
she  heard  of  him,  wished  much  to  see  him — and 
from  the  moment  that  she  did,  became  quite  fasci 
nated.  On  his  side,  he  found  her  better  than  he 
had  expected ;  not  but  that  he  perceived  she  thought 
a  great  deal  too  much  of  her  wit — though  she  had 
a  tolerable  share  of  it ;  and  still  more  of  her  beauty 
— of  which  she  had  rather  less. 

One  day  that  she  was  dressed  with  extraordinary 
splendour,  to  give  audience  to  some  ambassadors, 
she  retired  into  her  cabinet  at  the  close  of  the 
ceremony,  and  sent  for  the  Doctor.  After  having 
gazed  at  herself  in  all  the  mirrors  in  the  room,  and 
seeming  very  well  pleased  with  their  reflection, — 
for  her  roses  and  lilies  were  as  good  as  gold  could 
buy,  her  petticoat  high  enough  to  show  her  ankle, 
and  her  frill  low  to  expose  her  bosom, — she  sat  down 
en  attitude,  in  her  great  chair.  It  was  thus  the  En 
chanter  Faustus  found  her.  He  was  the  most  adroit 
courtier  that  you  could  find,  though  you  searched 
the  world  over.  For  though  there  are  good  reasons 
why  a  courtier  may  not  be  a  conjuror,  there  are 
none  why  a  conjuror  may  not  be  a  courtier ;  and 
Faustus,  both  in  one — knowing  the  Queen's  foible 
as  to  her  imaginary  beauty — took  care  not  to  let 
slip  so  fine  an  opportunity  of  paying  his  court.  He 
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was  wonderstruck,  thunderstruck,  at  such  a  blaze 
of  perfection.  Elizabeth  knew  how  to  appreciate 
the  moment  of  surprise.  She  drew  a  magnificent 
ruby  from  her  finger,  which  the  Doctor,  without 
making  difficulties  about  it,  drew  on  his. 

"  You  find  me  then  passable  for  a  Queen?  "  said 
she,  smiling.  On  this  he  wished  himself  at  the 
devil  (his  old  resting-place),  if,  not  alone  that  he 
had  ever  seen,  but  if  anybody  else  had  ever  seen, 
either  queen  or  subject  to  equal  her. 

"Oh,  Faustus,  my  friend,"  replied  she,  "could 
the  beauties  of  antiquity  return,  we  should  soon  see 
what  a  flatterer  you  are  ! " 

"  I  dare  the  proof;"  returned  the  Doctor.  "  If 
your  Majesty  will  it  —  but  speak,  and  they  are 
here." 

Faustus,  of  course,  never  expected  to  be  taken  at 
his  word ;  but  whether  Elizabeth  wished  to  see  if 
magic  could  perform  the  miracle,  or  to  satisfy  a 
curiosity  that  had  often  tormented  her,  she  ex 
pressed  herself  amazingly  pleased  at  the  idea,  and 
begged  it  might  be  immediately  realised. 

Faustus  then  requested  her  Majesty  to  pass  into 
a  little  gallery  near  the  apartment,  while  he  went 
for  his  book,  his  ring,  and  his  large  black  mantle. 

All  this  was  done  nearly  as  soon  as  said.  There 
was  a  door  at  each  end  of  the  gallery,  and  it  was 
decided  that  the  beauties  should  come  in  at  one,  and 
go  out  at  the  other,  so  that  the  Queen  might  have 
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a  fair  view  of  them.  Only  two  of  the  courtiers  were 
admitted  to  this  exhibition  ;  these  were  the  Earl  of 
Essex  and  Sir  Philip  Sydney. 

Her  Majesty  was  seated  in  the  middle  of  the  gal 
lery,  with  the  Earl  and  the  Knight  standing  to  the 
right  and  left  of  her  chair.  The  enchanter  did  not 
forget  to  trace  round  them  and  their  mistress  certain 
mysterious  circles,  with  all  the  grimaces  and  con 
tortions  of  the  time.  He  then  drew  another  oppo 
site  to  it,  within  which  he  took  his  own  station, 
leaving  a  space  between  for  the  actors. 

When  this  was  finished,  he  begged  the  Queen 
not  to  speak  a  word  while  they  should  be  on  the 
stage  ;  and,  above  all,  not  to  appear  frightened,  let 
her  see  what  she  might. 

The  latter  precaution  was  needless,  for  the  good 
Queen  feared  neither  angel  nor  devil.  And  now 
the  Doctor  inquired  what  belle  of  antiquity  she  would 
first  see. 

"  To  follow  the  order  of  time,"  she  answered, 
"  they  should  commence  with  HELEN." 

The  magician,  with  a  changing  countenance,  now 
exclaimed,  "  Sit  still!" 

Sydney's  heart  beat  quick.  The  brave  Essex 
turned  pale.  As  to  the  Queen,  not  the  slightest 
emotion  was  perceptible. 

Faustus  soon  commenced  some  muttered  incan 
tations  and  strange  evolutions,  such  as  were  the 
fashion  of  the  day  for  conjurors.  Anon  the  gallery 
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shook,  so  did  the  two  courtiers,  and  the  Doctor,  in 
a  voice  of  anger,  called  out, 

"  Daughter  of  fair  Leda,  hear  ! 
From  thy  far  Elysian  sphere  ; 
Lovely  as  when,  for  his  fee, 
To  Paris  Venus  promised  thee — 
Appear — appear— appear  !  " 

Accustomed  to  command,  rather  than  to  be  com 
manded,  the  fair  Helen  lingered  to  the  last  possible 
moment ;  but  when  the  last  moment  came,  so  did 
she,  and  so  suddenly,  that  no  one  knew  how  she 
got  there.  She  was  habited  a  la  Grecque, — her  hair 
ornamented  with  pearls  and  a  superb  aigrette.  The 
figure  passed  slowly  onwards — stopped  for  an  in 
stant  directly  opposite  the  Queen,  as  if  to  gratify 
her  curiosity,  took  leave  of  her  with  a  malicious 
smile,  and  vanished.  She  had  scarcely  disappeared 
when  her  Majesty  exclaimed— "  What !  that  the 
fair  Helen !  I  don't  pique  myself  on  beauty,  but 
may  I  die  if  I  would  change  faces  with  her !  " 

"I  told  your  Majesty  how  it  would  be,"  remarked 
the  enchanter;  "and  yet  there  she  is,  as  she  was 
in  her  best  days." 

"  She  has,  however,  very  fine  eyes,"  observed 
Essex. 

"  Yes,"  said  Sydney,  "  they  are  large,  dark,  and 
brilliant— but  after  all,  what  do  they  say  ?  "  added 
he,  correcting  himself. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  the  favourite. 
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The  Queen,  who  was  this  day  extravagantly 
rouged,  asked  if  they  did  not  think  Helen's  tint  too 
China-white. 

"  China! "  cried  the  Earl ;   "  Delf  rather." 

"  Perhaps,"  continued  the  Queen,  "  it  was  the 
fashion  of  her  time  ;  but  you  must  confess  that  such 
turned-in  toes  would  have  been  endured  in  no  other 
woman.  I  don't  dislike  her  style  of  dress,  however, 
and  probably  I  may  bring  it  round  again,  in  place 
of  these  troublesome  hoops,  which  have  their  in 
conveniences." 

"  0,  as  to  the  dress,"  chimed  in  the  favourite — 
"  let  it  pass ;  it  is  well  enough,  which  is  more  than 
can  be  said  for  the  wearer." 

A  conclusion,  in  which  Sydney  heartily  joined, 
rhapsodying — 

"  O  Paris,  fatal  was  the  hour, 
When,  victim  to  the  blind  god's  power, 
Within  your  native  walks  you  bore 
That  firebrand  from  a  foreign  shore  ; 
Who— ah,  so  little  worth  the  strife  !— 
Was  fit  for  nothing,  but  a  wife." 

"  Od's  my  life  now,"  said  her  Majesty,  "but  I 
think  she  looks  fitter  for  anything  else,  Sydney! 
— My  Lord  of  Essex,  how  think  you?  " 

11  As  your  Majesty  does,"  returned  he  ;  "  there  is 
a  meaning  in  that  eye." 

"  And  a  minute  past  they  said  there  was  none," 
thought  Faustus. 
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This  liberal  critique  on  the  fair  Helen  being  con 
cluded,  the  Queen  desired  to  see  the  beautiful  and 
hopeless  Mariamne. 

The  enchanter  did  not  wait  to  be  twice  asked ; 
but  he  did  not  choose  to  invoke  a  Princess  who  had 
worshipped  at  holy  altars  in  the  same  manner  as 
he  had  summoned  the  fair  Pagan.  It  was  then,  by 
way  of  ceremony,  that,  turning  four  times  to  the 
east,  three  to  the  south,  two  to  the  west,  and  only 
once  to  the  north,  he  uttered,  with  great  suavity,  in 
Hebrew — 

"  Lovely  Mariamne,  come  ! 
Though  thou  sleepest  far  away, 
Regal  spirit !  leave  thy  tomb  ! 
Let  the  splendours  round  thee  play, 
Silken  robe  and  diamond  stone, 
Such  as,  on  thy  bridal-day, 
Flash'd  from  proud  Judea's  throne." 

Scarcely  had  he  concluded,  when  the  spouse  of 
Herod  made  her  appearance,  and  gravely  advanced 
into  the  centre  of  the  gallery,  where  she  halted,  as 
her  predecessor  had  done.  She  was  robed  nearly 
like  the  high-priest  of  the  Jews,  except  that  instead 
of  the  Tiara,  a  veil,  descending  from  the  crown  of 
the  head,  and  slightly  attached  to  the  cincture,  fell 
far  behind  her.  Those  graceful  and  flowing  dra 
peries  threw  over  the  whole  figure  of  the  lovely 
Hebrew  an  air  of  indescribable  dignity.  After  hav 
ing  stopped  for  several  minutes  before  the  company, 
she  pursued  her  way, — but  without  paying  the 
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slightest  parting  compliment  to  the  haughty  Eliza 
beth. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  said  the  Queen,  before  she  had 
well  disappeared — "  is  it  possible  that  Mariamne 
was  such  a  figure  as  that? — such  a  tall,  pale, 
meagre,  melancholy-looking  affair,  to  have  passed 
for  a  beauty  through  so  many  centuries  !  " 

"  By  my  honour,"  quoth  Essex,  "  had  I  been  in 
Herod's  place,  I  should  never  have  been  angry  at 
her  keeping  her  distance." 

"  Yet  I  perceived,"  said  Sydney,  "  a  certain 
touching  languor  in  the  countenance, — an  air  of 
dignified  simplicity." 

Her  Majesty  looked  grave. 

"  Fye,  fye,"  returned  Essex,  "  it  was  haughti 
ness  ;  her  manner  is  full  of  presumption, — ay,  and 
even  her  height." 

The  Queen  having  approved  of  Essex's  decision, 
on  her  own  part  condemned  the  Princess  for  her 
aversion  to  her  spouse,  which,  though  the  world 
alleged  to  have  been  caused  by  his  being  the  cut 
throat  of  her  family,  she  saw  nothing  to  justify, 
whatever  a  husband  might  be.  A  wife  was  a  wife  ; 
and  Herod  had  done  quite  right  in  cutting  off  the 
heads  of  the  offenders. 

Faustus,  who  affected  universal  knowledge,  as 
sured  her  Majesty  that  all  the  historians  were  in 
error  on  that  point ;  for  he  had  had  it  himself  from 
a  living  witness,  that  the  true  cause  of  Herod's 
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vengeance  was  his  spiteful  old-maid  of  a  sister — 
Salome's  overhearing  Mariamne,  one  day  at  pray 
ers,  beg  of  Heaven  to  rid  her  of  her  worthless 
husband. 

After  a  moment  of  thought,  the  Queen,  with  the 
same  indifference  with  which  she  would  have  called 
for  her  waiting-maid,  desired  to  see  Cleopatra  ;  for 
the  Egyptian  queen  not  having  been  quite  as  comme 
il  faut  as  the  British,  the  latter  treated  her  accord 
ingly.  The  beautiful  Cleopatra  quickly  made  her 
appearance  at  the  extremity  of  the  gallery, — and 
Elizabeth  expected  that  this  apparition  would  fully 
make  up  for  the  disappointment  which  the  others 
had  occasioned.  Scarcely  had  she  entered,  when 
the  air  was  loaded  with  the  rich  perfumes  of  Arabia. 

Her  bosom  (that  Lad  been  melting  as  charity) 
was  open  as  day ;  a  loop  of  diamonds  and  rubies 
gathered  the  drapery  as  much  above  the  left  knee 
as  it  might  as  -well  have  been  below  it ;  and  a 
woven  wind  of  transparent  gauze  softened  the 
figure  which  it  did  not  conceal. 

In  this  gay  and  gallant  costume,  the  mistress  of 
Antony  glided  through  the  gallery,  making  a  simi 
lar  pause  as  the  others.  No  sooner  was  her  back 
turned,  than  the  courtiers  began  to  tear  her  person 
and  frippery  to  pieces, — the  Queen  calling  out,  like 
one  possessed,  for  paper  to  burn  under  her  nose,  to 
drive  away  the  vapours  occasioned  by  the  gums  with 
which  the  mummy  was  filled, — declared  her  in  sup- 
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portable  in  every  sense,  and  far  beneath  even  the 
wife  of  Herod  or  the  daughter  of  Leda, — shocked 
at  her  Diana  drapery,  to  exhibit  the  most  villanous 
leg  in  the  world, — and  protested  that  a  thicker  robe 
would  have  much  better  become  her. 

Whatever  the  two  courtiers  might  have  thought, 
they  were  forced  to  join  in  these  sarcasms,  which 
the  frail  Egyptian  excited  in  peculiar  severity. 

"  Such  a  cocked  nose  !  "  said  the  Queen. 

"  Such  impertinent  eyes  1  "  said  Essex. 

Sydney,  in  addition  to  her  other  defects,  found 
out  that  she  had  too  much  stomach  and  too  little 
back. 

"  Say  of  her  as  you  please,"  returned  Faustus — 
"  one  she  is,  however,  who  led  the  Master  of  the 
World  in  her  chains.  But,  madam,"  added  he,  turn 
ing  to  the  Queen,  "  as  these  far-famed  foreign  beau 
ties  are  not  to  your  taste,  why  go  beyond  your  own 
kingdom?  England,  which  has  always  produced  the 
models  of  female  perfection — as  we  may  even  at 
this  moment  perceive — will  furnish  an  object  per 
haps  worthy  of  your  attention  in  the  Fair  Eosamond." 
Now  Faustus  had  heard  that  the  Queen  fancied 
herself  to  resemble  the  Fair  Bosamond ;  and  no 
sooner  was  the  name  mentioned,  than  she  was  all 
impatience  to  see  her. 

"  There  is  a  secret  instinct  in  this  impatience," 
observed  the  Doctor,  craftily ;  "  for,  according  to 
tradition,  the  Fair  Eosamond  had  much  resemblance 
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to  your  Majesty,  though,  of  course,  in  an  inferior 
style." 

"  Let  us  judge — let  us  judge,"  replied  the  Queen, 
hastily ;  "  but  from  the  moment  she  appears,  Sir 
Sydney,  I  reqiiest  of  you  to  observe  her  minutely, 
that  we  may  have  her  description,  if  she  is  worth 
it."  This  order  being  given,  and  some  little  con 
juration  made,  as  Kosamond  was  only  a  short  dis 
tance  from  London,  she  made  her  appearance  in 
a  second.  Even  at  the  door,  her  beauty  charmed 
every  one,  but  as  she  advanced  she  enchanted 
them ;  and  when  she  stopped  to  be  gazed  at,  the 
admiration  of  the  company,  with  difficulty  restrained 
to  signs  and  looks,  exhibited  their  high  approbation 
of  the  taste  of  Henry  II.  Nothing  could  exceed 
the  simplicity  of  her  dress — and  yet  in  that  sim 
plicity  she  effaced  the  splendours  of  day — at  least 
to  the  spectators.  She  waited  before  them  a  long 
time-*-much  longer  than  the  others  had  done  ;  and 
as  if  aware  of  the  command  the  Queen  had  given, 
she  turned  especially  towards  Sydney,  looking  at 
him  with  an  expressive  smile.  But  she  must  go  at 
last ;  and  when  she  was  gone, — "  My  lord,"  said 
the  Queen,  "  what  a  pretty  creature  I  I  never  saw 
anything  so  charming  in  my  life.  What  a  figure  ! 
what  dignity  without  affectation!  what  brilliancy 
without  artifice  ! — and  it  is  said  that  I  resemble  her. 
My  lord  of  Essex,  what  think  you  ?  "  My  lord 
thought,  would  to  Heaven  you  did ;  I  would  give 
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tlie  best  steed  in  my  stable  that  you  had  even  an 
ugly  likeness  to  her.  But  he  said,  "  Your  majesty 
has  but  to  make  the  tour  of  the  gallery  in  her  green 
robe  and  primrose  petticoat,  and  if  our  magician 
himself  would  not  mistake  you  for  her,  count  me 
the  greatest of  your  three  kingdoms." 

During  all  this  flattery  with  which  the  favourite 
charmed  the  ears  of  the  good  Queen,  the  poet 
Sydney,  pencil  in  hand,  was  sketching  the  vision 
of  the  Fair  Kosamond. 

Her  Majesty  then  commanded  it  should  be  read, 
and  when  she  heard  it,  pronounced  it  very  clever  ; 
but  as  it  was  a  real  impromptu,  not  one  of  those 
born  long  before,  and  was  written  for  a  particular 
audience,  as  a  picture  is  painted  for  a  particular 
light — we  think  it  but  justice  to  the  celebrated 
author  not  to  draw  his  lines  from  the  venerable 
antiquity  in  which  they  rest,  even  if  we  had  the 
MS.  copy  ;  but  we  have  not — which  at  once  finishes 
the  business. 

After  the  reading,  they  deliberated  on  the  next 
that  should  succeed  Kosamond.  The  enchanter, 
still  of  opinion  that  they  need  not  leave  England 
when  beauty  was  the  object  in  question,  proposed 
the  famous  Countess  of  Salisbury,  who  gave  rise  to 
the  institution  of  the  Garter.  The  idea  was  ap 
proved  of  by  the  Queen,  and  particularly  agreeable 
to  the  courtiers,  as  they  wished  to  see  if  the  cause 
were  worthy  of  the  effect, — i.  e.,  the  leg  of  the  gar- 
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ter  ;  but  her  Majesty  declared  that  she  should  par 
ticularly  like  a  second  sight  of  her  lovely  resem 
blance,  the  Fair  Eosamond.  The  Doctor  vowed  that 
the  affair  was  next  to  impracticable  in  the  order  of 
conjuration, — the  recall  of  a  phantom  not  depend 
ing  on  the  powers  submitted  to  the  first  enchant 
ments.  But  the  more  he  declared  against  it,  the 
more  the  Queen  insisted,  until  he  was  obliged  at 
last  to  submit,  but  with  the  information  that,  if 
Rosamond  should  return,  it  would  not  be  by  the 
way  in  which  she  had  entered  or  retired  already, 
and  that  they  had  best  take  care  of  themselves,  as 
he  could  answer  for  no  one. 

The  Queen,  as  we  have  elsewhere  observed, 
knew  not  what  fear  was — and  the  two  courtiers 
were  now  a  little  reassured  on  the  subject  of  appa 
ritions.  The  Doctor  then  set  about  accomplishing 
the  Queen's  wishes.  Never  had  conjuration  cost 
him  so  much  trouble ;  and  after  a  thousand  grimaces 
and  contortions,  neither  pretty  nor  polite,  he  flung 
his  book  into  the  middle  of  the  gallery,  went  three 
times  round  it  on  his  hands  and  feet,  then  made  the 
tree  against  the  wall,  head  down  and  heels  up  ;  but 
nothing  appearing,  he  had  recourse  to  the  last  and 
most  powerful  of  his  spells.  What  that  was  must 
remain  for  ever  a  mystery,  for  certain  reasons  ;  but 
he  wound  it  up  by  three  times  summoning  with  a . 
sonorous  voice — "  Rosamond  1  Rosamond  !  Rosa 
mond  I "  At  the  last  of  these  magic  cries,  the 
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grand  window  burst  open  with  the  sudden  crash  of 
a  tempest,  and  through  it  descended  the  lovely 
Rosamond  into  the  middle  of  the  room. 

The  Doctor  was  in  a  cold  sweat,  and  while  he 
dried  himself,  the  Queen,  who  thought  her  fair 
visitant  a  thousand  times  the  fairer  for  the  addi 
tional  difficulty  in  procuring^  this  second  sight,  for 
once  let  her  prudence  sleep,  and,  in  a  transport  of 
enthusiasm,  stepping  out  of  her  circle  with  open 
arms,  cried  out,  "  My  dear  likeness  !  "  No  sooner 
was  the  word  out,  than  a  violent  clap  of  thunder 
shook  the  whole  palace ;  a  black  vapour  filled  the 
gallery,  and  a  train  of  little  fantastic  lightnings  ser 
pentined  to  the  right  and  left  in  the  dazzled  eyes 
of  the  company. 

When  the  obscurity  was  a  little  dissipated,  they 
saw  the  magician,  with  his  four  limbs  in  air,  foam 
ing  like  a  wild  boar,  his  cap  here,  his  wig  there — 
in  short,  by  no  means  an  object  of  either  the  sub 
lime  or  beautiful.  But  though  he  came  off  the 
worst,  yet  no  one  in  the  adventure  escaped  quite 
clear,  except  Eosamond.  The  lightning  burned 
away  rny  Lord  of  Essex's  right  brow ;  Sir  Sidney 
lost  the  left  mustachio ;  her  majesty's  head-dress 
smelt  villanously  of  the  sulphur,  and  her  hoop- 
petticoat  was  so  puckered  up  with  the  scorching, 
that  it  was  ordered  to  be  preserved  among  the  royal 
draperies,  as  a  warning,  to  all  maids  of  honour  to 
come,  against  curiosity. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

HAD  the  royal  army  of  Israel  been  accoutred 
after  the  colour  and  fashion  of  the  British  bat 
talions,  I  am  quite  satisfied  that  another  enigma 
would  have  been  added  by  King  Solomon  to  his 
special  list  of  incomprehensibilities.  The  extraor 
dinary  fascination  which  a  red  coat  exercises  over 
the  minds  and  optics  of  the  fair  sex,  appears  to  me 
a  greater  phenomenon  than  any  which  has  been 
noticed  by  Goethe  in  his  Theory  of  the  Develop 
ment  of  Colours.  The  same  fragment  of  ensan 
guined  cloth  will  irritate  a  bull,  charm  a  viper,  and 
bewitch  the  heart  of  a  woman.  No  civilian,  how 
ever  good-looking  or  clean-limbed — and  I  rather 
pique  myself  upon  my  pins — has  the  ghost  of  a 
chance  when  opposed  .  in  the  lists  of  love  to  an 
officer,  a  mail-guard,  a  whipper-in,  or  a  postman. 
You  may  be  as  clever  a  fellow  as  ever  coopered  up 
2  H 
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an  article  for  the  Magazine,  as  great  a  poet  as 
Byron,  in  beauty  an  Antinous,  in  wit  a  Selwyn,  in 
oratory  a  Canning — yon  may  dance  like  Vestris, 
draw  like  Grant,  ride  like  Alexander ;  and  yet,  with 
all  these  accomplishments,  it  is  a  hundred  chances 
to  one  that  your  black  coat,  although  fashioned  by 
the  shears  and  polished  by  the  goose  of  Stultz,  will 
be  extinguished  by  the  gaudy  scarlet  habiliments 
of  a  raw-boned  ensign,  emancipated  six  months 
ago,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  from  the  wilderness 
of  a  Highland  glen,  and  even  now  as  awkward  a 
cub  as  ever  presumed  to  plunge  into  the  perils  of  a 
polka. 

Let  no  man,  nor  woman  either,  consider  these 
observations  flummery  or  verbiage.  They  are  my 
calm  deliberate  opinions,  written,  it  is  true,  under 
circumstances  of  considerable  irritation,  but  never 
theless  deliberate.  I  have  no  love  to  the  army, 
for  I  have  been  sacrificed  for  a  dragoon.  My  affec 
tions  have  been  slighted,  my  person  vilified,  my 
professional  prospects  damaged,  and  my  constitu 
tion  fearfully  shaken  in  consequence  of  this  military 
mania.  I  have  made  an  idiot  of  myself  in  the  eyes 
of  my  friends  and  relatives.  I  have  absolutely 
gone  upon  the  turf.  I  have  lost  some  valuable 
inches  of  epidermis,  and  every  bone  of  my  body 
feels  at  the  present  moment  as  sore  as  though  T 
were  the  sole  survivor  of  a  terrific  railway  collision. 
A  more  injured  individual  than  myself  never  mount- 
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ed  upon  a  three-legged  stool,  and  from  that  high 
altitude  I  now  hurl  down  defiance  and  anathemas 
upon  the  regulars,  be  they  horse  or  foot,  sappers  or 
miners,  artillery,  pioneers,  or  marines  ! 

It  was  my  accursed  fate  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 
I  do  not  know  whether  it  was  the  eye  or  the  instep, 
the  form  or  the  voice,  of  Edith  Bogle,  which  first 
drew  my  attention,  and  finally  fascinated  my  re 
gards,  as  I  beheld  her  swimming  swan-like  down 
the  Assembly  KoOms  at  the  last  Waverley  Ball. 
A  more  beautiful  representative  of  Die  Vernon 
could  not  have  been  found  within  the  boundary  of 
the  three  kingdoms.  Her  rich  auburn  hair  flowed 
out  from  beneath  the  crimson  network  which  strove 
in  vain  to  confine  within  its  folds  that  bright  luxu 
riant  sea— on  her  brow  there  lay  one  pearl,  pure  as 
an  angel's  tear — and  oh  !  sweet  even  to  bewilder 
ment  was  the  smile  that  she  •  cast  around  her,  as, 
resting  upon  the  arm  of  the  moody  Master  of  Ka- 
venswood,  she  floated  away — a  thing  of  light — in 
the  mazy  current  of  the  waltz  !  I  shall  not  dwell 
now  upon  the  circumstances  of  the  subsequent  in 
troduction  ;  on  the  delicious  hour  of  converse  at 
the  supper-table ;  or  on  the  whispered,  and — as  I 
flattered  myself — conscious  adieux,  when,  with  pal 
pitating  heart,  I  veiled  her  fair  shoulders  with  the 
shawl,  arid  felt  the  soft  pressure  of  her  fingers  as  I 
tenderly  assisted  her  to  her  chair.  I  went  home 
that  night  a  love-sick  Writer  to  the  Signet.  One 
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fairy  form  was  the  sole  subject  of  my  dreams,  and 
next  morning  I  woke  to  the  conviction,  that  with 
out  Edith  Bogle  earth  would  be  a  wilderness,  and 
even  the  bowers  of  Paradise  damp,  chilly,  and  un 
comfortable. 

There  is  no  comfort  in  looking  back  upon  a  period 
when  hope  was  high  and  unchecked.  I  have  met 
with  men  who,  in  their  maudlin  moments — usually 
towards  the  close  of  the  evening — were  actuated 
by  an  impulse  similar  to  that  which  compelled  the 
Ancient  Mariner  to  renew  his  wondrous  tale  :  and  I 
have  heard  them  on  such  occasions  recount  the 
whole  circumstances  of  their  unfortunate  wooing, 
with  voices  choked  by  grief,  and  with  tears  of  tender 
imbecility.  I  have  observed,  however,  that,  on  the 
morrow  succeeding  such  disclosures,  these  gentle 
men  have  invariably  a  shy  and  sheepish  appearance, 
as  though  inwardly  conscious  that  they  had  ex 
tended  their  confidence  too  far,  and  rather  dubious 
as  to  the  sincerity  of  their  apparent  sympathisers. 
Warned  by  their  example,  I  hold  it  neither  profit 
able  nor  wise  to  push  my  own  confessions  too  far. 
If  Edith  gave  me  at  the  outset  more  encouragement 
than  she  ought  to  have  done — if  she  systematically 
led  me  to  believe  that  I  had  made  an  impression 
upon  her  heart — if  she  honoured  me  with  a  prefer 
ence  so  marked,  that  it  deceived  not  only  myself, 
but  others — let  the  blame  be  hers.  But  why  should 
I  go  minutely  into  the  courtship  of  half  a  year? 
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As  difficult,  indeed,  arid  as  futile,  would  it  be  to 
describe  the  alternations  of  an  April  day,  made  up  of 
sunshine  and  of  shower,  of  cloud  and  rainbow  and 
storm — sometimes  mild  and  hopeful,  then  omin 
ous  of  an  eve  of  tempest.  For  a  long  time,  I  had 
not  the  slightest  suspicion  that  I  had  a  rival.  I 
remarked,  indeed,  with  somewhat  of  dissatisfaction, 
that  Edith  appeared  to  listen  too  complacently  to 
the  commonplace  flatteries  of  the  officers  who  are 
the  habitual  haunters  of  private  ball  and  of  public 
assembly.  She  danced  too  often  with  Ensign 
Corkingham,  flirted  rather  openly  with  Major  Chaw- 
ser,  and  certainly  had  no  business  whatever  to  be 
present  at  a  military  fete  and  champagne  luncheon 
given  at  the  Castle  by  these  brave  defenders  of 
their  country.  I  was  not  invited  to  that  fete,  and 
the  circumstance,  as  I  well  remember,  was  the 
cause  of  a  week's  coolness  between  us.  But  it  was 
not  until  Lieutenant  Koper  of  the  dragoons  appeared 
in  the  field  that  I  felt  any  particular  cause  for 
uneasiness. 

To  give  the  devil  his  due,  Roper  was  a  handsome 
fellow.  He  stood  upwards  of  six  feet  in  his  boots, 
had  a  splendid  head  of  curling  black  hair,  and  a 
mustachio  and  whiskers  to  match.  His  nose  was 
beautifully  aquiline,  his  eyes  of  the  darkest  hazel, 
and  a  perpetual  smile,  which  the  puppy  had  cul 
tivated  from  infancy,  disclosed  a  box  of  brilliant 
dominoes.  I  knew  Koper  well,  for  I  had  twice 
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bailed  him  out  of  the  police-office,  and,  in  return,  ho 
invited  me  to  mess.  Our  obligations,  therefore,  to 
each  other  might  be  considered  as  nearly  equal — in 
fact,  the  balance,  if  any,  lay  upon  his  side,  as  upon 
one  occasion  he  had  won  from  me  rather  more  than 
fifty  pounds  at  ecarte.  He  was  not  a  bad  fellow 
either,  though  a  little  slap-dash  in  his  manner,  and 
somewhat  supercilious  in  his  cups  ;  on  which  occa 
sions — and  they  were  not  unfrequent — he  was  by 
far  too  general  in  his  denunciation  of  all  classes  of 
civilians.  He  was,  I  believe,  the  younger  son  of  a 
Staffordshire  baronet,  of  good  connections,  but  no 
money — in  fact,  his  patrimony  was  his  commission, 
and  he  was  notoriously  on  the  outlook  for  an  heiress. 
Now,  Edith  Bogle  was  rumoured  to  have  twenty 
thousand  pounds. 

Judge  then  of  my  disgust,  when,  on  my  return 
from  a  rent-gathering  expedition  to  Argyllshire,  I 
found  Lieutenant  Roper  absolutely  domiciled  with 
the  Bogles.  I  could  not  call  there  of  a  forenoon  on 
my  way  from  the  Parliament-House,  without  finding 
the  confounded  dragoon  seated  on  the  sofa  beside 
Edith,  gabbling  away  with  infinite  fluency  about 
the  last  ball,  or  the  next  review,  or  worsted- work, 
or  some  similar  abomination.  I  question  whether  he 
had  ever  read  a  single  book  since  he  was  at  school, 
and  yet  there  he  sat,  misquoting  Byron  to  Edith — 
who  was  rather  of  a  romantic  turn — at  no  allowance, 
and  making  wild  work  with  passages  out  of  Tom 
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• 

Moore's  Loves  of  the  Angels.  How  the  deuce  he 
got  hold  of  them,  I  am  unable  up  to  this  day  to 
fathom.  I  suspect  he  had  somehow  or  other  pos 
sessed  himself  of  a  copy  of  the  "  Beauties,"  and 
dedicated  an  hour  each  morning  to  committing  ex 
tracts  to  memory.  Certainly  he  never  opened  his 
mouth  without  enunciating  some  rubbish  about  bul- 
buls,  gazelles,  and  chibouques;  he  designated  Edith 
his  Phingari,  and  swore  roundly  by  the  Koran  and 
Kiebaubs.  It  was  to  me  perfectly  inconceivable 
how  any  woman  of  common  intellect  could  listen  to 
such  egregious  nonsense,  and  yet  I  could  not  dis 
guise  from  myself  the  consciousness  of  the  fact, 
that  Miss  Bogle  rather  liked  it  than  otherwise. 

Roper  had  another  prodigious  advantage  over 
me.  Edith  was  fond  of  riding,  an  exercise  to 
which,  from  my  earliest  years,  I  have  had  the 
utmost  abhorrence.  I  am  not,  I  believe,  constitu 
tionally  timid,  and  yet  I  do  not  know  almost  any 
ordeal  which  I  would  not  cheerfully  undergo,  to 
save  me  from  the  necessity  of  passing  along  a 
stable  behind  the  heels  of  half-a-dozen  stationaiy 
horses.  Who  knows  at  what  moment  the  concealed 
demon  may  be  awaked  within  them  ?  They  are 
always  either  neighing,  or  pulling  at  their  halters, 
or  stamping,  or  whisking  their  tails,  in  a  manner 
which  is  absolutely  frightful ;  and  it  is  impossible 
to  predict  the  exact  moment  they  may  select  for 
lashing  out,  and,  it  may  be,  scattering  your  brains 
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by  the  force  of  a  hoof  most  murderously  shod  with 
half  a  hundredweight  of  iron.  The  descent  of 
Hercules  to  Hades  seems  to  me  a  feat  of  mere 
insignificance  compared  with  the  cleaning  out  of 
the  Augean  stables,  if,  as  I  presume,  the  inmates 
were  not  previously  removed. 

Eoper,  on  the  contrary,  rode  like  a  Centaur,  or 
the  late  Ducrow.  He  had  several  brutes,  on  one 
or  other  of  which  you  might  see  him  every  after 
noon  prancing  along  Princes  Street,  and  he  pre 
sently  contrived  to  make  himself  the  constant  com 
panion  of  Edith  in  his  daily  rides.  What  took 
place  on  these  occasions,  of  course  I  do  not  know. 
It  was,  however,  quite  clear  to  me,  that  the  sooner 
this  sort  of  thing  was  put  an  end  to  the  better ;  nor 
should  I  have  cared  one  farthing  had  a  civil  war 
broke  out,  if  that  event  could  have  insured  to  me 
the  everlasting  absence  of  the  pert  and  pestilential 
dragoon. 

In  this  dilemma  I  resolved  to  make  a  confidante 
of  my  cousin  Mary  Muggerland.  Mary  and  I  were 
the  best  possible  friends,  having  flirted  together  for 
five  successive  seasons,  with  intermissions,  on  a 
sort  of  general  understanding  that  nothing  serious 
was  meant,  and  that  either  party  was  at  liberty  at 
any  time  to  cry  off  in  case  of  an  extraneous  attach 
ment.  She  listened  to  the  history  of  my  sorrows 
with  infinite  complacency. 

"  I  am  afraid,  George,"  she  said,  "that  you  have 
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no  chance  whatever  ;  I  know  Edith  well,  and  have 
heard  her  say,  twenty  times  over,  that  she  never 
will  marry  any  man  unless  he  belongs  to  the 
army." 

"  Then  I  have  been  exceedingly  ill-used  I  " 

"  0  fie,  George — I  wonder  at  you !  Do  you  think 
that  nobody  besides  yourself  has  a  right  to  change 
their  mind?  How  often,  I  should  like  to  know, 
have  you  varied  your  attachments  during  the  last 
three  years?" 

"  That  is  a  veiy  different  matter,  Mary." 

"  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  explain  the 
difference?" 

"  Pshaw  I  is  there  no  distinction  between  a  mere 
passing  flirtation  and  a  deep-rooted  passion  like 
mine?" 

"  I  understand — this  is  the  first  time  there  has 
been  a  rival  in  the  case.  Well — I  am  sorry  I  can 
not  help  you.  Rely  upon  it  that  Koper  is  the  man ; 
and,  to  be  plain  with  you,  I  am  not  at  all  surprised 
at  it." 

"  Mary  ! — what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Do  you  really  know  so  little  of  the  sex  as  to 
natter  yourself  that  a  lively  girl  like  Edith,  with 
more  imagination  than  wit,  would  prefer  you,  who 
— pardon  me,  dear  cousin — are  rather  a  common 
place  sort  of  personage,  to  a  gay  young  officer  of 
dragoons  ?  Why,  don't  you  see  that  he  talks  more 
to  her  in  one  hour  than  you  do  in  four- and- twenty? 
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Are  not  his  manners  more  fascinating — his  atten 
tions  more  pointed — his  looks" — 

"  Upon  my  word,  Miss  Mary ! "  I  exclaimed, 
"  this  is  going  rather  too  far.  Do  you  mean  to 
say  that  in  point  of  personal  appearance  " — 

"  I  do,  indeed,  George.  You  know  I  promised 
you  to  be  candid." 

"  Say  no  more.  I  see  that  you  women  are  all 
alike.  These  confounded  scarlet  coats  " — 

"  Are  remarkably  becoming ;  and  really  I  am  not 
sure  that  in  one  of  them — if  it  were  particularly 
well  made — you  might  not  look  almost  as  well  as 
Koper." 

"  I  have  half  a  mind  to  turn  postman." 

"  Not  a  bad  idea  for  a  man  of  letters.  But  why 
don't  you  hunt?  " 

"  I  dislike  riding." 

"  You  stupid  creature !  Edith  never  will  marry  you : 
so  you  may  just  as  well  abandon  the  idea  at  once." 

So  ended  my  conference  with  my  cousin.  I  had 
made  it  a  rule,  however,  never  to  believe  above  one 
half  of  what  Miss  Mary  Muggerland  said ;  and,  upon 
the  whole,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  was  a  most 
liberal  allowance  of  credulity.  A  young  lady  is  not 
always  the  safest  depositary  of  such  secrets,  or  the 
wisest  and  most  sound  adviser.  A  little  spice  of 
spite  is  usually  intermingled  with  her  counsels ; 
and  I  doubt  whether  in  one  case  out  of  ten  they 
sincerely  wish  success  to  their  simple  and  confiding 
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clients.  On  one  point,  however,  I  was  inclined  to 
think  her  right.  Edith  certainly  had  a  decided 
military  bias. 

I  begin  to  hold  the  doctrine  that  there  is  more  in 
judicial  astrology  than  most  people  are  inclined  to 
admit.  To  what  other  mysterious  fount  than  the 
stars  can  we  trace  that  extraordinary  principle  which 
regulates  men  in  the  choice  of  their  different  profes 
sions?  Take  half-a-dozen  lads  of  the  same  standing 
and  calibre  ;  give  them  the  same  education  ;  incul 
cate  them  with  the  same  doctrines  ;  teach  them  the 
identical  catechism  ;  and  yet  you  will  find  that  in 
this  matter  of  profession  there  is  not  the  slightest 
cohesion  among  them.  Had  I  been  born  under  the 
influence  of  Mars,  I  too  might  have  been  a  dragoon 
— as  it  was,  Saturn,  my  planetary  godfather,  had 
devoted  me  to  the  law,  and  here  I  stood  a  discom 
fited  concocter  of  processes,  and  a  botcher  of  deeds 
and  titles.  Pondering  these  things  deeply,  I  made 
my  way  to  the  Parliament- House,  then  in  the  full 
hum  attendant  upon  the  close  of  the  Session.  The 
usual  groups  of  the  briefless  were  gathered  around 
the  stoves.  As  I  happened  to  have  a  paper  in  my 
hand,  I  was  instantly  assailed  by  half-a-dozen  un 
employed  advocates. 

"  Hallo,  M'Whirter,  my  fine  fellow — d'ye  want  a 
counsel  ?  Set  you  down  cheap  at  a  condescendence," 
cried  Mr  Anthony  Whaup,  a  tall  barrister  of  con 
siderable  facetiousness. 
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"  I  say,  M'Whirter,  is  it  a  semiplena  f  Hand  it 
over  to  Eandolph ;  lie  has  lots  of  experience  in  that 
line." 

"Get  out,  you  heretical  humbug !  Never  mind 
these  fellows,  George.  Tip,  and  I'm  your  man," 
said  Kandolph. 

"  Can  anybody  tell  me  who  is  pleading  before  the 
Second  Division  just  now  ?  "  asked  a  youth,  looking 
rather  white  in  the  gills. 

"  Old  Windlass.  He's  good  for  three  quarters  of 
an  hour  at  least,  and  then  the  judges  have  to  give 
their  opinions." 

"  I'm  devilish  glad  to  hear  it.  I  think  I  shall 
bolt.  This  seems  a  fine  afternoon.  Who's  for 
Musselburgh  ?  " 

"I  can't  go  to-day,"  said  Whaup.  "I  was 
tempted  yesterday  with  a  shilling,  and  sold  my 
self." 

"  Who  is  the  unfortunate  purchaser  ?  " 

"  Tom  Hargate,  crimp-general  to  the  yeomanry." 

"  I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,  old  fellow !  We  have 
been  wanting  you  for  two  years  back  in  the  corps. 
'Gad  !  won't  we  have  fun  when  we  go  into  quarters. 
I  say,  M'Whirter  —  why  don't  you  become  a  yeo 
man?" 

I  started  at  the  suggestion,  which,  strange  to 
say,  had  never  crossed  my  mind  before.  There 
was  a  way  then  open  to  me — a  method  left  by 
which  I  might  satisfy,  without  compromising  my 
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professional  character,  the  scruples  of  Edith,  and 
become  a  member  of  the  military  service  without 
abandoning  the  pen.  The  man  that  hesitates  is 
lost. 

"  I  don't  know,"  I  replied.  "  I  think  I  should 
rather  like  it.  It  seems  a  pretty  uniform." 

"  Pretty ! "  said  Kandolph.  "  By  the  Lord  Harry, 
it's  the  splashest  affair  possible !  Ill  tell  you  what, 
M'Whirter,  I'll  back  you  in  the  yeoman's  jacket  and 
pantaloons  against  the  Apollo  Belvidere." 

"  It  is  regular  Queen's  service,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  is.     Only  we  have  no  flogging." 

"  That's  no  great  disadvantage.  Well,  upon  my 
word,  I  have  a  great  mind  " 

"  Then,  by  Jove,  there  goes  the  very  man !  Hallo 
— Hargate,  I  say — Tom  Hargate  !  " 

"What's  the  row?" 

"  Here's  a  new  recruit  for  you.  George  M'Whir- 
ter,  W.S.  Book  him  down,  and  credit  me  with  the 
bounty  money." 

"  The  Edinburgh  squadron,  of  course,"  said  Har 
gate,  presenting  me  with  a  shilling. 

"  Don't  be  in  a  hurry,"  said  one  of  my  friends. 
"  There  are  better  lancers  than  the  Templars.  The 
Dalmahoy  die,  but  they  never  surrender  !  " 

"  Barnton  d  la  rescousse!  "  cried  another. 

"  No  douking  in  the  Dalkeith !  "  observed  a  third. 

"  Nonsense,  boys !  you  are  confounding  him. 
M'Whirter  and  Anthony  Whaup  shall  charge  side 
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by  side,  and  woe  betide  the  insurgent  who  crosses 
their  path !  "  said  Randolph.  "  So  the  sooner  you 
look  after  your  equipments  the  better." 

In  this  identical  manner  was  I  enrolled  as  a  full 
private  in  the  Edinburgh  squadron  of  the  Mid- 
Lothian  Yeomanry  Cavalry. 


CHAPTER    II. 

I  CONFESS  that  a  thrill  of  considerable  exultation 
pervaded  my  frame,  as  I  beheld  one  morning  on  my 
dressing-table  a  parcel  which  conscience  whispered 
to  me  contained  the  masterpiece  of  Buckmaster. 
With  palpitating  hand  I  cut  the  cord,  undid  the 
brown  paper  foldings,  and  feasted  my  eyes  in  a 
trance  of  ecstasy  upon  the  pantaloons,  all  gorgeous 
with  the  red  stripe  ;  upon  the  jacket  glittering  with 
its  galaxy  of  buttons,  and  the  polished  glory  of  the 
shoulder -scales.  Not  hurriedly,  but  with  a  pro 
tracted  sense  of  keen  enjoyment,  I  cased  myself  in 
the  military  shell,  slung  on  the  pouch-belt,  buckled 
the  sabre,  and  finally  adjusted  the  magnificent  hel 
met  on  my  brows.  I  looked  into  the  mirror,  and 
scarcely  could  recognise  the  counterpart  of  Mars 
which  confronted  me. 

"  'Ods  scimitars  !  "  cried  I,  unsheathing  my  Bil- 
boa,  and  dealing,  with  a  reckless  disregard  to 
expense,  a  terrific  cut  at  the  bed-post — "  Let  me 
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catch  any  fellow  saying  that  the  yeomanry  is  not 
a  constitutional  force  !  " 

And  so  I  strode  into  the  breakfast-room,  where 
my  old  housekeeper  was  adjusting  the  materials 
for  the  matutinal  meal. 

"  Lord  save  us  a' !  "  cried  Nelly,  dropping  in  her 
astonishment  a  platter  of  finnans  upon  the  floor — 
"  Lord  save  us  a',  and  keep  us  frae  the  sin  o'  bluid- 
shed  I  Dear-a-me,  Maister  George,  can  that  really 
be  you  !  Hae  ye  turned  offisher,  and  are  ye  gaun 
oot  to  fecht !  " 

"  To  be  sure,  Nelly.  I  have  joined  the  yeomanry, 
and  we  shall  turn  out  next  week.  How  do  you  like 
the  uniform  ?  " 

"  Dinna  speak  to  me  o'  unicorns !  I'm  auld  enough 
to  mind  the  days  o'  that  bluidy  murderin'  villain 
Bonyparty,  wha  was  loot  loose  upon  huz,  as  a 
scourge  and  a  tribulation  for  the  backslidings  o'  a 
simV  land  :  and,  wae's  me  !  mony  a  mither  that 
pailed  frae  her  son,  maybe  as  bonny,  or  a  hantle 
bonnier  than  yoursel',  had  sair  een,  and  a  broken 
heart,  when  she  heard  that  her  laddie  was  streekit 
cauld  and  stiff  on  the  weary  field  o'  Waterloo  !  Na 
— for  gudeness  sake,  dinna  draw  yer  swurd  or  I'll 
swarffl  0,  pit  it  aff —  pit  it  aff,  Maister  George— 
There's  a  dear  bairn,  bide  at  hame,  and  dinna 
gang  ye  a  sodgerin' !  Think  o'  the  mither  that 
lo'es  ye,  forbye  yer  twa  aunties.  Wad  ye  bring 
doun  their  hairs  —  I  canna  ca'  them  a'  grey,  for 
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Miss  Kirsty's  is  as  red  as  a  lobster  —  in  sorrow  to 
the  grave  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  old  fool,  what  are  you  thinking  of? 
We  are  not  going  out  to  fight — merely  for  exer 
cise." 

"  Waur  and  waur  !  Can  ye  no  tak'  yer  yexer- 
ceese  at  hame,  or  doun  at  the  Links  wi'  golf,  or 
gang  awa'  to  the  fishin'  ?  Wadna  that  be  better 
than  stravagin'  through  the  streets,  wi'  a  lang 
swurd  harlin'  ahint  ye,  and  consortin'  wi'  deboshed 
dragoons,  and  drinkin'  the  haill  nicht,  and  rinnin' 
wud  after  the  lasses  ?  And  if  ye're  no  gaun  out  to 
fecht,  what's  the  use  o'  ye  ?  Are  ye  gaun  to  turn 
anither  Claverse,  and  burn  and  hang  puir  folk  like 
the  wicked  and  bluid- thirsty  troopers  lang  syne  ? 
Yexerceese  indeed !  I  wonder,  Maister  George, 
ye're  no  just  ashamed  o'  yoursel'  !  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  old  fool,  and  bring  the 
tea-pot." 

"  Fule  !  'Deed  I'm  maybe  just  an  auld  fule  to 
gang  on  clattering  that  gate,  for  I  never  kent  ye 
tak'  gude  advice  sin'  ye  were  a  wean.  Aweel ! 
He  that  will  to  Cupar  maun  to  Cupar.  Ye'se  hae 
it  a'  yer  ain  way ;  but  maybe  we'll  see  some  day 
sune,  when  ye're  carried  hame  on  a  shutter  wi'  a 
broken  leg,  or  a  stab  in  the  wame,  or  a  bullet  in  the 
harns,  whilk  o'  us  twa  is  the  greater  fule  !  " 

"  Confound  that  woman  !"  thought  I,  as  I  pen 
sively  buttered  my  roll.  "What  with  her  Came- 
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ronian  nonsense  and  her  prophecies,  she  is  enough 
to  disband  a  regiment." 

And,  to  say  the  truth,  her  last  hint  about  a  broken 
leg  was  not  altogether  foreign  to  iny  own  appre 
hensions.  I  had  recollected  of  late,  with  no  slight 
uneasiness,  that  for  this  sort  of  service  a  horse  was 
quite  as  indispensable  as  a  man  ;  and,  as  already 
hinted,  I  had  more  than  doubts  as  to  my  own 
equestrian  capabilities.  However,  I  comforted  my 
self  with  the  reflection,  that  out  of  the  fifty  or  sixty 
yeomen  \vhom  I  knew,  not  one  had  ever  sustained 
any  serious  injury ;  and  I  resolved,  as  a  further 
precaution  against  accident,  to  purvey  me  the 
very  quietest  horse  that  could  be  found  anywhere. 
Steadiness,  I  have  always  understood,  is  the  cha 
racteristic  feature  of  the  British  cavalry. 

My  correspondence  that  morning  was  not  of  the 
legal  kind.  In  the  first  place,  I  received  a  circular 
from  the  commanding-officer,  extremely  laudatory 
of  the  recruits,  whose  zeal  for  the  service  did  them 
so  much  credit.  We  were  called  upon,  in  an  ani 
mated  address,  to  maintain  the  high  character  of 
the  regiment — to  prove  ourselves  worthy  successors 
of  those  who  had  ridden  and  fought  before  us — to 
turn  out  regularly  and  punctually  to  the  field,  and 
to  keep  our  accoutrements  in  order.  Next  came  a 
more  laconic  and  pithy  epistle  from  the  adjutant, 
announcing  the  hours  of  drill,  and  the  different 
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arrangements  for  the  week ;  and  finally,  a  com 
munication  from  the  convener  of  the  mess  com 
mittee. 

To  all  these  I  cordially  assented,  and  having 
nothing  better  to  do,  bethought  me  of  a  visit  to  the 
Bogles.  I  pictured  to  myself  the  surprise  of  Edith 
on  beholding  me  in  my  novel  character. 

"She  shall  see,"  thought  I,  "that  years  of 
dissipation  in  a  barrack  or  guard-room  are  not 
necessary  to  qualify  a  high-minded  legal  practi 
tioner  for  assuming  his  place  in  the  ranks  of  the 
defenders  of  his  country.  She  shall  own  that 
native  valour  is  an  impulse,  not  a  science.  She 
shall  confess  that  the  volunteer  who  becomes  a 
soldier,  simply  because  the  commonwealth  requires 
it,  is  actuated  by  a  higher  motive  than  the  regular, 
with  his  prospects  of  pay  and  of  promotion.  What 
was  Karl  Theodore  Korner,  author  of  the  Lyre  and 
Sword,  but  a  simple  Saxon  yeoman?  and  yet  is 
there  any  name,  Blucher's  not  excepted,  which 
stirs  the  military  heart  of  Germany  more  thrillingly 
than  his  ?  And,  upon  my  honour,  even  as  a  matter 
of  taste,  I  infinitely  prefer  this  blue  uniform  to  the 
more  dashing  scarlet.  It  is  true  they  might  have 
given  us  tails  to  the  jacket,"  continued  I  solilo 
quising,  as  a  young  vagabond  who  passed,  hazarded 
a  contumelious  remark  regarding  the  symmetry  of 
my  nether  person.  "  But,  on  the  whole,  it  is  a 
manly  and  a  simple  garb,  arid  Edith  cannot  be 
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such  a  fool  as  not  to  appreciate  the  motives  which 
have  led  me  to  assume  it." 

So  saying,  I  rung  the  Bogles'  bell.  Edith  was 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  there  also,  to  my  no  small 
mortification,  was  Lieutenant  Koper.  They  were 
sitting  together  on  the  sofa,  and  I  rather  thought 
Miss  Bogle  started  as  I  came  in. 

"  Goodness  gracious  !  Mr  M'Whirter,"  cried  she 
with  a  giggle — Edith  never  looked  well  when  she 
giggled — "  What  have  you  been  doing  with  your 
self?" 

"  I  am  not  aware,  Miss  Bogle,  that  there  is  any 
thing  very  extraordinary" 

"  0  dear,  no  !  I  beg  your  pardon  for  laughing, 
but  really  you  look  so  funny  !  I  have  been  so  used, 
you  know,  to  see  you  in  a  black  coat,  that  the  con 
trast  is  rather  odd.  Pray  forgive  my  ignorance, 
Mr  M'Whirter,  but  what  is  that  dress  ?  " 

"The  uniform  of  the  Mid -Lothian  Yeomanry 
Cavalry,  madam.  We  are  going  into  quarters  next 
week." 

"  How  very  nice  !  Do  you  know  it  is  one  of  the 
prettiest  jackets  I  ever  saw  ?  Don't  you  think  so, 
Mr  Eoper  ?  " 

"  Veway  much  so,"  replied  Eoper,  reconnoitring 
me  calmly  through  his  eyeglass.  "  A  veway  hand 
some  turn-out  indeed.  Ton  my  honour,  I  had 
no  idea  they  got  up  things  so  cleverly  in  the 
fcncibles  " 
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"  Yeomanry,  if  you  please,  Lieutenant  Roper  !  " 

"Ah,  yes!  Yeomanry — so  it  is.  I  say,  M'Whirter, 
'pon  my  soul,  do  you  know,  you  look  quite  killing  I 
Do,  like  a  good  fellow,  just  march  to  the  corner  of  the 
room,  and  let  us  have  a  look  at  you  on  the  other  side." 

"  Oh  do,  Mr  M'Whirter  !  "  supplicated,  or  rather 
supplemented  Edith. 

I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  shot  him. 

"  You'll  excuse  me,  Eoper,  for  not  going  through 
drill  just  now.  If  you  like  to  come  to  the  review, 
you  shall  see  how  our  regiment  can  behave.  At 
any  rate,  we  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  at  mess. 

"  Oh  suttingly,  suttingly !  Veway  good  things 
those  yeomanry  messes.  Always  a  deal  of  claret, 
I  believe." 

"  And  pray,  Mr  M'Whirter,  what  rank  do  you 
hold  in  that  distinguished  corps  ?  "  asked  Edith. 

"  A  full  private,  Miss  Bogle." 

"  Goodness  gracious ! — then  you're  not  even  an 
officer !  " 

"  A  private  of  the  yeomanry,  Miss  Bogle,  is,  let 
me  inform  you,  totally  independent  of  rank.  We 
enrol  ourselves  for  patriotism,  not  for  pay.  We  are 
as  honourable  a  body  as  the  Archers  of  the  Scots 
Guard,  the  Cavaliers  of  Dundee,  or  the  Mousque- 
taires  " 

"  How  romantic  and  nice  !  I  declare,  you  are 
quite  a  D'Artagnan  !  "  said  Edith,  who  had  just 
read  the  Trois  Mousquetaires. 
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"  Don't  they  pay  you  ?  "  said  Roper.  "  Ton  my 
honour  that's  too  bad.  If  I  were  you  I'd  memo 
rialise  the  Horse  Guards.  By  the  way,  M'Whirter, 
what  sort  of  a  charger  have  you  got  ?  " 

"  Why,  to  say  the  truth,"  replied  I,  hesitatingly, 
"  I  am  not  furnished  with  a  horse  as  yet.  I  am 
just  going  to  look  out  for  one  at  some  of  the  livery 
stables." 

u  My  dear  friend,"  said  Eoper,  with  augmented 
interest,  "  I  strongly  recommend  you  to  do  nothing 
of  the  kind.  These  fellows  will,  to  a  dead  certainty, 
sell  you  some  sort  of  a  brute  that  is  either  touched 
in  the  wind  or  dead  lame  ;  and  I  can  tell  you  it  is 
no  joke  to  be  spilt  in  a  charge  of  cavalry." 

"  I  felt  a  sort  of  sickening  sensation  as  I  recalled 
the  lines  of  Schiller — 

"  Young  Piccolomini,  known  by  his  plume 
And  his  long  hair,  gave  signal  for  the  trenches  ; 
Himself  leapt  first,  the  regiment  all  plunged  after. 
His  charger,  by  a  halbert  gored,  reared  up, 
Flung  him  with  violence  off,  and  over  him 
The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curbed  " • 

The  fate  of  Max  might  be  mine,  and  Edith  might 
be  left,  a  mournful  Thekla,  to  perform  a  moonlight 
pilgrimage  to  my  grave  in  the  solitary  churchyard 
of  Portobello  ! 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  Roper  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Think  so  !  I  know  it,"  replied  the  dragoon. 
"  Never  while  you  live  trust  yourself  to  the  tender 
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mercies  of  a  livery  stable.  It's  a  wegular  maxim  in 
the  army.  Pray,  are  you  a  good  rider  ?  " 

"  Pretty — fairish — tolerable.    That  is,  I  can  ride." 

"  Ah !    I  see — want  of  practice  merely — eh  ? " 

11  Just  so." 

"  Well,  then,  it's  a  lucky  thing  that  I've  seen 
you.  I  have  just  the  sort  of  animal  you  want — a 
wegular-bred  horse,  sound  as  a  roach,  quiet  as  a  lamb, 
and  quite  up  to  the  cavalry  movements.  Masaniello 
will  suit  your  weight  to  an  ounce,  and  you  shall  have 
him  for  seventy  guineas." 

"  That's  a  very  long  price,  Eoper !  " 

"  For  Masaniello?  I  assure  you  he's  as  cheap  as 
dirt.  I  would  not  sell  him  for  twice  the  sum  :  only, 
you  see,  we  are  limited  in  our  number,  and  my  father 
insists  upon  my  keeping  other  two  which  he  bred 
himself.  If  you  like  to  enter  Masaniello  for  the 
races,  I'll  insure  your  winning  the  cup." 

"  Oh  do,  Mr  M'Whirter,  take  Mr  Koper's  advice! " 
said  Edith.  "  Masaniello  is  such  a  pretty  creature, 
and  so  quiet !  And  then,  after  the  week  is  over, 
you  know  you  can  come  and  ride  with  us." 

"  Won't  you  take  sixty,  Eoper?" 

"  Not  a  penny  less  than  seventy,"  replied  the 
dragoon. 

"  Well,  then,  I  shall  take  him  at  that.     Pounds? " 

"  Guineas.  Call  down  to-morrow  forenoon  at 
Piershill,  and  you  shall  have  delivery.  Now,  Miss 
Bogle,  what  do  you  say  to  a  canter  on  the  sands?" 
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I  took  my  leave  rather  satisfied  than  otherwise 
with  the  transaction.  Edith  evidently  took  a  warm 
interest  in  my  welfare,  and  her  suggestion  as  to 
future  expeditions  was  quite  enchanting.  Seventy 
guineas,  to  be  sure,  was  a  deal  of  money,  but  then 
it  was  something  to  be  assured  of  safety  for  life  and 
limb.  On  the  street  I  encountered  Anthony  Whaup. 

"  Well,  old  fellow,"  quoth  Anthony,  "  how  are 
you  getting  on?  Pounding  away  at  drill,  eh?" 

"  Not  yet." 

"  Faith,  you  had  better  look  sharp  about  it,  then. 
I've  been  down  twice  at  Canonmills  of  a  morning, 
and  I  can  tell  you  the  facings  are  no  joke.  Have 
you  got  a  horse  yet?" 

"  Yes;  a  regular  dragoon  charger — and  you?" 

u  A  beast  from  Wordsworth.  He's  been  out  regu 
larly  with  the  squadron  for  the  last  ten  years ;  so  it 
is  to  be  presumed  he  knows  the  manoeuvres.  If  not, 
I'm  a  spilt  yeoman  I " 

"  I  say,  Anthony — can  you  ride?" 

"  No  more  than  yourself,  but  I  suppose  we  shall 
contrive  to  stick  on  somehow." 

"  Would  it  not  be  as  well  to  have  a  trial?"  said 
I,  with  considerable  intrepidity.  "  Suppose  we  go 
together  to  the  riding-school,  and  have  an  hour  or 
two's  practice." 

"  I  have  no  earthly  manner  of  objection,"  said 
Anthony.  "  I  presume  there's  lots  of  sawdust  there, 
and  the  exhibition  will,  at  any  rate,  be  a  private 
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one.  Allans  I "  and  we  departed  for  the  amphi 
theatre. 

We  inquired  for  a  couple  of  peaceable  hacks, 
which  were  forthwith  furnished  us.  I  climbed  up 
with  some  difficulty  into  the  saddle,  and  having  sub 
mitted  to  certain  partial  dislocations  of  the  knee  and 
ankle,  at  the  hands  of  the  master  of  the  ring  (rather 
a  ferocious  Widdicomb,  by  the  way),  and  having 
also  been  instructed  in  the  art  of  holding  the  reins, 
I  was  pronounced  fit  to  start.  Anthony,  whose  legs 
were  of  a  parenthetical  build,  seemed  to  adapt  him 
self  more  easily  to  his  seat. 

"  Now  then,  trot!"  cried  the  sergeant,  and  away 
we  went  with  a  wild  expenditure  of  elbow. 

"  Toes  in,  toes  in,  gentlemen ! "  bellowed  our 
instructor;  blowed  but  you'd  drive  them  wild  if  you 
had  spurs  on !  You  ain't  been  at  the  dancing-school 
lately,  have  you?  Steady — steady — very  good. 
Down  your  elbows,  gentlemen,  if  you  please  !  them 
bridles  isn't  pumps.  Heads  up !  now  gallop !  Bravo ! 
very  good.  Screw  in  the  knees  a  little.  Hold  on — 
hold  on,  sir,  or  damme  you'll  be  off!  " 

And  sure  enough  I  was  within  an  ace  of  canting 
over,  having  lost  a  stirrup,  when  the  sergeant  caught 
hold  of  me  by  the  arm. 

"  111  tell  you  what,  gents,"  he  said,  "  you'll  never 
learn  to  ride  in  this  Varsal  world,  unless  you  tries  it 
without  the  irons.  Nothing  like  that  for  giving  a 
man  a  sure  seat.  So,  Bill,  take  off  the  stirrups,  will 
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you !  Don't  be  afeard,  gentlemen.  I'll  make  riders 
of  you  yet,  or  my  name  isn't  Kickshaw." 

Notwithstanding  the  comforting  assurances  of 
Kickshaw,  I  felt  considerably  nervous.  If  I  could 
not  maintain  my  seat  with  the  assistance  of  the 
stirrups,  what  the  mischief  was  I  to  do  without 
them?  I  looked  rebelliously  at  Anthony's  stirrup, 
but  that  intrepid  individual  seemed  to  have  nerved 
himself  to  meet  any  possible  danger.  His  enormous 
legs  seemed  calculated  by  nature  to  embrace  the 
body  of  his  charger,  and  he  sat  erect  like  an  over 
grown  Bacchus  bestriding  a  kilderkin  of  beer 

"  Trot,  gentlemen!"  and  away  we  went.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  agony  of  that  hour!  The  animal  I 
rode  was  peculiarly  decided  in  his  paces ;  so  much 
BO  that  at  each  step  my  os  coccygis  came  down  with 
a  violent  thump  upon  the  saddle,  and  my  teeth 
rattled  in  my  head  like  dice  in  a  backgammon- 
box.  How  I  managed  to  maintain  my  posture  I 
cannot  clearly  understand.  Possibly  the  instinct 
of  self-preservation  proved  the  best  auxiliary  to 
the  precepts  of  Sergeant  Kickshaw;  for  I  held 
as  tight  a  hold  of  the  saddle  as  though  I  had 
been  crossing  the  bridge  of  Al  Sirat,  with  the 
flames  of  the  infernal  regions  rolling  and  undulating 
beneath. 

"  Very  good,  gentlemen — capital!  —  you're  im 
proving  vastly!"  cried  the  complimentary  sergeant. 
"  Nothing  like  the  bare  saddle  after  all — damme  but 
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I'll  make  you  take  a  four-barred  gate  in  a  week ! 
Now  sit  steady.  Gallop!" 

Croton  oil  was  a  joke  to  it!  I  thought  my  whole 
vitals  were  flying  to  pieces  as  we  bounded  round  the 
oval  building,  the  speed  gradually  increasing,  until 
my  diseased  imagination  suggested  that  we  were 
going  at  the  pace  of  Lucifer.  My  head  began  to 
grow  dizzy,  and  I  clutched  convulsively  at  the 
pommel. 

"  An-tho-ny!"  I  gasped  in  monosyllables. 

"  Well?" 

"  How — do — you — feel?" 

"  Monstrous — shakey,"  replied  Anthony  in  dis 
syllables. 

"  I'm  off!  "  cried  I;  and,  losing  my  balance  at  the 
turn,  I  dropped  like  a  sack  of  turnips. 

However,  I  was  none  the  worse  for  it.  Had  it  not 
been  for  Anthony,  and  the  dread  of  his  report,  I 
certainly  think  I  should  have  bolted,  and  renounced 
the  yeomanry  for  ever.  But  a  courageous  example 
does  wonders.  I  persevered,  and  in  a  few  days  really 
made  wonderful  progress.  I  felt,  however,  consi 
derably  sore  and  stiff — straddled  as  I  walked  along 
the  street,  and  was  compelled  to  have  recourse  to 
diachylon.  What  with  riding  and  the  foot-drill  I 
had  hard  work  of  it,  and  earnestly  longed  for  the 
time  when  the  regiment  should  go  into  quarters. 
I  almost  forgot  to  mention  that  Masaniello  turned 
out  to  be  an  immense  black  brute,  rather  aged, 


HOW   I   BECAME   A   YEOMAN.  27 

but  apparently  sound,  and,  so  far  as  I  could  judge, 
quiet.  There  was,  however,  an  occasional  gleam 
about  his  eye  which  I  did  not  exactly  like. 

"  He'll  carry  you,  sir,  famously — no  doubt  of  it," 
said  Kickshaw,  who  inspected  him;  "  and,  mind  my 
words,  he'll  go  it  at  the  charge!" 


CHAPTER    III. 

IT  was  a  brilliant  July  morning  when  I  first  donned 
my  regimentals  for  actual  service.  Dugald  M'Ta- 
vish.  a  caddy  from  the  corner  of  the  street,  had  been 
parading  Masaniello,  fully  caparisoned  for  action, 
before  the  door  at  least  half  an  hour  before  I  was 
ready,  to  the  no  small  delectation  of  two  servant 
hizzies  who  were  sweeping  out  the  stairs,  and  a 
diminutive  baker's  boy. 

"  Tak'  a  cup  o'  coffee  afore  ye  get  up  on  that 
muckle  funking  beast,  Maister  George,"  said  Nelly; 
"  and  mind  ye,  that  if  ye  are  brocht  hame  this  day 
wi'  yer  feet  foremost,  it's  no  me  that  has  the  wyte 
o't." 

"  Confound  you,  Nelly!  what  do  you  keep  croak 
ing  for  in  that  way?" 

"  It's  a'  ane  to  me;  but,  0  man,  ye're  unco  like 
Rehoboam !  Atweel  ye  needna  flounce  at  that  gate. 
Gang  yer  wa's  sodgerin',  and  see  what'll  come  o't. 
It's  ae  special  mercy  that  there's  a  hantle  o'  lint  in 
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the  hoose,  and  the  auld  imbrocation  for  broken 
banes;  and,  in  case  o'  the  warst,  I'll  ha'e  the  lass 
ready  to  rin  for  Doctor  Scouther." 

This  was  rather  too  much ;  so,  with  the  reverse  of 
a  benediction  on  my  gouvernante,  I  rushed  from  the 
house,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  Dugald,  succeeded 
in  mounting  Masaniello,  a  task  of  no  small  difficulty, 
as  that  warlike  quadruped  persisted  in  effecting  a 
series  of  peripherical  evolutions. 

"  And  whan  wull  ye  be  back,  and  what  wull  ye 
ha'e  for  denner  ?"  were  the  last  words  shouted  after 
me  as  I  trotted  off  to  the  rendezvous. 

It  was  still  early,  and  there  were  not  many  people 
abroad.  A  few  faces,  decorated  with  the  picturesque 
mutch,  occasionally  appeared  at  the  windows,  and 
one  or  two  young  rascals,  doubtless  descendants 
of  the  disaffected  who  fell  at  Bonnymuir,  shouted 
"  Dook ! "  as  I  rode  along.  Presently  I  fell  in  with 
several  of  my  comrades,  amongst  whom  I  recog 
nised  with  pleasure  Eandolph  and  Anthony  Whaup. 

"By  Jove,  M'Whirter!"  said  the  former,  "that's 
a  capital  mount  of  yours.  I  don't  think  there  is  a 
finer  horse  in  the  troop ;  and  I  say,  old  chap,  you 
sit  him  as  jauntily  as  a  janissary! " 

"  He  has  had  hard  work  to  do  it  though,  as  I  can 
testify,"  remarked  Anthony,  whose  gelding  seemed 
to  be  an  animal  of  enviable  placidity.  "  I  wish  you 
had  seen  us  both  at  Kickshaw's  a  week  ago." 

"I  dare  say,  but  there's  nothing  like  practice. 
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Hold  hard,  M'Whirter!  If  you  keep  staring  up  that 
way,  you  may  have  a  shorter  ride  of  it  than  you 
expect.  Easy — man — easy!  That  brute  has  the 
mettle  of  Beelzebub." 

The  remark  was  not  uncalled  for.  We  were 
passing  at  that  moment  before  the  Bogles'  house, 
and  I  could  riot  resist  the  temptation  of  turning 
round  to  gaze  at  the  window  of  Edith,  in  the  faint 
hope  that  she  might  be  a  spectator  of  our  expedition. 
In  doing  so,  my  left  spur  touched  Masaniello  in  the 
flank,  a  remembrancer  which  he  acknowledged  with 
so  violent  a  caper,  that  I  was  very  nearly  pitched 
from  the  saddle. 

"Near  shave  that,  sir!"  said  Hargate,  who  now 
rode  up  to  join  us  ;  "  we'll  require  to  put  you  into 
the  rear  rank  this  time,  where,  by  the  way,  you'll 
be  remarkably  comfortable." 

"I  hope,"  said  Anthony,  "  I  may  be  entitled  to 
the  same  privilege." 

"  Of  course.  Pounset,  I  think,  will  be  your  front- 
rank  man.  He's  quite  up  to  the  whole  manoeuvre, 
only  you  must  take  care  of  his  mare.  But  here  we 
are  at  Abbey-hill  gate,  and  just  in  time." 

I  was  introduced  in  due  form  to  the  officers  of 
the  squadron,  with  none  of  whom  I  was  previously 
acquainted,  and  was  directed  to  take  my  place 
as  Kandolph's  rear-rank  man,  so  that  in  file  we 
marched  together.  Before  us  were  two  veteran 
yeomen,  and  behind  were  Anthony  and  Pounset. 
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Nothing  particular  occurred  during  our  march  to 
Portobello  sands.  Masaniello  behaved  in  a  manner 
which  did  him  infinite  credit,  and  contributed  not 
a  little  to  rny  comfort.  He  neither  reared  nor 
plunged,  but  contented  him  at  times  with  a  reso 
lute  shake  of  the  head,  as  if  he  disapproved  of 
something,  and  an  occasional  sniff  at  Randolph's 
filly,  whenever  she  brought  her  head  too  near. 

On  arriving  at  the  sands  we  formed  into  column, 
so  that  Anthony  and  I  were  once  more  side  by  side. 
The  other  squadrons  of  the  regiment  were  already 
drawn  up,  and  at  any  other  time  I  should  no  doubt 
have  considered  the  scene  as  sufficiently  imposing. 
I  had  other  things,  however,  to  think  of  besides 
military  grandeur. 

"I  say,  Anthony,"  said  I,  somewhat  nervously, 
"do  you  know  anything  about  these  twistified 
manoeuvres?" 

"  Indeed  I  do  not !"  replied  Whaup,  "  I've  been 
puzzling  my  brains  for  the  last  three  days  over  the 
Yeomanry  Eegulations,  but  I  can  make  nothing  out 
of  their  'Reverse  flanks'  and  'Reforming  by  sec 
tions  of  threes?'  " 

"And  I'm  as  ignorant  as  a  baby!  What  on 
earth  are  we  to  do  ?  That  big  fellow  of  a  sergeant 
won't  let  us  stand  quietly,  I  suppose." 

"  I  stick  to  Pounset,"  said  Whaup.  "  Whatever 
he  does  I  do,  and  I  advise  you  to  do  the  same  by 
Randolph." 


HOW   I  BECAME  A  YEOMAN.  31 

"  But  what  if  they  should  ride  away  ?  Isn't 
there  some  disgusting  nonsense  about  forming  from 
threes?" 

"  I  suppose  the  horses  know  something  about  it, 
else  what's  the  use  of  them?  That  brute  of  yours 
must  have  gone  through  the  evolutions  a  thousand 
times,  and  ought  to  know  the  word  of  command  by 
heart — Hallo! — I  say,  Pounset,  just  take  care  of 
that  mare  of  yours,  will  ye!  She's  kicking  like  the 
very  devil,  and  my  beast  is  beginning  to  plunge!" 

"  I  wouldn't  be  Pounset's  rear-rank  for  twenty 
pounds,"  said  a  stalwart  trooper  to  the  left.  "  She 
has  the  ugliest  trick  of  using  her  heels  of  any  mare 
in  Christendom." 

"  Much  obliged  to  you,  sir,  for  the  information," 
said  Whaup,  controlling,  with  some  difficulty,  the 
incessant  curveting  of  his  steed.  "  I  say,  Pounset, 
if  she  tries  that  trick  again  I'll  hamstring  her  with 
out  the  slightest  ceremony." 

"  Pooh — nonsense!"  replied  Pounset.  "Woa, 
Miss  Frolic — woa,  lass ! — she's  the  gentlest  creature 
in  the  creation — a  child  might  ride  her  with  a  feather. 
Mere  playfulness,  my  dear  fellow,  I  assure  you!" 

"  Hang  her  playfulness!"  cried  Anthony ;  "  I've 
no  idea  of  having  my  brains  made  a  batter  pudding 
for  the  amusement  of  a  jade  like  that." 

"Are  you  sure,  Whaup,  that  you  did  not  tickle 
her  tail?"  asked  Pounset,  with  provoking  coolness. 
"  She's  a  rare  'un  to  scatter  a  crowd." 
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"  Hang  me  if  I'd  come  within  three  yards  of  her 
if  I  possibly  could  help  it,"  quoth  Anthony.  "If 
any  gentleman  in  the  neighbourhood  has  a  fancy  to 
exchange  places,  I'm  his  man." 

"Threes  right!"  cried  the  commanding-officer, 
and  we  executed  a  movement  of  which  I  am  wholly 
unconscious  ;  for,  to  the  credit  of  Masaniello  be  it 
said,  he  took  the  direction  in  his  own  mouth,  and 
performed  it  so  as  to  save  his  rider  from  reproach. 

Then  came  the  sword  exercise,  consisting  of  a 
series  of  slashes,  which  went  off  tolerably  well — 
then  the  skirmishing,  when  one  of  our  flank  men 
was  capsized — and  at  last,  to  my  great  joy,  we 
were  permitted  to  sit  at  ease ;  that  is,  as  easily 
as  our  previous  exertions  would  allow.  I  then 
learned  to  appreciate  the  considerate  attention  of  the 
authorities  in  abrogating  the  use  of  pistols.  In 
each  man's  holsters  were  a  soda-water  bottle,  filled 
for  the  nonce  with  something  more  pungent  than 
the  original  Schweppe,  and  a  cigar-case.  These 
were  now  called  into  requisition,  and  a  dense  wreath 
of  smoke  arose  along  the  lines  of  the  squadron. 
The  officer  then  in  command  embraced  the  oppor 
tunity  of  addressing  us  in  a  pithy  oration. 

"Gentlemen!"  said  he,  "I  would  not  be  per 
forming  my  duty  to  my  Queen  and  my  country, 
(cheers),  if  I  did  not  express  to  you  my  extreme 
surprise  and  satisfaction  at  the  manner  in  which 
the  new  recruits  have  gone  through  the  preliminary 
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drill.  Upon  my  honour  I  expected  that  more  than 
one  half  of  you  would  have  been  spilt — a  spectacle 
which  might  possibly  have  been  pleasing  to  those 
veteran  warriors  of  Dalmahoy,  but  which  I  should 
have  witnessed  with  extraordinary  pain.  As  it  is, 
you  rode  like  bricks.  However,  it  is  my  duty  to 
inform  you,  that  a  more  serious  trial  of  your  forti 
tude  is  about  to  come.  The  squadrons  will  pre 
sently  form  together,  and  you  will  be  called  upon 
to  charge.  Many  of  you  know  very  well  how  to 
do  that  already'' — 

"  Especially  the  Writers  to  the  Signet,"  muttered 
Anthony. 

"  But  there  are  others  who  are  new  to  the  move 
ment.  To  those  gentlemen,  therefore,  I  shall  ad 
dress  a  few  words  of  caution ;  they  are  short  and 
simple.  Screw  yourselves  tight  in  your  saddles — 
hold  hard  at  first — keep  together  as  you  best  can — 
think  that  the  enemy  are  before  you — and  go  at  it 
like  blazes!" 

A  shout  of  approval  followed  this  doughty  ad-1 
dress,  and  the  heart  of  every  trooper  burned  with 
military  ardour.  For  my  own  part,  I  was  becoming 
quite  reconciled  to  the  thing.  I  perfectly  coincided 
with  my  commanding-officer  in  his  amazement  at 
the  adhesive  powers  of  myself  and  several  others, 
and  with  desperate  recklessness  I  resolved  to  test 
them  to  the  utmost.  The  bugle  now  sounded  the 
signal  to  fall  in.  Soda  bottles  and  cigar-cases  were 
2  K 
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returned  to  their  original  concealment,  and  we  once 
more  took  our  respective  places  in  the  ranks. 

"Now  comes  the  fun,"  said  Eandolph,  after  the 
leading  squadron  had  charged  in  line.  "  Mind 
yourselves,  boys!" 

"  March— trot— gallop." 

On  we  went  like  waves  of  the  sea,  regularly 
enough  at  first,  then  slightly  inclining  to  the  line 
of  beauty,  as  some  of  the  weaker  hacks  began  to 
show  symptoms  of  bellows. 

"Cha— a— rge!" 

"  Go  ahead  1"  cried  Eandolph,  sticking  his  spurs 
into  his  Bucephalus.  Masaniello,  with  a  snort, 
fairly  took  the  bridle  into  his  teeth,  and  dashed  off 
with  me  at  a  speed  which  threatened  to  throw  the 
ranks  into  utter  confusion.  As  for  Pounset,  he 
appeared  to  be  possessed  with  the  fury  of  a  demon. 
His  kicking  mare  sent  up  at  every  stride  large  clods 
of  sand  in  the  teeth  of  the  unfortunate  Anthony 
Whaup,  whose  presence  of  mind  seemed  at  last  to 
have  forsaken  him. 

"What  the  mischief  are  you  after,  Whaup?" 
panted  the  trooper  on  his  left.  "Just  take  your 
foot  out  of  my  stirrup,  will  you  ?" 

"Devil  a  bit!"  quoth  Anthony,  "  I'm  too  glad 
to  get  anything  to  hold  on  by." 

"  If  you  don't,  you're  a  gone  'coon.  There  ! — I 
told  you."  And  the  steed  of  Anthony  was  rushing 
riderless  among  the  press. 
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I  don't  know  exactly  how  we  pulled  up.  I  have 
an  indistinct  notion  that  I  owed  my  own  arrest  to 
Neptune,  and  that  Masaniello  was  chest  deep  in 
the  sea  before  he  paid  the  slightest  attention  to  my 
convulsive  tugs  at  the  bridle.  Above  the  rush  of 
waves  I  heard  a  yell  of  affright,  and  perceived  that 
I  had  nearly  ridden  over  the  carcass  of  a  fat  old 
gentleman,  who,  in  puris  naturalibus,  was  disport 
ing  himself  in  the  water,  and  who  now,  in  an 
agony  of  terror,  and  apparently  under  the  im 
pression  that  he  was  a  selected  victim  for  the 
tender  mercies  of  the  yeomanry,  struck  out  vigor 
ously  for  Inchkeith.  I  did  not  tarry  to  watch  his 
progress,  but  returned  as  rapidly  as  possible  to  the 
squadron. 

By  this  time  the  shores  of  Portobello  were 
crowded  with  habitual  bathers.  There  is  a  graceful 
abandon,  and  total  absence  of  prudery,  which  pecu 
liarly  characterise  the  frequenters  of  that  interesting 
spot,  and  reminds  one  forcibly  of  the  manners  of 
the  Golden  Age.  Hirsute  Triton  and  dishevelled 
Nereid  there  float  in  unabashed  proximity;  and, 
judging  from  the  usual  number  of  spectators,  there 
is  something  remarkably  attractive  in  the  style  of 
these  aquatic  exercises. 

The  tide  was  pretty  far  out,  so  that  of  course 
there  was  a  wide  tract  of  sand  between  the  shingle 
and  the  sea.  Our  squadron  was  again  formed  in 
line,  when  a  bathing-machine  was  observed  leisurely 


36  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

bearing  down  upon  our  very  centre,  conveying  its 
freight  towards  the  salubrious  waters. 

"Confound  that  boy!"  cried  the  commanding- 
officer  ;  "  he  will  be  among  the  ranks  in  a  minute. 
Sergeant !  ride  out,  and  warn  the  young  scoundrel 
off  at  his  peril." 

The  sergeant  galloped  towards  the  machine. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  you  young  scum  of  the 
earth?  Do  you  not  see  the  troops  before  you? 
Get  back  this  instant !" 

"  I'll  do  naething  o'  the  kind,"  replied  the  urchin, 
walloping  his  bare  legs,  by  way  of  encouragement, 
against  the  sides  of  the  anatomy  he  bestrode.  "  The 
sands  is  just  as  free  to  huz  as  to  ony  o'  ye,  and  I 
would  like  to  ken  what  richt  ye  have  tae  prevent 
the  foulks  frae  bathinY' 

"Do  you  dare  to  resist,  you  vagabond?"  cried 
the  man  of  stripes,  with  a  terrific  flourish  of  his 

sabre.  "  Wheel  back  immediately,  or  " and  he 

went  through  the  first  four  cuts  of  the  sword 
exercise. 

"Eh  man!"  said  the  intrepid  shrimp,  "what 
wull  ye  do  ?  Are  ye  no  ashamed,  a  great  muckle 
fellie  like  you,  to  come  majoring,  an'  shakin'  yer 
swurd  at  a  bit  laddie  ?  Eh,  man,  if  I  was  ner  yer 
size,  I'd  gie  ye  a  licking  mysel'.  Stand  oot  o'  the 
gate,  I  say,  an'  I'll  sune  run  through  the  haill  o'  ye. 
I'm  no  gaun  to  lose  a  saxpence  for  yeer  nonsensical 
parauds." 
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"Cancel  my  commission  !"  said  the  lieutenant, 
"  if  the  brat  hasn't  bothered  the  sergeant !  The 
bathing-machine  is  coming  down  upon  us  like  the 
chariot  of  Queen  Boadicea!  This  will  never  do. 
Randolph — you  and  M'Whirter  ride  out  and  re 
inforce.  That  scoundrel  is  another  Kellennan, 
and  will  break  us  to  a  dead  certainty  I" 

"  Twa  mair  o'  ye!"  observed  the  youth  with 
incredible  nonchalance,  as  we  rode  up  with  ferocious 
gestures.  "  0  men,  but  ye 're  bauld  bauld  the  day  ! 
Little  chance  the  Frenchies  wad  hae  wi'  the  like  o' 
you  'gin  they  were  comin'  !  Gee  hup,  Bauldy  ! " 

"  Come,  come,  my  boy,"  said  Eandolph,  nearly 
choking  with  laughter,  u  this  is  all  very  well,  but 
you  must  positively  be  off.  Come,  tumble  round, 
my  fine  fellow,  and  you  shall  have  leave  to  pass 
presently." 

il  Aum  no  gaun  to  lose  the  tide  that  way,"  perse 
vered  the  urchin.  "  The  sands  is  open  to  the  haill 
o'  huz,  and  I'll  no  gang  back  for  nane  o'  ye.  Gin 
ye  offer  tae  strike  me,  I'll  hae  the  haill  squad  o'  ye 
afore  the  Provost  o'  Portobelly,  and,  ma  certie, 
there'll  be  a  wheen  heels  sune  coolin'  in  the 
jougsl" 

"  By  heavens  !  this  is  absolutely  intolerable  !  " 
said  the  sergeant — "  M'Whirter,  order  the  man  in 
the  inside  to  open  the  door,  arid  come  out  in  Her 
Majesty's  name." 

I  obeyed,  as  a  matter  of  course. 
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"I  say — you,  sir,  inside — do  you  know  where 
you  are  going  ?  Eight  into  the  centre  of  a  troop 
of  the  Royal  Yeomanry  Cavalry  !  If  you  are  a 
gentleman  and  a  loyal  subject,  you  will  open  the 
door  immediately,  and  desire  the  vehicle  to  be 
stopped." 

In  order  to  give  due  effect  to  this  remonstrance, 
and  also  to  impress  the  inmate  with  a  proper  sense 
of  the  consequences  of  interference  with  martial 
discipline,  I  bestowed  cut  No.  Seven  with  all  my 
might  upon  the  machine.  To  my  horror,  and  that 
of  my  companions,  there  arose  from  within  a  pro 
longed  and  double-voiced  squall. 

"Hang  me,  if  it  isn't  women!"  said  the  ser 
geant. 

"  Yer  mither  wull  be  proud  o'  ye  the  nicht,"  said 
the  Incubus  on  the  atomy,  "when  it's  telTt  her 
that  ye  hae  whanged  at  an  auld  machine,  and 
frichtet  twa  leddies  to  the  skirlin'  !  Ony  hoo, 
M'Whirter,  gin  that's  your  name,  there'll  be  half-a- 
croun  to  pay  for  the  broken  brodd  !" 

The  small  sliding-panel  at  the  back  of  the  ma 
chine  was  now  cautiously  opened. 

"Goodness  gracious,  Mr  M'Whirter!"  said  a 
voice  which  I  instantly  recognised  to  be  that  of 
Edith  Bogle,  "  is  it  possible  that  can  be  you  ?  Is 
it  the  custom,  sir,  of  the  Scottish  yeomen  to  break 
in  upon  the  privacy  of  two  young  defenceless 
females,  and  even  to  raise  their  weapons  against 
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the  place  which  contains  them  ?  Fie,  sir !  is  this 
your  boasted  chivalry  ?  " 

"  0  George — go  away,  do !  I  am  really  quite 
ashamed  of  you ! "  said  the  voice  of  my  cousin, 
Mary  Muggerland. 

I  thought  I  should  have  dropped  from  my  saddle. 

"  Friends  of  yours,  eh,  M'Whirter?"  said  Ran 
dolph.  "  Rather  an  awkward  fix,  I  confess.  What's 
to  be  done?" 

"  Would  the  regulars  have  behaved  thus  ?"  cried 
Edith,  with  increased  animation.  "  Would  they 
have  insulted  a  woman  ?  Never.  Begone,  sir — I 
am  afraid  I  have  been  mistaken  in  you  " 

"  By  my  honour,  Edith ! — Miss  Bogle,  I  mean — 
you  do  me  gross  injustice  I  I  did  not  know — I 
could  not  conceive  that  you,  or  Mary,  or  any  other 
lady,  were  in  the  machine,  and  then — consider  my 
orders" 

"  Orders,  sir !  There  are  some  orders  which 
never  ought  to  be  obeyed.  But  enough  of  this.  If 
you  have  delicacy  enough  to  feel  for  our  situation, 
you  will  not  protract  this  interview.  Drive  on, 
boy!  and  you,  Mr  M'Whirter,  if  you  venture  to 
interrupt  us  further,  never  expect  my  pardon." 

"  Nor  mine  ! "  added  Mary  Muggerland. 

"Who  the  mischief  cares  for  yours,  you  monk 
ey!"  muttered  I  sotto  voce.  "  But  Edith — one  other 
word" 

"Don't   call   me    Edith,    sir!      This   continued 
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importunity  is  insufferable  !  If  you  have  any  ex 
planation  to  make,  you  must  select  a  fitter  time," 
and  the  sliding-panel  was  instantly  closed. 

"  Ye've  cotched  it  ony  hoo  I "  said  the  shrimp, 
with  a  malignant  leer.  u  Wauken  up,  Bauldy,  my 
man,  and  let's  see  how  cleverly  ye'll  gae  through 
them!" 

A  few  words  of  explanation  satisfied  our  com 
manding-officer,  and  the  victorious  machine  rolled 
insultingly  through  the  lines.  I  have  not  spirits 
to  narrate  the  further  proceedings  of  that  day.  My 
heart  was  not  in  the  squadron ;  and  my  eyes,  even 
when  ordered  to  be  directed  to  the  left,  were  stealth 
ily  turned  in  the  other  direction  towards  two  distant 
figures  in  bathing-gowns,  sedulously  attempting  to 
drown  one  another  in  fun.  Shortly  afterwards  we 
dispersed,  and  returned  to  Edinburgh.  I  attempted  a 
visit  of  explanation,  but  Miss  Bogle  was  not  at  home. 

I  messed  that  evening  for  the  first  time  with  the 
squadron.  Judging  from  the  laughter  which  arose 
on  all  sides,  it  was  a  merry  party ;  but  my  heart 
was  heavy,  and  I  could  hardly  bring  myself  to 
enter  cordially  into  the  festivities.  I  was  also 
rather  uneasy  in  person,  as  will  happen  to  young 
cavalry  soldiers.  I  drank,  however,  a  good  deal 
of  wine,  and,  as  I  was  afterwards  informed,  recov 
ered  amazingly  towards  the  close  of  the  sederunt. 
They  also  told  me,  next  morning,  that  I  had  en 
tered  Masaniello  to  run  for  the  Squadron  Cup. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  AND  so  you  really  forgive  me,  Edith ! "  said  I, 
bending  over  the  lady  of  my  love,  as  she  sate 
creating  worsted  roses  in  a  parterre  of  gossamer 
canvass  :  "  You  are  not  angry  at  what  happened  the 
other  day  at  that  unlucky  encounter  on  the  sands  ?  " 

"  Have  I  not  said  already  that  I  forgive  you  ?  " 
replied  Edith.  ''  Is  it  necessary  that  I  should 
assure  you  twice  ?  " 

"  Charming  Miss  Bogle !  you  do  not  know  how 
happy  you  have  made  me." 

"  Pray,  don't  lean  over  me  so,  or  you'll  make  me 
spoil  my  work.  See — I  have  absolutely  put  some 
thing  like  a  caterpillar  into  the  heart  of  this  rose 
bud  !  " 

"  Never,  dearest  Edith,  may  any  caterpillar  prey 
upon  the  rosebud  of  your  happiness.  How  curious  ! 
Do  you  know,  the  outline  of  that  sketch  reminds 
me  forcibly  of  the  countenance  of  Roper?  " 

"  Mr  M'Whirter !  " 

"  Nay,  I  was  merely  jesting.  Pray,  Miss  Bogle, 
what  are  your  favourite  colours?  " 

"Peach -blossom  and  scarlet;  but  why  do  you 
ask?" 

"  Do  not  press  me  for  an  explanation — it  will 
come  early  enough.  And  now,  Edith,  I  must  bid 
you  adieu." 
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"  So  soon  ?  Cannot  you  spare  a  single  hour 
from  your  military  duties?  Bless  me,  how  pale 
you  are  looking !  Are  you  sure  you  are  quite 
well?" 

"  Quite — that  is  to  say  a  little  shaken  in  the 
nerves  or  so.  This  continued  exertion  " — 

"  Do  you  mean  at  mess  ?  Mr  Eoper  told  me  sad 
stories  about  your  proceedings  two  nights  ago." 

"  Oh,  pooh — nonsense  1  You  will  certainly  then 
appear  at  the  races  ?  " 

"  You  may  depend  upon  me." 

And  so  I  took  my  leave. 

The  reader  will  gather  from  this  conversation, 
which  took  place  four  days  after  the  events  detail 
ed  in  last  chapter,  that  I  had  effectually  mad,e  my 
peace  with  Miss  Bogle.  For  this  arrangement 
Mary  Muggerland  took  much  more  credit  than  I 
thought  she  was  entitled  to  ;  however,  it  is  of  no 
use  quarrelling  with  the  well  disposed,  especially 
if  they  are  females,  as,  in  that  case,  you  are  sure  to 
have  the  worst  of  it  in  the  long  run.  I  did  not  feel 
quite  easy,  however,  regarding  the  insinuations 
thrown  out  upon  my  unusually  pallid  appearance. 
The  fact  is,  that  the  last  week  had  rather  been  a 
fast  one.  The  mess  was  remarkably  pleasant,  and 
all  would  have  been  quite  right  had  we  stopped 
there.  But  I  had  unfortunately  yielded  to  the 
fascinations  of  Archy  Chaffinch  and  some  of  the 
younger  hands,  who,  being  upon  the  loose,  resolved 
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to  make  the  very  most  of  it,  and  the  consequence 
was,  that,  to  the  great  scandal  of  Nelly,  we  kept 
highly  untimeous  hours.  lu  fact,  one  night  I 
made  a  slight  mistake,  which  I  have  not  yet,  and 
may  never  hear,  the  last  of,  by  walking,  quite 
accidentally,  into  the  house  of  my  next-door  neigh 
bour — a  grave  and  reverend  signior — instead  of  my 
own,  and  abusing  him  like  a  pickpocket  for  his 
uncalled-for  presence  within  the  shade  of  my  pa 
trimonial  lobby.  It  therefore  followed  that  some 
times  of  a  morning,  after  mounting  Masaniello,  I 
had  a  strong  suspicion  that  a  hive  of  bees  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  settle  upon  my  helmet — a  compli 
ment  which  might  have  been  highly  satisfactory  to 
the  infant  Virgil,  but  was  by  no  means  suited  to 
the  nerves  or  taste  of  an  adult  Writer  to  the  Signet. 

Roper  had  been  my  guest  at  one  of  the  late 
messes.  His  speech  in  returning  thanks  for  the 
health  of  his  regiment  was  one  of  the  richest  spe 
cimens  of  oratory  I  ever  had  the  good  fortune  to 
hear,  and  ought  to  be  embalmed  for  the  benefit  of 
an  aspiring  posterity.  It  ran  somewhat  thus — 

"  I  assure  you,  sir,  that  the  honour  you  have  just 
conferred  upon  ours,  is — yas — amply  appweciated, 
I  assure  you,  sir,  by  the  wegular  army.  It  gives 
us,  sir — yas — the  hiwest  gwatification  to  be  pwe- 
sent  at  the  mess  of  such  a  loyal  body  as  the  South- 
Lothian  Yeomanry  Cavalry.  The  distinguished 
services  of  that  gallant  corps,  both  at  home  and 
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abwoad,  are  such  as— yas — to  demand  the  admi- 
wation  of  their  country,  and — yas — in  short,  I  feel 
compwetely  overpowared.  The  bwoad  banners  of 
Bwitain  floating  over  land  and  sea — chalk  cliffs  of 
old  Albion,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  simile — wight 
hand  of  the  service  and  left — wegulars  and  yeo 
manry — and  the  three  corners  of  the  world  may 
come  at  once  in  arms,  and  be  considewably  shocked 
for  their  pains.  Permit  me  again  to  expwess  my 
extweme  thanks  for  the  honour  you  have  done  to 
ours." 

Now,  on  that  evening,  as  I  can  conscientiously 
vouch,  Roper  contrived  to  deposit  at  least  two 
bottles  of  claret  beneath  his  belt.  Any  revela 
tions,  therefore,  of  what  took  place  at  our  hospi 
table  board,  amounted  to  a  gross  breach  of  confi 
dence,  and  were  quite  unpardonable ;  more  espe 
cially  when  our  relative  situations  with  regard  to 
the  affections  of  Miss  Bogle  are  considered.  But 
Punic  faith  is  the  very  least  that  one  can  expect 
from  a  rival. 

On  the  review  day,  the  whole  regiment  turned  out 
under  auspices  of  unusual  smartness.  We  were 
to  be  inspected  by  a  veteran  officer  of  high  rank 
and  reputation,  and,  under  those  circumstances,  we 
all  thought  oiirselves  bound  in  honour  to  support 
the  credit  of  the  corps.  That  was  not  remarkably 
difficult.  You  will  hardly  see  anywhere  a  finer- 
looking  set  of  fellows  than  the  Mid -Lothian 
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yeomanry,  and  our  discipline,  considering  the  short 
period  of  exercise,  was  really  praiseworthy.  In  the 
words  of  our  commanding- officer,  he  was  justly  proud 
of  his  recruits,  and  I  can  answer  for  it,  that  the 
recruits  most  cordially  reciprocated  the  sentiment. 

"  Now,  Anthony,"  said  Pounset,  as  we  formed 
into  line,  "  I  shall  really  be  obliged  to  you  to  make 
less  clatter  with  that  scabbard  of  yours  when  we 
charge.  My  mare  is  mad  enough  with  the  music, 
without  having  the  additional  impetus  of  supposing 
that  a  score  of  empty  kettles  are  tied  to  her  tail." 

"  By  jove,  that's  a  good  one  !  "  replied  Anthony. 
"  Here  have  you  been  bunging  up  my  eyes  and 
making  attempts  upon  my  ribs  for  the  last  week, 
and  yet  you  expect  me  to  have  no  other  earthly  con 
sideration  beyond  your  personal  comfort!  How 
the  deuce  am  I  to  manage  my  scabbard  when  both 
hands  are  occupied?" 

"  Can't  you  follow  the  example  of  Prince  Charles, 
and  throw  it  away  ?  " 

"  Thank  you  for  nothing !  But,  I  say  that  sort 
of  madness  seems  contagious.  Here's  M'Whirter's 
horse  performing  a  fandango,  which  is  far  more 
curious  than  agreeable." 

"What's  the  matter  with  Masaniello?"  cried 
Archy  Chaffinch ;  "  he  looks  seriously  inclined  to 
bolt." 

I  had  awful  suspicions  of  the  same  nature.  No 
sooner  had  the  regimental  band  struck  up,  than  my 


46  TALES  FEOM 

charger  began  to  evince  disagreeable  signs  of  im 
patience  ;  he  pawed,  pranced,  snorted,  curveted, 
and  was  utterly  deaf  to  the  blandishments  with 
which  I  strove  to  allay  his  irritability.  I  was  even 
thankful  when  we  were  put  into  motion  preparatory 
to  the  charge,  in  the  belief  that  action  might  render 
him  less  restive  ;  and  so  it  did  for  a  time.  But  no 
sooner  had  we  broke  into  a  gallop,  than  I  felt  it 
was  all  up  with  me.  I  might  as  well  have  been 
without  a  bridle.  The  ungovernable  brute  laid 
back  his  ears  like  a  tiger,  and  I  shot  past  Kandolph 
in  an  instant,  very  nearly  upsetting  that  judicious 
warrior  in  my  course. 

Nor  was  I  alone.  Pounset's  mare,  who  never 
brooked  a  rival,  and  who,  moreover,  had  taken  um 
brage  at  the  sonorous  jolting  of  Anthony,  was  re 
solved  not  to  be  outstripped  ;  and,  taking  the  bridle 
between  her  teeth,  came  hard  and  heavy  on  my 
flank.  The  cry  of  "halt!"  sounded  far  and  faint 
behind  us.  We  dashed  past  a  carriage,  in  which, 
from  a  momentary  glimpse,  I  recognised  the  form 
of  Edith;  while  a  dragoon  officer — I  knew  intui 
tively  it  was  Eoper — had  drawn  up  his  horse  by 
the  side.  They  were  laughing — yes  !  by  heavens 
they  were  laughing — at  the  moment  I  was  borne 
away  headlong,  and  perhaps  to  destruction.  My 
sword  flew  out  of  my  hand — I  had  need  of  both  to 
hold  the  reins.  I  shouted  to  Pounset  to  draw  in, 
but  an  oath  was  the  only  reply ! 
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I  heard  the  blast  of  the  recall  bugle  behind  us, 
but  Masaniello  only  stretched  out  more  wildly.  We 
splashed  through  the  shallow  pools  of  water,  send 
ing  up  the  spray  behind  us  ;  and  onwards — onwards 
we  went  towards  Joppa,  with  more  than  the  velocity 
of  the  wind. 

"  Have  a  care,  M'Whirter ! "  shouted  Pounset. 
"  Turn  his  head  to  the  sea  if  you  can.  There's  a 
quicksand  right  before  you  !  " 

I  could  as  easily  have  converted  a  Mussulman. 
I  saw  before  me  a  dark  streak,  as  if  some  foul  brook 
were  stagnating  on  the  sands.  There  was  a  dash/ 
a  splash,  a  shock,  and  I  was  catapulted  over  the 
ears  of  Masaniello. 

I  must  have  lost  consciousness,  I  believe,  for  the 
next  thing  I  remember  was  Pounset  standing  over 
me,  and  holding  my  quadruped  by  the  bridle. 

"  We  may  thank  our  stars  it  is  no  worse,"  said  he; 
"  that  stank  fairly  took  the  shine  out  of  your  brute, 
and  brought  him  to  a  stand-still.  Are  you  hurt?" 

"  Not  much.     But  I  say,  what  a  figure  I  am  !  " 

"  Not  altogether  adapted  for  an  evening  party,  I 
admit.  But  never  mind.  There's  a  cure  for  every 
thing  except  broken  bones.  Let's  get  back  again 
as  fast  as  we  can,  for  the  captain  will  be  in  a  beauti 
ful  rage  I " 

We  returned.  A  general  acclamation  burst  from 
the  squadron  as  we  rode  up,  but  the  commanding 
officer  looked  severe  as  Draco. 
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"  Am  I  to  conclude,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  that 
this  exhibition  was  a  trial  of  the  comparative  merits 
of  your  horses  preparatory  to  the  racing  ?  Upon 
such  an  occasion  as  this  I  must  say  " 

"  Just  look  at  M'Whirter,  captain,"  said  Pounset, 
"  and  then  judge  for  yourself  whether  it  was  inten 
tional.  The  fact  is,  my  mare  is  as  hot  as  ginger, 
and  that  black  horse  has  no  more  mouth  than  a 
brickbat!" 

"  Well,  after  all,  he  does  seem  in  a  precious  mess. 
I  shall  pass  it  over  as  a  mere  accident,  but  don't 
let  it  happen  again.  Fall  in,  gentlemen." 

There  was,  however,  as  regarded  myself,  consi 
derable  opposition  to  this  order. 

"  Why,  M'Whirter,  you're  not  going  to  poison  us 
to  death,  are  you  ?  "  said  Anthony  Whaup.  "  Pray 
keep  to  the  other  side,  like  a  good  fellow — you're 
not  just  altogether  a  bouquet." 

"  Do  they  gut  the  herrings  down  yonder,  M'Whir 
ter  ? "  asked  Archy  Chaffinch.  "  Excuse  me  for 
remarking  that  your  flavour  is  rather  full  than  fra 
grant." 

"  I  wish  they  had  allowed  smoking  on  parade  !  " 
said  a  third.  "  It  would  require  a  strong  Havan- 
nah  to  temper  the  exhalations  of  our  comrade." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  go  home  at  once  ?  "  suggest 
ed  Eandolph.  "  My  horse  is  beginning  to  cough." 

"  Yes — yes !  "  cried  half-a-dozen.  "  Go  home  at 
once." 
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"  And  if  you  are  wise,"  added  Hargate,  u  take  a 
dip  in  the  sea — boots,  helmet,  pantaloons,  and  all." 

I  obtained  permission  to  fall  out,  and  retired  in 
a  state  of  inconceivable  disgust.  Towards  the 
carriage  where  Edith  was  seated  I  dared  not  go ; 
and  with  a  big  and  throbbing  heart  I  recollected 
that  she  had  witnessed  my  disgrace. 

"  But  she  shall  yet  see,"  I  mentally  exclaimed, 
"  that  I  am  worthy  of  her !  Once  let  me  cast  this 
foul  and  filthy  slough — let  me  don  her  favourite 
colours — let  me  win  the  prize,  as  I  am  sure  I  ought 
to  do,  and  the  treasure  of  her  heart  may  be  mine ! 
— You  young  villain !  if  you  make  faces  at  me  again, 
I  shall  fetch  you  a  cut  over  the  costard  I  " 

"  Soor  dook !  "  shouted  the  varlet.  "  Eh !  see 
till  the  man  that's  been  coupit  ower  in  the  glaur !  " 

I  rode  home  as  rapidly  as  possible.  I  throw  a 
veil  over  the  triumphant  ejaculations  of  Nelly  at  the 
sight  of  my  ruined  uniform,  and  the  personal  allu 
sions  she  made  to  the  retreat  and  discomfiture  of 
the  Philistines.  That  evening  I  avoided  mess,  and 
courted  a  sound  sleep  to  prepare  me  for  the  fatigues 
of  the  ensuing  day. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

"  HERE  is  a  true,  correct,  and  particular  account, 
of  the  noblemen,  gentlemen,  and  yeomen's  horses, 
that  is  to  run  this  day  over  the  course  of  Mussel- 
hurry,  with  the  names,  weights,  and  liveries  of  the 
riders,  and  the  same  of  the  horses  themselves  !  " 

Such  were  the  cries  that  saluted  me,  as  next  day 
I  rode  up  to  the  race-course  of  Musselburgh.  I  pur 
chased  a  card,  which,  among  other  entries,  con 
tained  the  following : — 

EDINBURGH  SQUADRON  CUP,  12  STONE. 

Mr  A.  CHAFFINCH'S  br.  g.  GROGGYBOT—  Green  and  White  Cap. 
Mr  RANDOLPH  ns.  b.  g.  CAPSICUM — Geranium  and  French  Grey. 
Mr  M'WHIRTER'S  bl.  g.  MAS/\  NIELLO — Peach-blossom  and  Scarlet. 
Mr  HARGATE  ns.  cb.  m.  LOUPOWERHER — Fawn  and  Black  Cap. 
Mr  POUNSET'S  b.  m.  Miss  FROLIC — Orange  and  Blue. 
Mr  SHAKERLEY  ns.  b.  g.  SPONTANEOUS  COMBUSTION — White  body 
and  Liver-coloured  Sleeves. 

I  made  my  way  to  the  stand.  Miss  Bogle  and 
Mary  Muggerland  were  there,  but  so  also  was  the 
eternal  Roper. 

"  All,  M'Whirter!"  said  the  latter.  "  How  do 
you  feel  yourself  this  morning  ?  None  the  worse  of 
your  tumble  yesterday,  I  hope  ?  Mere  accident,  you 
know.  Spiwited  cweature  Masaniello,  it  must  be 
confessed.  'Gad,  if  you  can  make  him  go  the  pace 
as  well  to-day,  youll  distance  the  whole  of  the  rest 
of  them." 


HOW    I    BECAME   A    YEOMAN.  5] 

"  Oh,  Mr  M'Whirter !  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you ! " 
said  Edith.  "  How  funny  you  looked  yesterday 
when  you  were  running  away  !  Do  you  know  that 
I  waved  my  handkerchief  to  you  as  you  passed,  but 
you  were  not  polite  enough  to  take  any  notice  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Bogle,  I  had  something  else  to 
think  of  at  that  particular  moment." 

"  You  were  not  thinking  about  me,  then?"  said 
Edith.  "  Well,  I  can't  call  that  a  very  gallant 
speech." 

"  111  lay  an  even  bet,"  said  Roper,  "  that  you 
were  thinking  more  about  the  surgeon." 

"  Were  you  ever  wounded,  Mr  Roper?  "  said  I. 

"  Once — in  the  heart,  and  incurably,"  replied  the 
coxcomb,  with  a  glance  at  Edith. 

"  Pshaw !  because,  if  you  had  been,  you  would 
scarce  have  ventured  to  select  the  surgeon  as  the 
subject  of  a  joke.  But  I  forgot.  These  are  times 
of  peace/' 

"  When  men  of  peace  become  soldiers,"  retorted 
Roper. 

"  I  declare  you  are  very  silly ! "  cried  Edith ; 
"  and  I  have  a  good  mind  to  send  both  of  you  away." 

"  Death  rather  than  banishment !  "  said  Roper. 

"  Well,  then,  do  be  quiet  I  I  take  such  an  interest 
in  your  race,  Mr  M'Whirter.  Do  you  know  I  have 
two  pairs  of  gloves  upon  it?  So  you  must  abso 
lutely  contrive  to  win.  By  the  way,  what  are  your 
colours  ?  " 
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"  Peach-blossom  and  scarlet." 

"  How  very  gallant !  I  take  it  quite  as  a  compli 
ment  to  myself." 

"  M'Whirter !  you're  wanted,"  cried  a  voice  from 
below. 

"  Bless  me !  I  suppose  it  is  time  for  saddling. 
Farewell,  Edith — farewell,  Mary !  I  shall  win  if  I 
possibly  can." 

"  Good-by  I  "  said  Eoper.  "  Stick  on  tightly 
and  screw  him  up,  and  there's  no  fear  of  Masaniello." 

"  Where  the  deuce  have  you  been,  M'Whirter?" 
said  Eandolph.  "  Get  into  the  scales  as  fast  as  you 
can.  You've  been  keeping  the  whole  of  us  wait 
ing." 

"  I'll  back  Masaniello  against  the  field  at  two  to 
one,"  said  Anthony  Whaup. 

"  Done  with  you,  in  ponies,"  said  Patsey  Chaf 
finch,  who  was  assisting  his  brother  from  the 
scales. 

"  Do  you  feel  nervous,  M'Whirter  ?  "  asked  Ho 
sier,  a  friend  who  was  backing  me  rather  heavily. 
"  You  look  a  little  white  in  the  face." 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth— I  do." 

"  That's  awkward.  Had  you  not  better  take  a 
glass  of  brandy  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bad  idea ;  "  and  I  took  it. 

"  That's  right.  Now  canter  him  about  a  little, 
and  you'll  soon  get  used  to  it." 

I  shall  carefully  avoid   having  any  future  occa- 
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sion  to  make  use  of  my  dear-bought  experience. 
I  felt  remarkably  sheepish  as  I  rode  out  upon  the 
course,  and  heard  the  observations  of  the  crowd. 

"  And  wha's  yon  in  the  saumon- coloured  jacket?" 

"  It'll  be  him  they  ca'  Chaffinch." 

"  Na,  man  —  yon  chield  wad  make  twa  o'  Chaf 
finch.  He's  but  a  feather-wecht  o'  a  cratur." 

"  Wow,  Jess  !  but  that's  a  bormie  horse  !  " 

"  Bonnier  than  the  man  that's  on  it,  ony  how." 

"  Think  ye  that's  the  beast  they  ca'  Masonyellow?" 

"  I'm  thinkin'  sae.  That  man  can  ride  nane.  He's 
nae  grupp  wi'  his  thees." 

These  were  the  kind  of  remarks  that  met  my 
ears  as  I  paced  along,  nor,  as  I  must  confess,  was  I 
particularly  elated  thereby.  Pounset  now  rode  up. 

"  Well,  M'Whirter,  we  are  to  have  another  sort  of 
race  to-day.  I  half  fear,  from  the  specimen  I  have 
seen  of  Masaniello,  that  my  little  mare  runs  a  poor 
chance  ;  but  Chaffinch  will  give  you  work  for  it — 
Groggyboy  was  a  crack  horse  in  his  day.  But  come, 
there  goes  the  bell,  and  we  are  wanted  at  the  start 
ing-post." 

The  remainder  of  my  story  is  short. 

"  Keady,  gentlemen  ? — Off  I "  and  away  we  went, 
Spontaneous  Combustion  leading,  Miss  Frolic  and 
Groggyboy  next,  Randolph  and  myself  following, 
and  Hargate  bringing  up  the  rear  on  Loupowerher, 
who  never  had  a  chance.  After  the  first  few  seconds, 
when  all  was  mist  before  my  eyes,  I  felt  considerably 
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easier.  Masaniello  was  striding  out  vigorously,  and 
I  warmed  insensibly  to  the  work.  The  pace  became 
terrific.  Spon.  Bus.  gradually  gave  way,  and  Grog- 
gyboy  took  the  lead.  I  saw  nothing  more  of  Kan- 
dolph.  On  we  went  around  the  race-course  like  a 
crowd  of  motley  demoniacs,  whipping,  spurring,  and 
working  at  our  reins  as  if  thereby  we  were  assisting 
our  progression.  I  was  resolved  to  conquer  or  to 
die. 

Eound  we  came  in  sight  of  the  assembled  multi 
tude.  I  could  even  hear  their  excited  cries  in  the 
distance.  Masaniello  was  now  running  neck  and 
neck  with  Groggy  boy — Miss  Frolic  half- a -length 
before  ! 

And  now  we  neared  the  stand.  I  thought  I  could 
see  the  white  fluttering  of  Edith's  handkerchief — I 
clenched  my  teeth,  grasped  my  whip,  and  lashed 
vigorously  at  Masaniello.  In  a  moment  more  I  should 
have  been  ahead — but  there  was  a  crash,  and  then 
oblivion. 

Evil  was  the  mother  that  whelped  that  cur  of  a 
butcher's  dog  !  He  ran  right  in  before  Masaniello, 
and  horse  and  man  were  hurled  with  awful  violence 
to  the  ground.  I  forgive  Masaniello.  Poor  brute  ! 
his  leg  was  broken,  and  they  had  to  shoot  him  on 
the  course.  .  He  was  my  first  and  last  charger. 

As  for  myself,  I  was  picked  up  insensible,  and 
conveyed  home  upon  a  shutter,  thereby  fulfilling  to 
the  letter  the  ominous  prophecies  of  Nelly,  who  cried 
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the  coronach  over  me.  Two  of  my  ribs  were  frac 
tured,  and  for  three  weeks  I  was  confined  to  bed 
with  a  delirious  fever. 

"  What  noise  is  that  below  stairs,  Nelly?"  asked 
I  on  the  second  morning  of  my  convalescence. 

"  'Deed,  Maister  George,  I'm  thinking  it's  just 
the  servant  lass  chappin'  coals  wi'  yer  swurd." 

"  Serve  it  right.  And  what  parcel  is  that  on  the 
table?" 

"  I  dinna  ken  :  it  came  in  yestreen." 

"  Give  it  me." 

"  Heaven  and  earth  !  Wedding-cake  and  cards  ! 
MR  AND  MRS  KOPER  !  " 


DEVEEEUX    HALL. 

BY    MRS    SOUTHEY. 

[MAGA.     OCTOBBR  1832.] 

CHAPTER    I. 

TTiO  you  remember  that  pretty  cottage  we  passed 
-*-'    in  our  ride  round  Silvermead,  last  Tuesday?" 

inquired  my  friend  L ,  some  days  ago,  as  we 

were  mounting  our  horses  for  an  equestrian  lounge. 
*'  We  were  pressed  for  time  that  evening,  or  I 
should  have  liked  to  show  you  the  interior  of  the 
little  dwelling,  and  to  have  introduced  you  to  its 
worthy  humble  owners,  who  are  old  friends  of  mine, 
and  not  the  least  respected  on  my  list.  What  say 
you,  shall  we  take  the  '  Peasant's  Nest '  in  our 
round  to-day  ? "  The  proposal  met  my  willing- 
acquiescence,  and  an  hour's  quiet  amble  through  a 
richly  wooded  and  beautifully  diversified  part  of 
the  country  brought  us  to  a  short  straight  lane, 
half- embowered  by  luxuriant  hedges  on  either  side, 
and  (except  a  half- worn  cart- track) carpeted  with  the 
greenest  and  softest  turf,  which  terminated  in  a 
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gateway  to  a  small  meadow,  and  in  a  low  green 
wicket  in  the  centre  of  a  sweet-brier  hedge  ;  behind 
which,  and  two  intervening  flower-knots  on  either 
side  the  neat  gravel- walk,  stood  the  little  dwelling 
which  had  attracted  my  attention  on  a  former  day 
by  its  air  of  peculiar  neatness  and  comfort,  and 
even  rustic  elegance.  Its  thatched  roof  (a  master 
piece  of  rural  art)  had  just  acquired  the  rich  mel 
lowness  of  tone  which  precedes  the  duller  hue  of 
decay,  and  when  the  last  rays  of  a  golden  sunset 
touched  it  in  flickering  patches  through  the  dark 
foliage  of  overhanging  elms,  it  harmonised,  and 
almost  blended  in  brilliancy  of  colour,  with  the 
brightest  blossoms  of  the  buddlea,  which,  overtop 
ping  its  fellow- trailers,  seemed  aspiring  to  meet  and 
dally  with  the  sunbeams,  and  almost  to  rival  them 
with  its  topaz  stars. 

Moss-roses  were  budding  round  each  of  the  wide 
low  casements  on  either  side  the  door,  over  which 
a  slight  arch  of  rustic  trellis-work  supported  a  mass 
of  rich  dark  foliage,  soon  to  be  starred  with  the 
pale  odorous  flowers  so  typical  of  virgin  purity; 
and  far  along  the  low-projecting  eaves  on  one  side 
of  the  cottage,  ran  the  flexile  stems  and  deep  ver 
dure  of  the  beautiful  luxuriant  plant,  till  it  reached 
and  formed  a  bowery  pent-house  over  a  long  open 
lattice,  through  the  wire -work  of  which  brown 
glazed  pans  were  discernible,  half-filled  with  rich 
creaming  milk,  and  pats  of  neatly  printed  butter — 
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yellow  as  the  flower  which  gilds  our  summer  mea 
dows — ranged  with  dairy- woman's  pride  on  the  wet 
slab  of  whitest  deal. 

The  master  of  the  cottage — a  respectable-looking 
old  man — was  so  intently  occupied  in  tying  up  some 
choice  pheasant-eyed  pinks  in  one  of  the  flower- 
knots,  that  he  had  not  heard  the  quiet  pacing  of  our 
steeds  down  the  green  bowery  lane,  and  was  only 
roused  from  his  floral  labours  by  the  salutation  of 
my  friend,  as  we  dismounted  before  the  low  wicket- 
gate,  and,  hooking  our  bridles  to  its  side-posts,  pre 
pared  to  enter  the  little  territory.  Starting  from 
his  flower-bed,  the  old  man,  at  sight  of  us,  respect 
fully  uncovered  his  grey  head,  and  came  forward  as 
quickly  as  was  compatible  with  the  state  of  limbs 
crippled  by  rheumatic  gout,  to  admit  and  welcome 
his  visitors  with  something  beyond  rustic  courtesy. 

"  Ah,  Hallings ! "  said  my  friend,  cordially  shaking 
hands  with  his  humble  acquaintance,  whose  counte 
nance  brightened  with  pleasure  at  the  kind  greeting 
— "  here  you  are  at  your  favourite  work ;  no  wonder 
your  garden  is  celebrated  for  the  most  beautiful 
flowers  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  you  and  Celia, 
tend  them,  I  verily  believe,  night  and  day ;  and  as 
for  those  pinks — which  are,  I  know,  the  pride  of 
your  heart — you  may  rest  content,  for  they  are  the 

pride  of  the  country.  Eemember,  Mrs  L has 

your  promise  of  a  few  slips  at  the  proper  season." 

"Be  pleased  to  look,  sir,  at  these  few  plants  I  have 
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made  free   to  pot  for   Mrs  L ,"   answered  the 

venerable  Hallings,  with  a  glance  of  conscious  plea 
sure,  not  unmingled  with  pride,  as  he  directed  my 
friend's  attention  to  some  perfect  specimens  of  the 
choice  flowers  in  question:  "  I  will  send  them  down 
to  the  lady  to-morrow  morning  by  my  brother's 
cart,  and  Celia  and  I  shall  be  proud  to  think  madam 
will  accept  them,  and  set  some  store,  may  be,  on 
our  poor  offering,  for  the  remembrance  of  old  times, 
and  the  sake  of  those  who  are  gone.  You  may  re 
member,  sir,  how  our  dear  lady  prized  this  par 
ticular  sort?" 

"  Well  do  I  remember  it,  and  those  old  times  you 
allude  to,  my  good  Hallings.  Methinks  at  this 
moment  I  can  see  your  worthy  venerable  master, 
and  his  faithful  companion  and  friend,  the  dear 
sister  of  whom  you  speak  ; — he,  with  one  of  these, 
her  choice  flowers,  in  his  button-hole  when  he  came 
into  the  drawing-room  dressed  for  dinner,  and  she 
often  assisted  to  her  seat  during  her  slight  attacks 
of  gout  by  Mrs  Hallings,  her  faithful  Celia.  I 
believe,  Hallings,  Mrs  Eleanor  used  to  send  her 
brother  a  daily  present,  for  his  afternoon  toilet,  of 
one  of  these  rare  beauties — was  it  not  so  ?  "  asked 
my  friend,  with  a  smile  ;  the  good-humoured  arch 
ness  of  which  soon,  however,  changed  to  a  more 
serious  expression,  as  he  observed  that  the  old 
man's  voice  faltered  in  his  attempted  reply,  and 
that  he  hastily  drew  his  sleeve  across  his  eyes,  to 
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disperse  the  watery  film  which  had  gathered  over 
them  while  Mr  L was  speaking. 

"  But  come,  Mailings,"  said  the  latter,  quickly 
changing  the  subject  that  had  struck  painfully  on  a 
too  sensitive  chord  in  the  old  man's  heart — "  I  am 
come  not  only  to  visit  you  and  your  flowers,  but 
my  old  friend,  Celia ;  and  I  have  promised,  in  her 
name,  a  frothing  glass  of  red  cow's  milk,  fresh  from 
the  pail,  to  this  gentleman,  Mr  Hervey,  who  com 
plained  of  thirst  in  our  way  hither." 

Kecovering  from  his  momentary  emotion,  the 
master  of  the  cottage  threw  open  its  latched  door, 
and  respectfully  made  way  for  us  to  enter  the  little 
carpeted  parlour,  where  his  well-assorted  partner 
(my  friend's  friend,  Celia)  sat  smoothing  her  apron, 
in  expectation  of  the  visitors,  the  sound  of  whose 
voices  had  reached  her  through  the  open  casement. 

The  comely  dame  who  rose  up  at  our  entrance, 
and  dropt  to  each  a  curtsy  that  would  not  have  dis 
honoured  the  patrician  graces  of  her  revered  lady 
and  prototype,  the  late  Mrs  Eleanor  Devereux,  was 
still  comely  for  her  years — "fat,  fair,  and  sixty," 
and  exhibiting,  in  her  prim  neatness  of  person,  the 
antiquated  but  becoming  fashion  of  her  dress,  and 
her  profound  respectfulness,  untinctured  by  any 
thing  like  cringing  servility  to  those  she  considered 
her  superiors,  no  unfavourable  specimen  of  the 
housekeeper  and  waiting-woman  of  former  days — 
of  a  class  now  almost  extinct,  as  the  times  in  which 
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it  flourished  are  accounted  obsolete — when  better 
feelings,  and  more  Christian  principles  than  those 
which  loosely  huddle  up  our  modern  mercenary 
compacts,  based  and  cemented  the  mutual  obliga 
tions  of  masters  and  servants,  of  the  great  and  their 
dependants — when  there  was  dignity  in  the  hum 
blest  servitude,  and  meekness  in  the  most  absolute 
authority — self-respect  on  both  sides,  and  the  fear 
of  God  above  all. 

The  cottage  parlour  contained  the  unusual  luxury 
of  a  sofa,  from  which  Mrs  Hallings  affected  to  brush, 
with  her  snowy  apron,  the  dust  that  could  scarce 
have  been  perceptible  to  "  microscopic  eye,"  as  she 
courteously  begged  us  to  be  seated  ;  arid  her  hus 
band,  as  he  shook  up  one  of  the  end  cushions  to 

make  the  corner  seat,  into  which  L had  thrown 

himself,  more  commodious,  said,  smiling,  as  he 
addressed  himself  to  me, — "  You  may  well  wonder 
to  see  such  a  piece  of  furniture  in  a  poor  man's 
house,  sir,  but  my  poor  master  had  it  put  for  me 
into  my  own  room  at  the  Hall,  when  I  had  my  first 
fit  of  the  gout  there,  and  we  made  shift  to  buy  it, 
and  a  few  others  of  the  old  things  that  were  so 
natural  to  us,  when  all  was  sold;"  and  the  old 
man's  speech,  that  had  begun  cheerfully,  ended  in 
a  deep  sigh. 

"  Ah,  Hallings  I  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  more 
had  fallen  to  your  share  of  the  venerable  relics  that 
fell  into  far  other  hands  at  that  revolting  sale," 
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observed  L ,  echoing  the  faithful  servant's 

sigh ;  but  I  love  to  look  at  those  few  familiar  things 
you  have  saved  from  the  unhallowed  hands  of  in 
difference.  Look,  Hervey,"  he  continued,  turning 
to  me,  "  at  that  beautiful  shell-work  basket  on  the 
bracket,  yonder.  It  is  the  work  of  that  dear  and 
venerable  friend  whose  loss,  and  that  of  her  excel 
lent  brother,  you  have  heard  me  lament  so  deeply 
and  sincerely." 

The  object  to  which  my  attention  was  so  directed, 
was  a  beautiful  specimen  of  female  ingenuity,  an 
elegantly  formed  corbeille  of  flowers,  imitated  from 
nature,  with  art  little  less  than  magical,  consider 
ing  the  nature  of  the  materials  employed  in  its  con 
struction.  The  elegant  trifle,  now  the  boast  of  a 
poor  cottage,  might  have  been  conceited  by  a  fan 
ciful  gazer  to  have  been  the  work  of  sea-nymphs, 
for  the  pearl  grotto  of  their  queen ;  but  a  nearer 
inspection  must  have  assigned  it  to  mortal  fingers, 
for  the  name  of  "  Eleanor  Devereux"  was  inlaid 
with  minute  gold-coloured  shells  in  a  dark  medal 
lion,  that  formed  the  centre  of  the  basket. 

"  That  was  not  bought  at  the  sale,  sir,"  said  Mrs 
Hallings,  drawing  towards  the  precious  relic  I  was 
inspecting,  and  regarding  it  herself  with  looks  of 
almost  devotional  reverence.  "  Be  pleased  to  read 
what  is  written  there,  sir,"  she  added,  in  a  voice  not 
sufficiently  steady  to  have  articulated  the  sentence 
to  which  she  pointed,  written  apparently  with  a 
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trembling  hand,  in  old  Italian  characters,  on  a  slip 
of  paper,  laid  within  the  glass  cover  of  the  basket. 
I  looked  as  she  directed,  and  read, 

'*  The  work  of  Eleanor  Devereux. 
Her  last  gift  to  her  old  and  faithful  servant,  Celia  Hallings." 

"  This  is  indeed  a  precious  relic,"  I  remarked,  in 
a  low  voice,  and  with  not  unmoistened  eyes.  Those 
of  the  good  woman  to  whom  I  spoke  were  filled  to 
overflowing ;  but  with  that  modesty  of  feeling 
which  is  a  sure  test  of  its  deep  sincerity,  she  quietly 
drew  back,  and  left  the  room,  on  "  hospitable  cares 
intent,"  in  quest  of  the  "  brimming  bowl,"  for  which 
my  friend  had  preferred  our  joint  petition.  During 

her  absence,  L continued  to  talk  with  his  old 

acquaintance  on  the  subject  so  deeply  interesting  to 
both  the  speakers,  and  not  a  little  so  even  to  myself, 
a  stranger  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  -uninformed  of 
more  than  the  general  character  of  the  deceased 
person  of  whom  they  discoursed  with  such  affection 
ate  and  melancholy  sympathy.  My  friend  had 
noticed  in  the  looks  and  tone  of  Hallings,  and  even 
in  his  wife's,  during  the  few  moments  she  had  re 
mained  with  us,  a  troubled  and  sorrowful  expression, 
far  different  from  the  placid  cheerfulness  with  which 
they  had  been  wont  to  receive  him,  since  Time  had 
mellowed  their  affliction  for  the  loss  of  those  they 
had  served  with  life-long  fidelity;  and  even  from  the 
tender  seriousness  of  their  manners,  when  reverting 
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— as  it  was  their  delight  to  do — to  the  revered  memo 
ries  of  the  departed,  and  the  fond  ones  of  days  that 
were  gone. 

On  L 's  gently  hinting  his  fear  that  some  re 
cent  cause  had  arisen  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  his 
worthy  friends,  the  old  man  shook  Ins  head  in 
mournful  affirmation  of  the  implied  suspicion  ;  and, 
after  a  moment's  pause  to  subdue  the  tremor  of  his 
voice,  answered, — "  Oh,  sir  I  I  am  ashamed  you 
should  see  how  my  poor  wife  and  I  are  overcome  by 
the  work  which  has  been  going  on  for  this  last  fort 
night,  and  to  which,  almost  the  finishing-stroke  has 
been  put  this  very  day.  And  I,  old  fool  that  I  am! 
have  hardly  been  able  to  keep  away  from  the  place, 
sir  1  though  every  stroke  of  the  masons  seemed  like 
a  blow  upon  my  heart,  and  every  stone  that  fell,  like 
a  drop  of  blood  from  it.  And  poor  Celia  I  though 
she  kept  at  home,  could  hear  the  sounds  even  here. 
Grief  has  sharp  ears,  sir." 

"  Ah,  is  it  even  so,  my  good  friend  ?  "  said  L , 

affected  even  to  tears.  "  I  have  been  away  from 
home  almost  this  month,  you  know ;  I  had  not  heard 
what  was  going  on.  So  then  the  old  Hall  is  no 
more  ?  I  have  looked  my  last  at  its  venerable  Walls. 
Would  I  had  returned  a  few  days  earlier — in  time  to 
have  seen  but  one  fragment  standing." 

"  That  you  may  do  yet,  sir !  that  you  may  do  yet," 
sobbed  out  the  old  servant,  with  a  burst  of  now  un 
controlled  feeling  ;  "  one  fragment  is  still  standing, 
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half  of  the  south  gable,  and  a  part  of  the  north  side 
wall, — -just  the  corner  of  one  chamber,  with  the  bit 
of  flooring  hanging  to  it.  My  master's  own  chamber, 
sir,  and  the  chair  in  which  he  died  stood  in  that  very 
corner,  on  those  crazy  boards  that  will  be  down  to 
morrow." 

"  Then,  Hallings,  I  must  go  this  very  evening — 
this  very  moment,  to  take  my  farewell  look  at  all 
that  remains — that  last  remaining  portion  so  sacred 
to  my  feelings  and  to  yours." 

So  saying,  L started  from  his  seat  just  as 

Celia  entered,  followed  by  her  little  handmaiden  (an 
orphan  relation  of  her  husband's,  the  adopted  child 
of  the  worthy  couple),  and  placed  on  the  shining 
round  table  a  collation  of  dairy  luxuries  and  fresh- 
gathered  strawberries,  hastily  arranged  with  a  de 
gree  of  simple  good  taste,  too  nearly  approaching 
elegance  to  have  been  acquired  by  one  accustomed 
only  to  provide  for  poor  men's  tables. 

Our  kind  hostess  was  in  no  present  mood  "  gaily 
to  press  and  smile"  but  she  did  press  us  to  partake 
of  her  rustic  dainties,  with  such  earnest  yet  modest 
importunity,  that  it  would  have  been  worse  than 
churlish  to  have  slighted  her  invitation,  if  even  my 
parched  and  thirsty  palate  had  not  made  the  sight 
of  the  creaming  milk-bowl,  and  a  second  of  clear 
whey,  irresistibly  tempting.  While  I  did  ample 
justice  to  the  merits  of  those  refreshing  fluids,  and 
my  friend  partook  more  sparingly,  he  endeavoured 
2  M 
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to  persuade  Hallings  from  accompanying  us,  as  the 
old  man  prepared  to  do,  to  a  scene,  the  recollection 
of  which  affected  him  so  painfully.  But  the  remon 
strance  was  fruitless. 

"  I  have  not  taken  my  own  last  look,  sir,"  was  the 
touching  and  unanswerable  reply  ;  "  and  that  I  was 
minded,  please  Grod,  to  take,  when  all  the  workmen 
had  left  the  place,  and  I  could  stand  and  look  my 
fill  at  the  crumbling  wall,  without  being  distracted 
by  their  noises,  or  scoffed  at  belike  for  giving  way 
to  an  old  man's  weakness.  But  my  master's  friend 
will  make  allowance  for  his  old  servant,  and  it  will 
do  me  good  to  go  with  you,  sir." 

We  both  felt  that  he  was  right ;  that,  as  he  ex 
pressed  it,  it  would  do  him  good  to  take  that  "  last 
look,"  accompanied  by  one  who  could  so  fully  sym 
pathise  in  all  his  feelings,  and  to  whom  he  could 
pour  out  his  full  heart  with  the  garrulous  simplicity 
of  age,  and  of  a  sorrow,  heart-seated  truly,  but  not 
"  too  deep  for  tears."  So  he  was  allowed  to  secure 
our  steeds  in  an  adjoining  cowshed,  while  we  talked 
with  Celia  on  the  subject  that  day  uppermost  in  her 
thoughts  also  ;  and  having  calculated  with  her  that 
the  nearly  full  moon  would  be  up  by  our  return,  to 
light  us  on  our  homeward  way,  we  left  her  standing 
on  the  threshold  of  the  back  door  of  her  cottage, 
and  followed  her  husband  down  the  garden  path 
which  opened  into  a  small  orchard  (a  portion  of  his 
little  property),  and  led  through  it  to  a  narrow  stile, 
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over  which  we  passed  into  some  beautiful  meadows, 
appertaining,  as  Hallings  informed  me,  to  the  Deve- 
reux  Hall  estate,  three  of  them  only  intervening 
between  his  own  little  territory  and  the  old  mansion- 
house,  or  rather  the  site  where  it  had  stood.  "  Ay," 
continued  the  old  man,  in  a  low  under-tone,  half 
communing  with  himself,  and  half  addressing  me, — 
"  Ay,  so  it  is — to  think  what  changes  I  have  lived 
to  see  !  The  Hall  down  in  the  dust  before  its  time, 
and  that  hard  man's  house  raised  (as  one  may  say) 
upon  its  ruins  !  Blessed  be  the  kind  master  who 
provided  for  his  old  servants'  age,  and  secured  to 
them  the  shelter  of  their  humble  roof-tree,  before 
misfortune  fell  on  his  own  grey  hairs,  and  would 
have  made  him  houseless  at  fourscore  years  and  up 
ward,  had  he  lived  a  few  weeks  longer !  But — but 

— God  is  merciful! "     The  old  man  devoutly 

aspirated  after  the  abrupt  pause,  accompanied  with 
a  sort  of  inward  shudder,  which  preceded  those 
pious  words  ;  and  he  spoke  no  more  during  the  re 
mainder  of  our  walk. 

A  shade  of  peculiar  solemnity  passed  over  my 
friend's  countenance,  as  Hallings  concluded  his 
brief  soliloquy,  and  both  of  them  became  so  pro 
foundly  silent,  sympathetically  affected  as  it  seemed 
by  the  same  shuddering  recollections,  that  the  in 
fection  partly  extended  itself  to  me,  ignorant  as  I 
was  of  the  particular  circumstances  of  their  pain 
ful  retrospect,  and  the  words  died  on  my  lips  as 
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I  was  about  to  inquire  Hallings'  meaning  in  allud 
ing  to  the  "  hard  man,  whose  house  had  been  raised 
on  the  ruins  of  his  master's."  I  could  not  for  worlds 
have  broken  into  the  sacredness  of  their  silent 
thoughts ;  so,  without  further  interchange  of  words, 
we  quietly  pursued  our  pleasant  path,  till  it  brought 
us  to  a  boundary  of  thick  hazel  copse,  across  a  stile, 
and  over  a  rustic  bridge,  which  spanned  a  little 
trout-stream  just  glancing  between  the  boughs  of 
over-arching  alders,  to  a  green  door  in  a  high 
holly  hedge.  While  Hallings  stept  before  us  to 
undo  the  temporary  fastening  with  which  the  work 
men  had  secured  it  for  the  night,  my  friend,  aroused 
from  his  fit  of  abstraction,  said,  pointing  to  the 
hedge,  u  I  remember  the  time  when  that  verdant 
wall,  now  straggling  into  wild  luxuriance,  was  as 
trimly  kept  as  were  those  of  Sayes  Court,  before  the 
barbarous  sport  of  Evelyn's  imperial  guest  destroyed 
his  labour  of  years.  Neglect  is  making  progress 
here,  destructive  as  that  royal  havoc,  though  more 
gradual." 

Our  venerable  conductor  having  unfastened  the 

door  while  L was  speaking,  we  passed  into  a 

square  enclosure,  or  rather  area ;  for  though  still 
bounded  on  three  sides  by  the  noble  evergreen 
hedge,  it  was  open  on  the  fourth  to  a  dreary  site  of 
demolished  walls  and  heaps  of  rubbish,  in  place  of 
what  had  been  the  ancient  mansion  of  the  Deve- 
reuxs.  The  small  garden  (for  such  it  was,  though 
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now  a  trampled  field  of  desolation)  had  been  called 
more  especially  Mr  Devereux's  garden.  The  glass- 
door  of  his  library,  and  its  large  bay-window,  as 
well  as  that  of  his  bed-chamber  above,  had  opened 
into  it,  and  in  this  small  secluded  but  sunny  and 
cheerful  spot  it  was  that  the  old  man  had  loved  best 
to  spend  his  solitary  and  contemplative  hours. 

Under  the  hedge  on  the  side  we  had  entered,  had 
stood  a  range  of  bee-hives,  the  ruins  of  which  were 
still  remaining,  though  little  more  than  heaps  of 
mildewing  thatch,  and  long  deserted  by  the  indus 
trious  colonies,  to  watch  whose  labours  had  been 
among  the  innocent  pleasures  of  Mr  Devereux ;  and 
Ballings  pointed  out  some  fragments  of  green  trellis- 
work,  in  the  angle  of  the  holly  wall,  which  had 
formed  part  of  the  old  man's  favourite  arbour,  where 
he  would  sit  for  hours  with  his  book,  or  enjoying 
the  ceaseless  humming  of  the  bees,  as  they  gathered 
in  their  luscious  harvest  from  the  herbs  and  flowers 
he  had  collected  in  that  quarter  of  the  garden  for 
their  delight  and  sustenance. 

"  And  they  knew  my  master,  sir,"  said  Hallings, 

turning  to  me,  and  appealing  to  L to  confirm 

the  truth  of  his  assertion — "  They  knew  my  mas 
ter,  and,  poor  small  creatures  as  they  were,  must 
have  loved  him  too  in  their  way,  as  every  living 
thing  did ;  for  they  used  to  buzz  all  round  him  as 
he  sat  there,  and  often  pitch  upon  him,  even  upon 
his  hands  or  head,  and  never  one  was  known  to 
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sting  him,  vengeful  as  they  were  if  strangers 
made  too  free  near  their  hives,  or  among  the 
flower-beds  my  master  used  to  call  their  pleasure- 
grounds." 

"  What  has  become  of  old  Kalph  and  the  tortoise, 

Hallings?"  asked  L ,  as  he  stopt  to  take  a 

melancholy  survey  of  the  altered  scene.  "  The 
gold-fish,  of  course,  have  been  long  destroyed,  for 
I  see  the  little  basin  with  its  small  fountain  is  quite 
choked  up  with  dead  leaves  and  rubbish." 

"  Mr  Heneage  Devereux  took  out  the  gold-fish, 
sir,  the  week  after  my  master's  death,"  replied  the 
old  butler;  "but  the  tortoise  had  buried  himself 
for  the  winter ;  and  when  he  crawled  out  the  spring 
afterwards,  and  took  to  his  old  haunt  in  the  basin, 
one  would  have  supposed  he  found  out  the  change 
that  had  taken  place,  for  the  creature  was  quite 
restless ;  and  I  often  found  him  out  of  the  water, 
and  making  his  way  about  the  garden,  as  if  in 
search  of  something ;  and  for  a  long,  long  time,  old 
Kalph  and  he — for  Kalph  is  living,  sir,  and  you  will 
see  him  presently — he  and  the  old  raven  were  the 
only  living  creatures,  beside  the  birds,  that  did  not 
desert  the  poor  old  place — except  myself  indeed. 
I  could  never  keep  away  from  it  a  whole  day  to 
gether,  and  I  used  to  come  here  to  feed  old  Kalph 
too ;  for  it  was  long  before  we  could  lure  him  to  the 
cottage  for  his  food,  and  now  he  is  almost  always 
here,  and  hides  himself  for  the  most  part  in  the 
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great  bay- tree  there  in  the  corner,  where  part  of 
the  north  gable  is  still  standing." 

As  he  spoke,  we  coasted  leisurely  along  the 
hedge-side  walk,  as  carefully  (though  almost  un 
consciously)  avoiding  to  tread  the  beds  it  skirted, 
as  if  they  were  still  filled  with  choice  flowers,  or 
fragrant  and  aromatic  herbs,  or  matted  hoops,  or 
hand-glasses  guarding  the  rarer  or  tenderer  plants, 

bulbs,  and  auriculas,   once  (L observed)  the 

pride  of  that  small  garden.  The  forms  of  those  fair 
flower-knots  were  still  discernible  from  their  edg 
ings  of  thrift,  box,  daisy,  London  pride,  now  grown, 
however,  into  perfect  hedges,  where  still  untram- 
pled,  or  into  ragged  bushes,  still  indicating  the  once 
clipt  line  of  geometrical  exactness,  as  each  bed  radi 
ated  to  a  centre,  where  lay  the  little  basin  with  its 
fairy  fountain  before  alluded  to.  Some  large  stone 
flower-pots,  green  and  discoloured  with  damp  and 
weather -stains,  were  still  standing  round  it  in 
mockery  of  decoration.  From  two  or  three  shot 
up  a  luxuriant  growth  of  common  weeds ;  in  one, 
a  beautiful  foxglove,  exulting  as  it  were  in  plebeian 
pride  and  brilliancy  over  its  aristocratical  neigh 
bour  in  an  adjoining  vase,  a  delicate  and  sickly 
Persian  lilac,  whose  pensile  sprays  drooped  lan 
guidly  even  under  their  scanty  growth  of  yellow 
leaves  and  pale  and  stunted  blossoms.  Here  and 
there,  within  the  flower-knots,  bloomed  a  tuft  of 
double  white  narcissus,  struggling  through  grass 
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and  matted  vegetation.  Some  tall  fris's,  white 
lilies,  and  other  hardy  flowers,  had  also  shot  up 
into  beauty  or  fair  promise ;  but  the  elegant  moss- 
rose  drooped  to  the  earth,  as  if  in  sorrow,  and  its 
half- blighted  buds  lay  cankering  on  the  moss-grown 
path.  The  scene,  desolate  as  it  was,  would  still 
have  been  one  of  beauty  in  decay,  had  the  work  of 
destruction  been  wrought  by  "  Time's  defacing 
fingers  "  only ;  but  man's  more  desecrating  touch 
was  too  perceptible  there ;  and,  independently  of 
peculiar  circumstances  and  associations,  there  is  a 
wide  difference  between  the  pleasing  melancholy 
which  loves  to  meditate  among  ivied  and  moss- 
grown  ruins,  and  that  painful  feeling  with  which 
we  contemplate  the  newness  of  untimely  desolation. 
It  was  a  ghastly  sight  even  to  a  stranger's  eye, 
that  of  the  gaping  void  left  along  one  entire  side  of 
the  little  garden  by  the  demolition  of  the  old  man 
sion  ;  and  the  dreary  effect  of  that  blank  exposure 
was  not  a  little  heightened  by  the  contrasting  in 
congruity  of  the  prospect  beyond,  where  the  great 
gateway  to  what  had  been  the  principal  entrance- 
court  stood  perfectly  isolated  and  entire.  The 
beautiful  gate  of  iron  open  work  closed  between 
the  massy  side-pillars,  on  each  of  which  the  lion 
couchant  of  the  Devereuxs  still  kept  watch  and 
ward  as  proudly  as  when  that  gate  had  unclosed 
in  the  last  reign  of  the  Tudors  to  admit  a  royal 
visitant  and  her  courtly  train. 
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On  either  side,  the  ballustraded  wall  was  wholly 
removed,  so  that  the  eye  ranged  on,  unimpeded  but 
by  the  solitary  gateway,  down  a  triple  avenue  of 
magnificent  elms,  in  whose  tall  tops  the  dark  people, 
who  from  generation  to  generation  had  built  there 
unmolested,  were  fast  assembling  for  the  night ; 
the  mingled  sounds  of  their  hoarse  cawing,  and 
the  rustling  of  innumerable  wings,  adding  in  no 
slight  degree  to  the  impressive  sadness  of  that 
scene  and  hour. 

We  were  now  standing  on  the  lime  and  brick- 
strewn  site  of  what  (L informed  me)  had  been 

the  Library.  All  around  us,  the  vaults  and  cellar 
age  below  were  laid  open  to  view  through  the  bare 
rafters,  from  whence  the  flooring  and  pavement  had 
been  removed;  but  the  boards  were  not  yet  torn 
up  from  that  one  small  spot — so  small  in  its  un- 
walled  exposure,  which  had  been  so  recently  an 
apartment  of  noble  dimensions,  furnished  with  the 
collected  wisdom  of  successive  ages  I  At  one  end 
it  was  of  those  few  square  yards  of  flooring,  that 
a  part  of  the  gable,  including  a  stack  of  chimneys, 
was  still  standing.  We  stood  on  the  hearthstone 
of  what  had  been  the  Library  fireplace  ;  and  high 
above  us,  in  the  naked  wall,  yawned  a  correspond 
ing  aperture,  belonging  to  the  upper  chamber,  which 
had  been  Mr  Devereux's  bedroom,  the  flooring  of 
which  had  been  rent  away  with  the  side  and  parti 
tion  walls,  all  but  a  email  portion  which  hung  slant- 
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ing  from  a  few  rafters  still  adhering  to  the  re 
maining  corner  of  the  end  gable.  The  eyes  of 
my  companions  seemed  drawn  by  sympathetic  im 
pulse  towards  that  forlorn  remnant ;  and,  calling  to 
mind  the  words  of  Hallings,  I  was  at  no  loss  to 
account  for  the  deep  and  sorrowful  interest  with 
which  they  dwelt  upon  it.  After  a  long  pause,  a 
look  of  intelligence  passed  between  them  ;  and  the 
old  man,  first  breaking  silence,  said,  with  a  deep 
sigh, — "  That  is  the  very  place,  sir !  The  very 
spot  where  I  stood  by  the  easy- chair  in  which  my 
dear  master  breathed  his  last,  his  head  supported 
on  my  shoulder." 

"  And  it  was  there  you  found  him,  was  it  not, 
Hallings,  when" 

"  Yes,  sir !  yes !  there,  in  that  very  spot,  from 
whence,  as  you  see,  he  could  just  reach  the  mantel 
shelf,  where  stood" — But  here  the  old  servant  stopt 
abruptly,  glancing  towards  me  a  look  of  troubled 

consciousness  ;  and  L ,  hastening  to  relieve  his 

embarrassment,  said,  "Fear  nothing,  good  Hallings, 
from  my  friend  Hervey  here !  He  is  one  from  whom 
I  have  no  secrets — who  would  feel  as  you  and  I 
do  on  the  subject  of  your  thoughts,  if  he  were 
acquainted  with  it.  But  neither  you  nor  I  must 
now  dwell  on  it  longer.  You  have  said  it,  Hallings 
— '  God  is  merciful ! '  To  Him  we  commit  the 
issue.  And  now,  a  long  farewell  to  Devereux 
Hall!" 
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So  saying,  my  friend  cast  round  him  one  long 
leisurely  survey  of  the  desolated  spot,  turning  again, 
and  lingering  yet  a  moment  on  what  had  been  the 
threshold  of  the  glass  door  into  the  Library.  The 
short  twilight  was  already  brightening  into  silvery 
moonlight,  edging  the  dark  glossy  leaves  of  the 
old  bay-tree  by  the  ruined  gable,  towards  which  its 
tall  spiral  top  (just  agitated  by  a  passing  breeze) 
swayed  with  slow  and  melancholy  motion,  while  a 
shivering  sound  ran  through  the  crisped  foliage 
and  long  rustling  branches,  like  whisperings  and 
lamentations  of  good  genii  departing  from  the  scene 
of  their  long- delegated  guardianship.  As  he  gazed 
with  these  "  thick-coming  fancies  "  on  the  fine  old 
evergreens,  so  magnificent  in  sombre  beauty,  I  was 
startled  by  the  sudden  disturbance  of  its  lower 
boughs,  and  by  a  sound  proceeding  from  them  more 
hoarse  and  deep,  if  not  more  ominous,  than  the  low 
•unearthly  murmurs  I  had  been  listening  to  with 
such  excited  feelings.  My  exclamation  roused 
Hallings  from  the  abstraction  he  had  fallen  into 
while  taking  his  farewell  look  at  all  that  remained 
of  the  venerable  mansion,  and,  turning  towards  the 
object  at  which  I  pointed,  he  said,  with  a  sad  smile, 
"  It  is  my  old  fellow-servant,  sir  1  the  only  one 
besides  me  that  haunts  the  place  now;  but  it  is 
time  he  should  leave  it  too,  for  even  that  tree,  my 
master's  favourite  tree,  that  he  planted  when  a 
child  with  his  own  hands,  will  be  cut  down  to- 
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morrow."  So  saying,  he  gave  a  low  whistle,  and 
calling,  "  Ealph  !  Ealph  ! "  the  well-known  signal 
was  acknowledged  by  an  answering  croak,  and  a 
huge  raven,  hopping  to  the  ground  from  his  dark 
covert  in  the  interior  of  the  bay-tree,  came  towards 
Hallings  with  sedate  and  solemn  gait,  and,  first 
eyeing  the  old  man's  countenance  with  a  look  of 
almost  human  intelligence,  perched  upon  his  ex 
tended  wrist,  and  suffered  himself  to  be  borne  on  it 
as  we  retraced  our  steps  toward  the  cottage,  dis 
coursing  (I  could  have  fancied)  by  sidelong  glances 
at  his  kind  supporter,  of  the  departed  glories  of 
their  master's  house,  and  their  last  look  at  its  un 
timely  ruins. 

CHAPTER  II. 

OUR  ride  home — our  pleasant  moonlight  ride  ! 
was  performed  almost  in  silence.  My  friend's 
thoughts  were  busy  with  sad  and  tender  recollec 
tions,  and  mine  with  the  scene  from  whence  we 
came,  and  the  persons  and  circumstances  I  had 
heard  so  tenderly  spoken  of,  and  mysteriously 
alluded  to.  "  I  must  hear  more  before  I  sleep," 
was  my  inward  soliloquy,  as  we  reined  up  our 
steeds  at  the  lodge  gate  ;  and  forthwith  I  obtained 

a  promise  from  L that  he  would  gratify  my 

curiosity  before  we  retired  for  the  night.  My  fair 
hostess  was  able  and  willing  to  contribute  her  share 
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of  information  on  a  subject  not  less  interesting  to 
her  than  to  her  husband ;  and  from  their  mutual 
reminiscences  I  made  out  a  little  history  of  the  last 
Devereux,  uneventful,  indeed,  for  the  most  part, 
and  not  perfectly  explanatory  in  its  latter  details, 
but  such  a  one  as  may  be  listened  to  without  im 
patience  by  the  indulgent  hearer,  who  has  accom 
panied  me  unwearied  in  my  pilgrimage  to  the 
cottage  of  Matthew  Hallings,  and  to  the  desolated 
site  where  so  lately  stood  the  venerable  fabric  of 
Devereux  Hall. 

The  late  Mr  Devereux  and  his  sister,  said  my 
friend,  were  the  only  children  of  Roger  Devereux, 
Esq.,  and  Dame  Ethelred,  his  wife,  whose  venerable 
and  dignified  old  age  I  well  remember,  for  it  was 
extended  to  such  a  patriarchal  term,  that  "the  young 
folks  "  (as  they  were  wont  to  term  their  son  and 
daughter,  "the  young  Squire  and  Miss,"  as  Mr 
Reginald  and  Miss  Devereux  were  called  by  the 
servants  and  tenantry)  had  attained — the  former  to 
the  mature  age  of  fifty  years — the  latter  to  that  of 
forty-eight,  before  the  children  were  called  on 
to  pay  the  last  duties  to  those  dear  and  honoured 
parents,  to  whom  they  had  been  children  indeed — 
in  a  sense  of  the  word  little  understood  in  our  day  of 
enlightened  liberality,  when,  for  the  most  part,  the 
obsolete  virtues  that  were  then  thought  beautiful 
and  becoming  in  the  filial  character  (deferential 
tenderness  and  submissive  duty),  are  cast  aside 
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with,  other  antique  trumpery,  and  triumphantly 
superseded  by  the  improved  system  of  familiar  in 
tercourse,  on  terms  of  perfect  equality,  friendly  and 
confidential,  or  cold  and  ceremonious,  according  to 
the  character  and  circumstances  of  the  parties, 
whose  filial  and  parental  relations,  like  those  of 
"the  beasts  that  perish,"  appear  to  cease  with  the 
flight  of  the  young  brood,  or  the  sprouting  of  its 
pen-feathers.  I  can  remember  that  when  I  was  an 
idle  boy,  the  antiquated  fashions  of  Devereux  Hall 
sometimes  excited  in  me  "a  laughing  devil,"  that 
was  scarcely  repressed  by  the  frowning  of  my 
anxious  mother,  or  my  own  profound  veneration 
for  our  excellent  friends  and  neighbours — and  that 
the  wicked  spirit  had  nearly  got  the  better  of  me 
on  more  than  one  occasion,  when  Mrs  Devereux 
would  tenderly  censure  for  "youthful  heedlessness 
or  imprudence"  the  sedate  spinster,  whose  years 
outnumbered  those  of  my  own  mother,  or  when  Mr 
Keginald,  while  undergoing  his  seventh  annual 
attack  of  gout,  was  alluded  to  as  "  the  dear  boy," 
by  his  sympathising  father.  But  if  my  boyish  mirth 
was  sometimes  excited  by  these  and  suchlike  inno 
cent  and  natural  incongruities,  far  other  feelings — 
such  as  I  firmly  believe  have  been  happily  influen 
tial  in  the  formation  of  my  character — were  oftener 
awakened  in  me,  by  the  example,  early  witnessed 
at  the  dear  old  Hall,  of  tender  union,  pure  morality, 
and  genuine  Christianity.  And  when  I  look  back 
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upon  those  old  times  and  antiquated  manners  (anti 
quated  even  in  that  long  past  day),  and  contrast 
them  with  our  modern  times  and  modern  code,  I 
am  disposed  to  think  we  have  gained  less  by  ex 
ploding  the  stateliness  and  formality  of  our  ances 
tors,  than  we  have  lost  in  degenerating  from  their 
high-toned  politeness  and  true  English  hospitality 
into  fashionable  ease,  often  (in  the  higher  ranks 
especially)  amounting  to  vulgarity,  and  a  style  of 
living  with  which  it  would  be  absurd  to  connect 
the  idea  of  social  intercourse.  But,  in  fact,  the 
country  gentry  of  England  have  been  long  a  dete 
riorated,  and  will  soon  be  an  extinct  species.  The 
last  perfect  specimens  within  my  knowledge  were 
the  late  possessors  of  Devereux  Hall. 

I  have  told  you  that  Mr  Devereux  and  his  sister 
were  far  advanced  in  life  when  their  parents  paid 
the  debt  of  nature.  Both  were  single,  also,  as  they 
continued  to  the  last  hour  of  their  inseparable  com 
panionship  ;  for,  though  "  the  young  Squire  "  had 
been  early  wedded  to  the  choice  of  his  heart,  and 
the  selected  of  his  parents — a  fair  and  gentle  being, 
who  was  transplanted  to  her  husband's  home,  and 
taken  to  the  bosom  of  his  family,  only  to  win  for 
herself  its  tender  affection  and  undying  remem 
brance — before  the  expiration  of  the  nuptial  year, 
the  young  wife  and  her  new-born  son  slept  in  the 
vault  of  the  Devereuxs,  and  her  sorrowing  husband 
(in  this  instance  only  resisting  the  gently  implied 
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wishes  of  Ms  parents)  could  never  be  prevailed  on 
to  contract  a  second  marriage. 

His  sister  —  the  faithful  sharer  of  all  his  joys 
and  sorrows — was  to  him  as  a  consoling  angel  in 
the  season  of  his  sore  calamity.  Her  mind  (the 
stronger  of  the  two)  was  the  support  of  his  in  its 
great  trial,  and  her  heart,  tender  as  ever  beat  in  a 
woman's  breast,  was  tuned  to  finer  sympathy  with 
his,  by  having  also  undergone  the  touchstone  of 
affliction. 

Eleanor  Devereux  had  been  wooed  and  won  with 
the  parental  sanction — had  loved  tenderly  —  had 
trusted  nobly  —  would  have  wedded  splendidly  in 
the  world's  acceptation.  But  before  the  irrevocable 
knot  was  tied,  the  suspicions  of  her  anxious  father 
were  awakened  by  certain  unguarded  expressions 
of  his  future  son-in-law,  which  led  to  serious  inves 
tigation  on  the  part  of  Mr  Devereux,  and  a  reluc 
tant,  but  unqualified  avowal,  of  more  than  scepticism 
on  the  most  sacred  subject,  from  him  to  whom  the 
truly  Christian  parent  was  about  to  commit  the 
earthly  welfare  of  his  beloved  child,  and  perhaps  her 
eternal  interests.  Mr  Devereux  shrank  not  for  a 
moment  from  the  fulfilment  of  the  duty  imposed  on 
him  by  this  painful  discovery.  But  when  he  im 
parted  it  to  his  darling,  and  required  from  her  the 
sacrifice  of  those  innocent  hopes  which  had  grown 
up  under  the  fullest  sanction  of  parental  encourage 
ment,  the  utmost  exertions  of  manly  fortitude,  based 


DEVEREUX   HALL.  81 

on  Christian  principle,  alone  enabled  him  to  perse 
vere  in  his  painful  duty.  There  was  no  passionate 
remonstrance,  no  resisting  wilfulness,  no  ebullition 
of  violent  feeling,  on  the  part  of  the  mild  and  right- 
minded  Eleanor  ;  but  the  quivering  lip,  the  swim 
ming  upraised  eye,  the  voice  that  faltered  and 
failed  in  its  endeavour  to  articulate  her  acquies 
cence  to  the  required  sacrifice — this  voiceless  elo 
quence  went  to  the  father's  heart,  and  his  tears 
mingled  with  hers  as  he  clasped  her  to  his  breast, 
inwardly  ejaculating,  almost  in  the  words  of  the 
prophet-king — "  Would  to  God  I  could  suffer  alone 
for  thee,  my  child  !  my  child  t  "  For  a  while  the 
hopeful  tenderness  of  woman's  nature  delayed  Elea 
nor's  final  decision,  speciously  whispering  to  her 
heart  the  possible  blessedness  of  converting  dark 
ness  into  light,  by  the  influence  of  holy  example, 
and  love's  unwearying  persuasiveness.  But  the 
parental  guardian  was  near,  to  suggest  to  her  the 
dangerous  fallacy  of  that  fond  illusion,  and  Eleanor's 
love,  though  true  and  tender  as  ever  woman  felt, 
was  not  the  blinding,  all-engrossing  passion  "  which 
refuses  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  charmer,  charm  he 
never  so  wisely."  She  wept  and  spoke  not,  but 
retired  to  her  chamber,  and  for  that  day  was  seen 
no  more ;  but  the  next  morning  brought  her  to  her 
parents'  feet,  with  a  colourless  cheek  indeed,  but  a 
look  of  such  heavenly  composure,  as  seemed  re 
flected  from  the  source  of  light  to  which  she  had 
2  N 


82  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

resorted  in  her  hour  of  mental  darkness  and  dis 
tress  ;  and  though  she  hid  her  face  on  her  mother's 
lap,  and  her  soft  voice  trembled  in  uttering  the  de 
cisive  words,  they  were  spoken — the  renunciation 
was  made — and  the  sacrifice  complete.  How  dear 
it  cost  her,  was  known  only  to  God  and  her  own 
heart ;  for,  having  renounced  (as  it  then  seemed  to 
her)  every  view  of  earthly  happiness  for  herself, 
she  devoted  herself  the  more  assiduously  to  pro 
mote  that  of  her  parents  and  her  brother,  and  of 
every  living  creature  within  the  sphere  of  her  be 
nign  influence,  till  at  last,  and  by  insensible  degrees, 
she  became  blest  in  the  consciousness  of  blessing, 
and  never  for  one  moment  of  her  after  life  did  she 
repent  the  act  of  that  hour,  the  sharp  agony  of 
which  had  left  behind  it  "  Peace  which  passeth 
understanding."  But  from  thenceforth  the  lot  of 
Eleanor  Devereux  was  one  of  fixed  celibacy.  Hers 
were  not  transferable  affections ;  and  however,  for 
her  sake,  the  fond  parents  might  have  wished  it 
otherwise,  they  could  ill  resist  the  pleading  of  the 
dutiful  child,  who  only  prayed  to  be  allowed  to 
cleave  to  them,  and  them  only,  and  to  her  dear 
brother,  in  this  life,  as  she  hoped  to  be  reunited  to 
them  in  eternity.  So  it  came  to  pass  that  the  elder 
branch  of  the  House  of  Devereux  was  destined  to 
become  extinct,  when  the  bachelor  brother  and  his 
maiden  sister  were  removed  from  the  Hall  of  their 
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ancestors  to  the  family  burying-place,  in  the  chan 
cel  of  their  parish  church. 

After  the  year  of  mourning  and  seclusion,  reli 
giously  observed  by  Mr  Reginald  and  his  sister,  for 
the  loss  of  their  last  surviving  parent,  all  things  at 
the  Hall  fell  into  their  former  course,  and,  save  the 
diminution  of  the  family  circle,  and  that  the  places 
of  the  revered  elders  at  the  hospitable  board  were 
now  filled  by  their  filial  successors,  little  change  was 
perceptible  to  readmitted  guests ;  and  the  brother 
and  sister  resumed  those  habits  of  social  intercourse 
with  the  large  and  respectable  surrounding  neigh 
bourhood,  which  it  had  been  the  pleasure  and  prin 
ciple  of  their  parents  to  maintain,  as  in  like  man 
ner  devolved  upon  them  by  the  example  of  revered 
progenitors. 

The  Devereuxs  had  been  at  one  time  the  wealthi 
est,  as  they  continued  to  be  the  most  ancient  family, 
in  their  part  of  the  country  ;  and  on  the  succession 
of  the  last  lineal  descendant  to  the  inheritance  of 
his  forefathers,  the  same  liberality,  and  even  stately 
hospitality,  characterised  the  general  establishment 
and  style  of  entertainment  at  Bevereux  Hall,  as  had 
distinguished  it  under  the  rule  of  many  preceding 
generations.  Far  less  did  it  enter  into  the  contem 
plation  of  the  last  Devereux  to  diminish  aught  of 
the  munificent  charities  which  had  so  long  dispensed 
comfort  and  gladness,  not  only  among  the  depend- 
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ants  of  the  family,  and  the  peasantry  on  their  estate, 
but  in  every  poor  man's  cottage  for  many  miles 
around  the  venerable  Hall.  The  bounteous  stream 
flowed  in  its  several  channels  with  unabated  regu 
larity,  and  little  was  it  suspected  by  any  of  those 
who  shared  as  friends  or  dependants  in  its  diffusive 
plenteousness,  that  the  waters  at  the  source  were 
already  shrunken,  and  threatened  with  fatal  diver 
sion  from  their  ancient  courses. 

Yet  such  was  the  melancholy  fact,  though  known 
only  to  Mr  Devereux,  his  confidential  man  of  law, 
and  his  distant  relation,  Mr  Heneage  Devereux,  of 
whom  you  may  remember  Old  Hallings  made  men 
tion  in  terms  of  no  special  reverence,  while  we  stood 
among  the  ruins  of  the  demolished  mansion.  That 
man  has  been  indeed  a  serpent  in  the  bosom  of  his 
noble  unsuspecting  kinsman. 

Very  distantly  related  to  the  family  of  Devereux 
Hall,  and  still  less  akin  by  congeniality  of  character 
to  its  respected  possessors,  between  them  and  Mr 
Heneage  Devereux  little  social  intercourse  had  at 
any  time  been  kept  up,  though,  unfortunately  for 
my  venerable  friend^communication  on  matters  of 
business  became  but  too  frequent  between  him  and 
his  wily  kinsman,  who  acquired  over  him  a  strange 
and  at  the  time  inexplicable  ascendancy;  inexpli 
cable  even  to  Mrs  Eleanor,  whose  stronger  mind 
(had  she  been  early  aware  of  her  brother's  circum- 
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stances)  might  have  counteracted  the  influence  so 
banefully  exerted  on  his  feebler  character. 

But  loving  her,  dearly  as  ever  brother  loved  the 
dearest  sister — cherishing  her  as  the  inestimable 
companion — the  faithful  friend — almost  the  guardian 
angel  of  his  life,  Mr  Devereux's  affection  lacked  that 
perfect  confidence  which  "  casteth  out  fear;"  for, 
strange  as  was  the  anomaly,  from  some  instinctive 
sense  of  weakness  and  inferiority,  he  stood  in  awe 
of  the  opinion  of  that  gentle  being  whose  tender 
ness  and  devotion  to  him  were  almost  deferential. 
Motives  of  tenderness  towards  her — a  desire  to  spare 
her  the  participation  of  his  corroding  cares,  had 
doubtless  their  share  in  his  ill-starred  system  of 
concealment  —  and  having  no  other  confidential 
friend  and  adviser,  so  it  was  that  he  became  the 
prey — alasl  I  fear  the  victim — of  his  calculating, 
unprincipled  relation. 

I  cannot  detail  to  you — for  all  such  are  unknown 
to  me — the  minute  and  particular  circumstances  of 
those  pecuniary  transactions  between  my  old  friend 
and  Mr  Heneage  Devereux,  which  ended  in  results 
so  fatal  to  the  former;  but  I  have  reason  to  believe 
that  Mr  Heneage,  who  had  accumulated  considerable 
wealth  in  mercantile  speculations,  found  means  in 
the  first  place  to  possess  himself  of  certain  bond 
debts  and  considerable  mortgages  on  the  property, 
incurred  by  the  father  and  grandfather  of  Mr  Deve- 
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reux,  as  the  pressure  of  the  times  or  untoward 
casualties  forced  upon  them  the  alternative  of  so 
burdening  the  family  property,  or  the  more  energetic 
measure  of  wise  and  timely  retrenchment.  Mr 
Devereux's  legal  adviser  was  undoubtedly  in  the 
interest  of  his  speculating  kinsman,  whose  primary 
object  was  to  secure  to  himself  the  reversion  of  the 
family  property,  the  entail  of  which  ended  with  the 
late  possessors.  And  Mr  Heneage  was  well  aware 
that  he  had  no  chance  of  being  voluntarily  selected 
as  the  heir  of  the  Devereuxs. 

Not  only  had  there  been  a  long- subsisting  es 
trangement  between  the  ancient  stock  and  that  dis 
tant  branch  from  which  Mr  Heneage  derived  his 
descent,  though  a  frigid  intercourse  was  formally 
kept  up  by  visits  at  stated  peiiods,  and  letters  of 
ceremony  as  occasion  called  for  them ;  but  on  the 
part  of  the  late  Mr  Devereux  there  was  evidently  a 
degree  of  instinctive  repugnance  towards  his  distant 
relation,  which  would  have  amounted  to  aversion, 
had  his  kindly  and  gentle  nature  been  capable  of  so 
unchristian-like  a  feeling.  No  two  characters  could 
have  been  more  dissimilar  than  these  two  kinsmen. 
I  have  already  dwelt  affectionately  on  the  amiability 
of  Mr  Devereux.  I  have  also  touched  on  its  slight 
alloy — a  degree  of  moral  weakness,  in  part  doubtless 
inherent  in  his  nature,  but  which,  from  the  circum 
stances  of  his  life  and  long  indulgence  of  his  tastes 
and  feelings,  had  grown  into  constitutional  infirmity, 
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which  made  him  an  easy  prey  to  the  bold  and  de 
signing. 

Mr  Devereux's  manners  and  habits  were  those  of 
refined  elegance,  his  tastes  and  opinions  nice  even 
to  fastidiousness ;  and  his  perceptions  acute  on  some 
points  to  a  degree  of  sickliness.  His  very  person 
was  cast  as  if  for  an  appropriate  mould  to  enshrine 
this  fine  frame  of  moral  organisation.  Small,  deli 
cate,  beautifully  proportioned,  with  hands  and  feet 
of  almost  feminine  moulding — while  those  of  Cousin 

Heneage ! How  have  I  seen  the  slender  fingers 

of  my  dear  old  friend  shrink  from  the  vice-like  grasp 
of  that  coarse  bony  hand,  that  looked  capable  of 
crushing  it  to  atoms,  together  with  the  large  mourn 
ing  ring  on  the  little  finger,  the  oval  of  which,  set 
with  diamonds,  encircled  a  groundwork  of  fair  silky 
hair,  bearing  the  device  of  an  urn  and  a  weeping 
willow,  in  small  brilliants. 

During  the  last  few  years  of  Mr  Devereux's  life, 
it  became  too  evident  to  his  old  and  true  friends 
that,  notwithstanding  his  ill-concealed  repugnance 
to  Cousin  Heneage,  the  man  had  by  some  unaccount 
able  means  obtained  an  extraordinary  influence  over 
him — a  baneful  influence,  that  by  degrees  super 
seded  that  mild  persuasive  power  hitherto  exercised 
so  beneficially  for  Mr  Devereux,  by  the  faithful  com 
panion  of  his  life — the  tenderest  of  sisters.  His 
affection  for  her  was  evidently  unabated.  His 
tender  solicitude  for  her,  as  the  growing  infirmities 
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of  advanced  life  rendered  her  more  feeble  and  deli 
cate,  was  peculiarly  affecting,  from  the  circumstances 
of  his  own  age,  and  more  evident  decay,  and  from 
the  expression  of  anxious  sadness  with  which  he 
often  regarded  her.  What,  then,  was  the  surprise 
of  their  mutual  friends,  when  the  wife  of  Mr  Heneage 
Devereux  accompanied  her  husband  in  one  of  his 
now  frequent  visits  to  the  Hall,  and  was  received  by 
Mr  Devereux  as  an  invited  guest! 

Cousin  Heneage  had  promoted  this  lady  from  the 
superintendence  of  his  kitchen  to  that  of  his  family, 
and  the  honours  of  a  lawful  wife,  but  he  did  not 
deem  it  requisite  to  notify  the  forming  of  so  respect 
able  a  connection  to  the  then  surviving  parents  of 
Mr  Devereux ;  neither  did  the  birth  of  some  half- 
score  promising  babes,  with  whom  he  was  presented 
in  yearly  succession,  form  part  of  the  formal  com 
munications  addressed  at  stated  periods  to  his  kins 
man  at  the  Hall.  And  when  he  occasionally  pre 
sented  himself  in  person,  no  allusion  was  ever  made 
on  either  side  to  the  lady  or  her  progeny,  till  the 
time  I  mentioned,  about  three  years  preceding  the 
death  of  my  venerable  friend.  Imagine,  then,  the 
consternation  of  Mrs  Eleanor,  when  her  brother,  with 
an  abruptness  of  manner  very  different  from  his 
usual  address,  requested  her  to  prepare  herself  for 
the  reception  of  Mrs  Heneage  Devereux,  who,  with 
her  husband  and  three  elder  children,  a  son  and  two 
daughters,  between  the  ages  of  fifteen  and  one-and- 
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twenty,  would  arrive  the  day  following,  to  make 
some  stay  at  the  Hall.  It  so  happened  that  I  went 
over  to  pay  a  visit  to  my  friends  on  the  morning  of 
this  strange  communication,  and  was  ushered  into 
Mrs  Eleanor's  morning  room,  just  as  her  brother  left 
it,  passing  me  with  a  hurried  excuse,  and  in  evident 
agitation.  I  found  the  sister  flushed,  and  trembling 
with  surprise  and  pain ;  and  it  was  in  vain  that  she 
endeavoured  to  welcome  me  with  her  usual  serenity, 
and  the  kind  sweet  smile  that  was  wont  to  light  up 
her  benevolent  countenance  at  sight  of  those  she 
loved  and  valued :  when  I  took  her  hand  with  the 
inquiring  look  of  affectionate  concern  it  was  impos 
sible  not  to  feel  at  the  thought  that  any  distressful 
circumstance  should  wound  the  heart  of  that  gentle 
and  heavenly -minded  creature,  the  tears  gushed 
from  her  eyes,  and  with  a  tremulous  tone,  she  related 
to  me  the  short  and  peremptory  communication  just 
made  to  her  by  her  brother. 

"  And  such  a  brother!"  she  exclaimed,  while  her 
voice  trembled  with  emotion — "  You  knew  him,  Mr 

L ;  you  have  known  him  from  your  childhood; 

the  best  and  kindest  of  human  beings — one  from 
whose  lips  no  living  creature  ever  heard  a  harsh  or 
an  ungentle  word.  And  to  me,  what  has  he  not  been! 
— in  what  perfect  love  and  unity  have  we  not  dwelt 
together  all  our  long  lives ! — But  that  fearful  man ! 
— that  hard,  coarse-minded  Heneage  Devereux!  Is 
it  to  be  believed  that  that  man  should  step  in  between 
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my  brother  and  myself — not  sundering  our  hearts, 
for  that  is  impossible;  but  causing  reserve  on  the 
part  of  my  dear  brother,  in  lieu  of  that  perfect  con 
fidence  he  ever  placed  in  me?  What  can  be  the 
nature  of  the  influence  that  has  so  changed  him? 
and  how  has  it  been  acquired  ?  I  am  sure  his  heart 
bled  but  now,  when,  as  if  compelled  by  some  dire 
necessity,  he  desired  me  to  prepare  for  the  reception 
of  Mrs  Heneage  Devereux ;  but  when  I  would  have 
uttered — as  well  as  the  suddenness  of  my  surprise 
permitted — a  few  words  of  gentle  remonstrance,  my 
brother  stopt  me,  with  an  almost  stern  reiteration  of 
his  wishes,  and  turned  from  me  as  if  in  anger.  But  it 
was  not  so ;  it  was  in  deep  distress,  I  am  certain,  Mr 
L ,  and  therefore  it  is  that  you  find  me  thus  over 
powered;  for  what  fearful  cause  can  so  move  my  dear 
brother,  and  instigate  his  present  determination?" 

You  may  readily  believe  how  tenderly  I  sympa 
thised  in  the  anxiety  and  distress  of  my  venerable 
friend,  though  powerless  to  give  her  comfort,  for 
my  mind  was  painfully  impressed  with  similar  ap 
prehensions  ;  and  vague  surmises  had  for  some  time 
haunted  me,  that  all  was  not  well  with  the  circum 
stances  of  Mr  Devereux.  As  we  talked  together — 
forming  various  conjectures  respecting  the  motives 
which  could  have  led  him  to  put  such  violence  on 
his  feelings,  and  even  on  his  sense  of  propriety,  as 
to  require  his  respectable  sister  to  receive,  in  the 
house  of  their  ancestors,  a  person  so  every  way  un- 
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worthy  of  admittance  there  as  was  the  wife  of  Mr 
Heneage  Devereux — the  sad  gleams  of  truth  seemed 
to  flash  momentarily  across  the  mind  of  Mrs  Eleanor; 
and  as  I  considered  the  matter,  my  previous  sus 
picions  became  more  definite.  But  still,  save  and 
except  the  late  inconsistencies  of  Mr  Devereux's 
conduct  in  relation  to  his  subtle  and  unprepossess 
ing  kinsman,  there  had  been  nothing — absolutely 
nothing — in  his  conduct  and  apparent  circumstances, 
to  warrant  a  doubt  respecting  the  perfect  order  and 
prosperousness  of  his  worldly  affairs.  And  I  felt  a 
delicacy — or  rather  a  difficulty — in  discussing  the 
subject  with  Mrs  Eleanor,  which  restrained  me  from 
fully  opening  my  mind  to  her.  I  have  regretted 
more  than  once  that  I  did  not  overcome  this  morbid 
feeling,  and  that,  overstepping,  in  the  zeal  and 
truth  of  friendship,  the  shallow  suggestions  of  false 
delicacy,  I  had  not  spoken  openly  even  to  Mr  Deve 
reux.  I  might  have  spoken  in  time.  One  friendly 
hand  stretched  out  in  time  might  have  prevented 
.  .  .  But  I  cannot  dwell  on  that  conjecture — It 
is  too  painful. 

Well !  I  know  not  how  the  reception  day  passed 
off,  nor  how  dear  Mrs  Eleanor  was  supported  through 
her  distressing  task.  But  when  I  called,  a  few 
days  after,  at  the  Hall,  I  found  her  apparently  re 
conciled  to  the  appointed  trial,  looking,  indeed, 
more  pale  and  serious  than  was  usual  with  her,  but 
not  less  serenely  composed,  and  her  manner,  and 
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the  expression  of  her  countenance,  when  she  ad 
dressed  her  brother,  or  looked  towards  him,  was 
almost  heavenly — so  eloquent  of  the  tenderest  com 
passion  and  respect.  But  that  brother ! — my  old 
respected  friend — how  had  a  few  days  of  mental 
misery — the  truth  was  evident — how  fearfully  had 
those  few  days  altered  him  I  He  was  alone  with  his 
sister  when  I  entered  his  morning  room. 

"A  little  indisposed,"  he  said,  smiling;  "and 
faint,  from  the  unusual  heat."  And  she  stood  by 
him  as  he  reclined  in  his  easy-chair,  to  take  back 
the  wine-glass,  in  which  she  had  just  administered 
to  him  some  drops  of  ether.  The  ancient  hand 
maiden,  with  whom  you  have  made  acquaintance, 
was  in  attendance  with  the  salver,  and  having  re 
ceived  the  empty  glass  from  her  lady,  withdrew 
with  a  respectful  curtsy  to  myself,  and,  as  she 
passed  me,  and  her  eyes  met  mine,  I  saw  they 
were  glistening  with  tears. 

My  old  friend  stretched  out  to  me  a  trembling 
hand,  and  apologised,  with  his  wonted  and  unfailing 
courtesy,  for  not  rising  to  receive  me :  "  But  Eleanor, 
insists  on  it  that  I  have  over-exerted  myself  lately," 
he  observed,  smiling  affectionately  on  her ;  "  and  I 
must  be  rude  and  self-indulgent  to  oblige  her,  and 
to  recruit  myself,  to  meet  my  guests  at  dinner. 
They  are  so  good  as  to  excuse  me  in  the  morning," 
he  added  hurriedly,  and  a  faint  blush  passed  over 
his  countenance  as  he  continued  with  averted  eyes,. 
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"  By  the  by,  L ,  you  have  heard  from  my  sis 
ter,  that  I  have  felt  it  due  to  my  cousin  Heneage 
to  invite  his  wife  and  part  of  his  family  to  the  Hall  ? 
His  feelings  were  naturally  hurt  by  their  exclusion 

from  it — and — and" The  struggle   to   proceed 

was  a  painful  one,  but  he  achieved  it,  and  in  a  firmer 
tone,  and  with  eyes  that  were  raised  to  meet  mine 
with  a  deprecating  look,  went  on  to  say, — "  You 

are  aware,  L ,  that  I  should  not  willingly  have 

imposed  on  my  dear  sister  the  irksomeness  of  re 
ceiving  as  a  guest  a  person  so  ill  qualified  to  asso 
ciate  with  her  as  is  Mrs  Heneage  Devereux,  by 

birth  and  breeding,  and  perhaps — I  fear  " And 

again  his  voice  faltered,  and  his  eye  avoided  mine — 
"  I  fear,  by  other  circumstances,  previous  to  her 
union  with  my  cousin;  but  he  is  my  cousin,  you 
know,  and — and — my  dear  sister  could  not  disoblige 
me ;" — and  as  he  pressed  his  lips  to  her  hand  as  it 
lay  upon  the  arm  of  his  easy-chair,  I  saw  a  tear 
drop  on  it  from  his  closed  eyelids.  "  Of  course," 
he  continued,  recovering  himself  after  a  moment's 
pause,  during  which  I  had  endeavoured  to  relieve 
liis  distress  by  a  few  cheerful,  though  scarce  con 
nected  words — "  Of  course,  during  the  time  of  my 
cousin's  visit  to  us,  we  shall  live  secluded  from  our 
friends  and  neighbours ;  for  I  cannot  expect  from 
any  lady  the  complaisance  of  meeting  Mrs  Heneage 
Devereux  at  my  table."  Yet  he  looked  at  me  half- 
imploringly  as  he  spoke,  and  it  would  be  impossible 
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for  me  to  describe  the  expression  of  grateful  affec 
tion  which  beamed  in  the  countenances  of  both 
brother  and  sister,  when  I  hastened  to  remove  the 
humiliating  doubt,  by  exclaiming,  "Whatever  be 
your  intention  with  regard  to  the  neighbourhood  in 
general,  my  dear  sir,  do  not  flatter  yourself  you  will 
so  easily  banish  your  old  and  attached  friends. 
Neither  my  wife  nor  I  could  endure  a  week's  exclu 
sion  from  Devereux  Hall,  and  I  think  it  is  more 
than  that  period  of  time  since  we  have  sat  at  your 

hospitable  board.  Mrs  L would  take  it  kindly 

if  you  were  to  invite  us  for  to-morrow,  and  we 
would  do  our  best  to  help  you  to  entertain  these 
inconvenient  visitors." 

Mr  Devereux  grasped  my  hand,  and  looked  his 
grateful  acquiescence  to  my  proposal,  for  it  was 
more  than  a  minute  before  he  could  speak  it  audi 
bly,  and  I  left  my  valued  friends  that  morning  with 
the  comfort  of  believing  that  I  had  been  so  fortunate 
as  to  evince  my  affection  for  them  in  the  way  most 
grateful  and  soothing  to  their  feelings. 

As  I  passed  through  the  Hall  in  my  way  out,  the 
door  of  the  eating-room  burst  open,  and  out  rushed 
a  couple  of  overdressed  hoydens,  with  flame -col 
oured  faces  and  arms,  followed  by  a  hopeful  youth, 
all  shirt-collar  and  cravat,  booted  and  spurred,  and 
armed  with  a  dog- whip,  which  he  flourished  in  play 
ful  menace  after  the  fair  fugitives,  eloquently  apos 
trophising  them  with — "  Hoie!  hoie!  little  dogs  ! — 
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That's  it,  Loa  I—Well  run,  Phil !— Unkennel  the  old 
one  I  "  At  sight  of  me  the  frolicsome  trio  slunk  back 
somewhat  confused,  and  a  shrill  female  voice  called 
out  from  the  eating-room,  in  a  half-laughing,  half- 
wrathful  tone,  "  Come  back,  you  combustions  cre- 
turs  !  Come  back,  I  tell  ye,  or  I'll  tell  your  Pa 
when  he  comes  in.  Let  alone  your  sisters,  do,  Watty, 
dear!  or  you'll  tear  their  tails  again,  as  you  did 
yesterday,  wi'  them  there  nasty  spurs!  "  My  incli 
nation  to  laugh  was  overpowered  by  sensations  of  a 
very  different  nature  as  I  hurried  past  the  scene  of 
uproarious  vulgarity,  and  I  rode  away  from  the  old 
Hall,  with  a  full  heart,  well-nigh  lamenting  that  the 
last  lineal  descendants  of  the  Devereuxs  had  lived 
so  long  as  to  witness  its  desecration. 

From  that  day  forward  .  .  .  But  I  should  tell 
you  that  my  dear  wife  gave  her  ready  assent  to  the 
engagement  I  had  ventured  to  make  for  both  of  us, 
though  she  accompanied  me  next  day  to  the  Hall 
in  painful  expectation  of  witnessing  the  annoyance 
and  distress  of  our  valued  friends.  But  the  perfect 
good-breeding  of  Mr  Devereux  and  his  sister,  espe 
cially  the  dignified  self-possession  of  Mrs  Eleanor, 
prevented  all  outward  manifestation  of  what  must 
have  been  the  inward  feeling.  We  found  them 
assembled  in  the  drawing-room  with  their  unconge 
nial  guests,  and  two  neighbouring  gentlemen,  old 
bachelor  friends  of  Mr  Devereux,  who  had  dropt  in 
uninvited  to  dinner.  We  were  previously  acquaint- 
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ed  with  Mr  Heneage,  but  were,  of  course,  introduced 
to  his  lady  and  her  daughters,  and  Walter  Heneage 
Devereux,  jun.,  who  bobbed  his  chin  into  the  depths 
of  his  starched  cravat  in  the  most  approved  style 
of  dandy  vulgarity — and  Mrs  and  Misses  Heneages  ! 
Heavens  !  that  such  masses  of  coarseness,  finery, 
and  ignorant  assumption,  should  have  borne  in  com 
mon  with  our  venerable  friends  the  honoured  name 
of  Devereux!  It  was  my  office  (Mr  Devereux  having 
led  out  my  wife)  to  conduct  Mrs  Heneage  to  the 
dining-room ;  and  had  my  feelings  been  less  pain 
fully  excited,  I  should  have  been  amused  at  her 
evidently  first  attempt  at  the  assumption  of  aristo- 
cratical  ease  and  urbanity,  as,  thrusting  her  huge 
thick  arm  through  mine  up  to  the  elbow,  she  leant 
on  me  with  a  weight  that  would  have  annihilated 
the  fragile  frame  of  our  venerable  host,  and  must 
have  left  on  my  arm  the  impression  of  the  gilt  jack- 
chain  she  wore  by  way  of  bracelet. 

Ludicrous  as  was  throughout  the  day  the  deport 
ment  of  these  incongruous  personages,  the  remem 
brance  of  it  is,  even  now,  too  painful,  as  connected 
with  the  distress  and  humiliated  feelings  of  my 
lamented  friends,  for  me  to  enter  more  fully  into 
details  that  might  be  amusing  enough  under  other 
circumstances.  Whatever,  however,  must  have  been 
the  feelings  of  our  host  and  hostess,  they  were  never 
for  a  moment  betrayed  into  visible  annoyance  by 
the  species  of  martyrdom  to  which  they  were  sub- 
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jected  ;  and  the  remarkably  dignified,  though  gen 
tle  deportment  of  Mrs  Eleanor  in  particular,  was 
not  without  its  triumph  in  obtaining  for  her  a  de 
gree  of  involuntary  deference,  even  from  the  coarse- 
minded  persons  who  were  incapable  of  appreciating 
her  real  claims.  Yet  once  (I  remember  it  now) — 
once  she  was  moved  to  the  utterance  of  a  reproof, 
the  severity  of  which  was  felt  rather  than  under 
stood  by  the  vulgar  mind  of  Mrs  Heneage,  who  had 
provoked  it  by  some  offensive  comment  on  the  por 
trait  of  "the  old  lady  there,"  as  she  familiarly  desig 
nated  the  late  Mrs  Devereux.  "I  am  sure,  madam, 
you  are  not  aware,"  said  the  dear  Mrs  Eleanor, 
while  her  sweet  voice  faltered  with  emotion,  and  a 
faint  blush  suffused  her  venerable  face, — "  I  am  sure 
you  cannot  be  aware  that  the  lady  represented  by 
that  portrait  was  our  dear  and  venerated  mother,  to 
whose  lifeless  resemblance  even,  I  should  hope,  no 
person  would  knowingly  allude  disrespectfully, 
least  of  all  in  the  presence  of  her  children."  The 
woman  to  whom  this  mild  rebuke  was  addressed, 
coloured,  fidgeted,  fanned  herself  violently,  and 
glancing  as  if  half  frightened  towards  her  hus 
band,  who  frowned  tremendously,  stammered  out 
something  of  an  apology,  which  was  accepted  with 
a  grave  and  silent  inclination  of  the  head,  as  Mrs 
Eleanor  rose  to  lead  the  way  into  the  drawing-room. 
The  scenes  I  have  sketched  so  hastily  are  but 
samples  of  a  long  long  series  of  annoyances  and 
2  o 
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mortifications,  to  which  my  dear  friends  were  from 
thenceforward  subjected  at  frequent  intervals,  until 
the  close  of  the  clouded  evening  of  their  lives  ;  for 
the  air  of  Devereux  Hall  was  found  to  be  particu 
larly  beneficial  to  the  delicate  health  of  Mrs  Hene- 
age,  and  the  bloom  (as  she  termed  it)  of  the  full 
blown  peonys,  her  daughters,  besides  that  Walter 
Heneage,  jun.,  took  especial  pleasure  in  thinning 
Mr  Devereux's  preserves,  and  insolently  trespassing 
on  those  of  the  neighbouring  gentlemen,  who  sub 
mitted  more  patiently  to  the  young  Cockney's  in 
roads  than  they  would  have  done,  but  for  their 
regard  and  respect  for  their  venerable  neighbour, 
whose  moral  thraldom  to  his  stern  repulsive  kins 
man  was  now  generally  known  and  compassionated, 
as  the  fatal  cause  became  gradually,  and  at  last 
strongly  suspected.  Some  attempts  were  made  by 
myself  and  others  to  invite  the  confidence  of  Mr 
Devereux  ;  but  from  all  allusion  to  that  mysterious 
influence  so  visibly  exercised  over  him,  he  shrank 
with  a  morbid  sensitiveness  which  made  it  impos 
sible  to  proceed,  without  seriously  offending ;  and 
when  I  last  conferred  on  the  subject  with  Mrs 
Eleanor,  she  requested  me,  with  tears,  to  desist 
from  all  farther  interposition,  "  for,  alas  !  "  said  the 
dear  lady,  "  all  such  attempts  are,  I  am  convinced, 
hopeless,  and  only  inflict  additional  pain  on  my 
beloved  brother,  even  exciting  in  him  a  degree  of 
irritability,  of  which  his  mild  spirit  was  till  lately 
unsusceptible."  My  late  observations  of  the  change 
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in  Mr  Devereux's  once  equable  temper,  but  too 
well  corroborated  the  qualified  and  reluctant  hint 
thus  drawn  from  his  devoted  sister ;  and  to  me  it 
was  obvious,  likewise,  that  the  mental  powers  of 
my  venerable  friend,  always  more  characterised 
by  kindliness  of  nature,  than  by  admixture  of  the 
"  sterner  stuff,"  which  goes  to  the  composition  of 
moral  strength,  had  been  for  some  time  yielding  to 
the  weight  of  some  intolerable  burden,  and  that  as 
years  and  infirmities  grew  upon  him,  his  natural 
timidity  became  almost  shyness,  and  so  helped  to  pre 
clude  him  from  the  benefit  of  good  offices  which  many 
were  ready  to  render  him,  had  the  least  opening  on  his 
part  encouraged  them  to  solicit  greater  confidence. 

But  the  days  drew  near  when  our  poor  friend 
was  to  be  bereaved  of  his  last  earthly  comfort — the 
companionship  of  this  tender  sister,  who  had  said 
truly,  "  That  no  evil  influence  could  ever  estrange 
their  hearts  from  each  other,  however  it  might  have 
robbed  her  of  her  brother's  confidence."  As  they 
had  grown  up  together  in  love  and  unity,  so  was 
her  life  devoted  to  him  to  the  last,  and  her  faithful 
ness  perfected  in  the  manner  of  her  death.  For 
though  he  never  knew  it  (thank  God !  that  drop 
of  bitterness  was  spared),  her  life  was  sacrificed  to 
her  anxiety  for  his  comfort,  and  her  reluctance  to 
cause  him  a  moment's  distress,  or  even  impatience, 
which  it  was  in  her  power  to  avert. 

For  many  years  Mrs  Eleanor  Devereux,  as  well 
as  her  brother,  had  been  subject  to  periodical  fits 
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of  gout,  tlieir  hereditary  malady.  Mr  Devereux's 
attacks  had  always  been  most  obstinate  and  painful, 
though  never  alarming,  as  affecting  only  the  hands 
and  feet.  His  sister's  were  still  slighter,  though 
more  frequent,  and  she  even  forgot  her  own  pain,  or 
thanked  God  it  was  so  moderate,  causing  only  a  tem 
porary  lameness  —  and  leaving  her  hands  free  to 
minister,  as  only  hers  could  minister,  to  the  comfort 
of  her  more  suffering  brother.  As  both  advanced  in 
age,  however,  the  disease  gained  ground  on  both. 

Mr  Devereux  was  subjected  to  long  and  excru 
ciating  torture,  and  almost  helplessness,  being  en 
tirely  confined  to  his  bed  and  easy-chair ;  and  not 
being  aware — for  she  never  complained — that  his 
sister  was  often  suffering  at  the  same  time,  though 
not  equally  with  himself,  he  not  only  accepted,  as 
he  had  been  wont  to  do,  that  unwearied  attention 
and  that  tender  ministry  to  which  she  had  so  long 
accustomed  him,  but  unconsciously  became  more 
exacting  and  more  difficult  to  please,  as  his  mind 
and  temper  became  enfeebled  and  irritable,  from 
natural  causes  of  decay,  and  the  more  fatal  inroads 
of  unconfided  care.  So  it  was  that  at  seasons  of 
suffering  he  could  scarcely  endure  her  absence  for 
an  hour  together  ;  and  when  the  cruel  malady  left 
him  free  from  pain,  but  reduced  to  greater  feeble 
ness,  as  little  could  he  spare  her  from  the  side  of 
his  garden  seat,  or  study  chair,  who  was  the  sharer 
of  all  his  intellectual  pleasures,  as  she  was  the 
soother  of  his  bodily  anguish. 
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And  when  his  evil  genius  was  about  him  in  the 
shape  of  cousin  Heneage,  ill  could  the  tender  sister 
brook  the  thought  of  leaving  him  to  that  hateful 
companionship,  from  which  he  evidently  shrank 
with  increasing  repugnance,  though  too  frequently 
compelled,  as  it  seemed,  by  some  secret  necessity, 
to  submit  to  long  private  conferences  with  his  dark 
kinsman.  From  these  interviews,  I  have  since 
heard  from  Hallings,  he  always  reappeared  in  a 
state  of  pitiable  agitation  or  deep  despondence ; 
and  more  than  once  on  his  reaching  Mrs  Eleanor's 
dressing-room,  in  which,  as  if  in  a  haven  of  safety, 
he  was  wont  to  take  refuge  from  the  scene  of  tor 
ment,  he  has  fallen  into  a  sort  of  fit,  his  forehead 
breaking  out  into  profuse  cold  perspiration,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  with  perfect  unconsciousness  on  his 
agonised  sister. 

It  is  wonderful  that  the  mental  fabric  should  not 
have  been  utterly  overthrown  by  such  cruel  con 
flicts  ;  but  though  weakened  in  its  powers  of  endur 
ance,  and  perhaps  in  its  reflective  faculties,  the 
common  course  of  nature  was  reversed  with  regard 
to  its  sensibilities,  which  became  more  painfully 
acute  as  those  powers  decayed  which  should  have 
counterbalanced  their  morbid  ascendancy. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  last  summer  preceding 
his  decease,  a  season  which  had  been  made  parti 
cularly  irksome  to  him  by  the  prolonged  visitation 
of  Mrs  Heneage  and  her  family,  my  old  friend  was 
left  once  mor.e  to  the  quiet  society  of  his  sister,  and 
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to  her  gentle  tending,  through  one  of  his  constitu 
tional  attacks,  the  effects  of  which  still  lingered 
about  him,  when  the  health  of  his  kind  nurse  began 
to  droop,  and  a  fearful  change  in  her  appearance 
was  manifest  to  all  those  who  were  not  blinded  to 
it  by  habits  of  hourly  intercourse,  and  her  uncom 
plaining  serenity.  Her  own  maid,  however,  the 
faithful  Celia,  was  but  too  competent  to  perceive 
the  alteration  in  her  lady,  and  to  surmise  its  cause ; 
for  she  was  aware,  though  enjoined  to  strict  secresy, 
that  for  some  time  past,  on  the  first  indication  of 
any  gouty  symptoms,  Mrs  Eleanor  had  had  recourse 
to  powerful  repellants,  counting  as  little  her  own 
personal  risk,  in  comparison  with  the  dread  neces 
sity  of  leaving  her  brother  companionless  in  the 
midst  of  his  intrusive  guests,  or  alone  on  the  bed 
of  sickness,  as  might  have  been  the  case  had  her 
own  malady  been  allowed  to  take  its  progress  un 
checked  at  the  first  indications,  which  were  of  a 
more  than  heretofore  threatening  nature.  The  anti 
dote  had  been  but  too  efficacious,  and  when  Mrs 
Eleanor  was  at  length  induced  by  the  entreaties  of 
her  faithful  servant,  and  her  own  internal  sensations, 
to  speak  privately  to  her  medical  attendant  (an 
attached  friend  of  the  family),  he  saw  so  much  cause 
for  serious  alarm,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  pre 
vailed  on  him  to  withhold  for  a  few  days  only  from 
her  brother  the  shock  of  a  communication,  which 
she  undoubtedly  flattered  herself  might  yet  be  ren 
dered  unnecessary  by  her  amendment. 
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And  for  a  day  or  two  she  appeared  to  rally,  and 
there  was  a  visible  improvement  in  her,  to  my  ob 
servation  and  that  of  Mrs  L ,  when  we  stopt  at 

the  Hall  in  our  evening  drive,  and  drank  tea  with  her 
and  Mr  Devereux,  on  the  last  of  those  few  days. 

We  had  hardly  done  breakfast  the  following 
morning,  when  our  medical  friend  (the  attendant 
of  the  Devereuxs)  sent  in  a  request  to  speak  to 
me  in  my  library. 

It  was  to  announce  to  me  the  removal  of  our  dear 
friend  from  earth  to  heaven.  She  had  been  found 
that  morning  in  her  bed  asleep  in  death. 

It  needs  not  to  say  how  promptly  I  betook  my 
self  to  the  house  of  mourning — how  earnestly  I 
pressed  for  admittance  to  the  forlorn  survivor,  who 
had  locked  himself  into  his  library,  at  the  door  of 
which  stood  Hallings  in  an  agony  of  grief  and 
apprehension,  imploring  leave  to  enter,  if  but  for  a 
moment.  I  joined  my  supplications  to  his,  and 
after  a  time  we  heard  a  heavy  sigh,  and  the  ap 
proach  of  feeble  footsteps  to  the  door,  on  the  open 
ing  of  which  the  bereaved  old  man,  as  if  overpowered 
by  the  effort,  staggered  backwards,  and  would  have 
fallen,  but  that  I  caught  him  in  my  arms,  and  sup 
ported  him  to  his  easy-chair,  still  holding  his  hand, 
as  I  took  my  seat  beside  him,  in  that  deep  awe  of 
silent  sympathy,  which  feels  it  profanation  to  break 
in  with  human  speech  upon  the  sacredness  of  un 
utterable  sorrow.  Long  he  lay  back,  as  he  had 
sunk  into  his  chair,  silent  and  motionless.  The 
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small  thin  hand  I  held,  was  as  cold  and  pale  as  that  of 
a  corpse  ;  and  as  I  contemplated  his  venerable  coun 
tenance,  colourless  as  the  hand,  the  closed  eyelids, 
and  sunken  temples,  and  every  sharpened  feature 
set  in  rigid  and  unnatural  composure,  I  was  startled 
— not  shocked — by  a  sudden  thought  that  the  im 
perishable  spirit  had  departed  already  from  that 
poor  frame  of  decaying  mortality. 

In  breathless  awe  I  stole  my  fingers  gently  to 
the  wrist  of  the  hand  I  held  in  mine,  almost  praying 
inwardly  that  I  might  find  all  quiet  there  ;  but  even 
while  I  felt  for  the  imperceptible  pulse,  a  change 
came  over  the  pale  countenance — a  slight  tremor 
of  the  muscles  about  the  mouth,  a  quivering  of  the 
lower  eyelids,  and  then  a  tear  stole  glistening 
through  the  thin  worn  lashes  of  either  eye,  and 
slowly,  heavily  trickled  down  the  furrowed  cheek, 
and  after  a  minute  the  trembling  hand  was  with 
drawn  from  the  tender  pressure  of  mine,  and  with 
its  fellow  joined  and  half  upraised  in  the  attitude 
of  prayer.  The  old  man's  eyes  were  still  closed, 
but  his  lips  moved,  and  in  the  tremulous  accents 
which  escaped  them,  I  distinguished — "  I  thank 
thee  !....!  thank  thee  ....  Oh  Lord  !  .  .  .  . 
Thou  hast  taken  her  from  the  evil  to  come." 

Uninvited  and  unwelcome,  Mr  Heneage  Devereux 
presented  himself  at  the  Hall,  as  suddenly  as  rapid 
travelling  could  bring  him  there,  after  the  notifica 
tion  of  Mrs  Eleanor's  death  had  reached  him  in 
London.  And  it  was  evident  to  me  and  others  that 
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he  had  motives  for  preventing  as  much  as  possible 
all  unrestrained  and  confidential  intercourse  between 
his  cousin  and  those  old  friends  and  neighbours,  who 
would  have  rallied  round  him  in  his  distress  and 
perplexities,  and,  by  their  strenuous  and  disinter 
ested  counsels  and  assistance,  have  even  then  re 
leased  him  from  his  bondage  to  the  fiend,  had  time 
been  allowed  them  to  win  gradually  upon  the  shy 
ness  and  timidity  of  Mr  Devereux's  character,  so 
as  to  induce  him  to  overstep  the  little  weakness  of 
that  false  pride  which  shrank  from  disclosure  of 
worldly  difficulties,  and  exposure — such  as  no  doubt 
he  had  pictured  to  himself — to  the  humiliating  com 
ments  of  contemptuous  pity.  Mr  Heneage  came,  and 
such  perpetual  and  vexatious  obstacles  were  thrown 
in  the  way  of  the  neighbouring  gentlemen,  in  all 
their  attempts  at  a  renewal  of  social  intercourse 
with  Mr  Devereux,  that  one  by  one  all  relinquished 
their  kindly  hopes  of  serving  him  effectually,  though 
a  few,  like  myself,  persevered  in  seeing  him  as  often 
as  we  could  obtain  admission  into  that  altered  abode, 
where  in  past  days  such  a  gracious  and  smiling  wel 
come  had  ever  greeted  us.  But  I  fear  our  venerable 
friend  derived  little  pleasure  or  comfort  from  these 
almost  intrusive  visits.  Courteously  and  kindly 
indeed  he  ever  received  all  who  approached  him ; 
and  to  the  few  who  had  been  particularly  distin 
guished  by  his  friendship  and  that  of  Mrs  Eleanor, 
there  was  even  a  more  touching  expression — one 
of  grateful  tenderness  in  his  accustomed  affection- 
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ateness  of  manner.  But  the  exertion  of  conversa 
tion,  absorbed  as  he  was  by  corroding  cares  and 
fatal  concealments,  was  evidently  a  painful  effort 
to  him,  and  he  often  sunk,  even  while  his  friends 
were  endeavouring  to  engage  his  attention,  into 
fits  of  sad  abstraction,  broken  unconsciously  by 
such  deep-fetched  sighs  as  went  to  the  heart  of 
those  who  were  powerless  to  comfort.  Little  was 
even  yet  known  of  the  real  nature  of  those  trans 
actions  between  our  venerable  friend  and  his  kins 
man,  which  had  wrought  such  lamentable  change 
in  him,  and  all  connected  with  him ;  but  whispers 
got  abroad  that  Mr  Devereux's  circumstances  were 
in  a  very  dilapidated  state,  and  that  there  was  even 
a  possibility,  if  his  life  were  spared  beyond  a  cer 
tain  period,  that  the  old  man  might  be  driven  forth 
from  the  home  of  his  ancestors,  to  seek  some  meaner 
shelter  for  his  grey  head,  before  it  was  laid  to  rest 
in  the  vault  of  the  Devereuxs. 

Mr  Heneage  began  to  assume  more  arbitrary 
authority  over  the  establishment  at  the  Hall — 
conducting  himself  with  an  insolence  of  manner  so 
disgusting  to  the  old  respectable  servants,  that,  by 
degrees,  all  dropped  off  except  Hallings  and  his 
wife,  and  a  white-headed  coachman,  whose  devoted 
fidelity  strengthened  them  to  endure  all  things 
rather  than  desert  their  aged  master  in  the  hour  of 
his  utmost  need. 

Towards  the  close  of  that  sad  winter  succeeding 
the  death  of  Mrs  Eleanor,  Hallings  (as  I  have  since 
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heard  from  him)  observed  an  unwonted  degree  of 
restlessness  in  his  master,  and  at  times,  after  hav 
ing  been  closeted  with  Mr  Heneage  and  an  attor 
ney,  who  now  frequently  accompanied  the  latter 
to  the  Hall  —  at  such  times  especially  a  feverish 
and  flushed  excitement,  during  the  continuance  of 
which  his  ideas  seemed  to  wander,  and  he  uttered 
expressions  which  gave  but  too  much  ground  of 
probability  to  those  rumours  I  have  alluded  to. 

On  one  of  those  occasions,  when  the  forlorn  old 
man  had,  as  it  seemed,  been  driven  by  his  evil 
genius  almost  to  the  verge  of  desperation,  his  faith 
ful  servant,  urged  on  by  uncontrollable  feeling, 
ventured,  for  the  first  time,  to  hint  at  the  secret 
source  of  this  overwhelming  misery,  and  to  press 
upon  him  the  entreaty  that  he  would  open  his  heart 
freely  to  some  old  and  true  friend.  "  See  Mr 

L ,  sir  I  "  implored  the  worthy  Ballings  ;  "for 

God's  sake,  my  dear,  dear  master!  let  me  send 

directly  for  Mr  L ,  or  go  to  him  and  tell  him 

you  would  speak  with  him  immediately." 

For  a  moment  Mr  Devereux  seemed  as  if  half 
moved  to  compliance  with  the  prayer  of  his  at 
tached  servant.  For  a  moment  he  sat  in  trembling 
agitation,  with  half-opened  lips  and  eyes  fixed  on 
Hallings,  as  if  about  to  give  the  permission  so  ear 
nestly  supplicated ;  but  the  indecision  ended  fatally. 
Slowly  and  mournfully  shaking  his  head,  as  it  sank 
upon  his  breast,  he  waved  his  hand  rejectingly,  and 
faintly  murmured  in  an  inward  tone,  "  Too  late !  too 
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late !  Leave  me,  good  Hallings !  Your  master  will  not 
be  long  atrouble  to  you ; — but  he  has  lived  too  long." 

On  the  day  succeeding  that  on  which  this  scene 
took  place,  Mr  Devereux  was  again  shut  up  in  con 
ference  with  Cousin  Heneage  and  his  assistant 
friend,  the  convenient  scrivener.  Hallings's  anxiety 
kept  him  hovering  near  the  library  where  they  were 
convened,  and  more  than  once  he  heard  the  hateful 
grating  voice  of  Cousin  Heneage  raised  to  a  threat 
ening  loudness,  and  then,  after  a  pause,  his  mas 
ter's  well-known  accents,  apparently  pleading  with 
pathetic  earnestness,  till  overpowered  by  the  dis 
cordant  tones  of  his  kinsman  and  the  attorney. 

"At  last,"  said  Hallings,  "I  could  distinguish  a 
sort  of  choking,  gasping  cry,  and  a  hysterical  sob 
from  my  dear  master  ;  and  then  I  could  bear  it  no 
longer,  but  knocked  loudly  for  admittance  at  the 
locked  door.  My  interruption  broke  up  the  con 
ference  ;  a  chair  was  pushed  back  with  violence  as 
Mr  Heneage,  it  seemed,  rose  from  it,  for  it  was  his 
voice  that  thundered  out,  as  he  thumped  the  table 
in  his  rage — '  To-morrow,  sir  !  I  tell  you,  to-mor 
row.  I  will  be  fooled  no  longer.'  And  then  my 
master  almost  shrieked  out — 'A  little  time!  a  little 
time !  Only  a  year ;  one  little  year,  Cousin 
Heneage  ! '  But  the  savage  laughed  in  scorn ; 
and,  as  he  strode  past  me,  followed  by  that  other 
viper,  looked  back  with  stern  determination,  while 
he  uttered,  in  a  loud  insulting  tone — '  Not  a  week, 
sir  !  Not  a  day  beyond  to-morrow."7 


DEVEKEUX   HALL.  109 

On  going  to  the  assistance  of  his  master,  poor 
Mailings  found  him  in  a  state  of  dreadful  agitation. 
"  His  forehead,  sir,  was  wet  with  perspiration, 
though  the  fire  had  burnt  down  to  nothing,  and 
there  was  snow  upon  the  ground,  and  there  was  a 
deep  red  spot  upon  either  cheek.  His  hands  were 
grasping  the  arms  of  his  chair,  and  he  rose  from  it 
as  I  entered,  but  stared  at  me  with  seeming  uncon 
sciousness.  I  could  not  see  him  so,  and  control  my 
own  feelings.  '  My  dear  master  1 '  I  said,  and  the 
tears  gushed  from  my  eyes.  The  sight  of  that 
seemed  to  bring  him  to  himself  a  little — for  you 
know,  sir,  how  tender-hearted  he  was — and  he 
fetched  two  or  three  short  sighs,  and  said,  '  Oh, 
Hallings !  it  is  all  over, '  and  trembled  so  violently 
that  I  feared  he  would  fall,  and  ran  to  his  support ; 
but  he  recovered  himself,  and  seemed  to  have  more 
strength  than  usual  in  his  crippled  limbs,  as  he 
walked  across  the  library  and  hall,  and  up-stairs 
to  his  own  bedroom,  to  the  door  of  which  I  followed 
him.  But  he  forbade  my  entrance  in  a  determined 
tone;  and,  desiring  he  might  not  be  disturbed  for  an 
hour  or  two,  as  he  should  lie  down  and  recover 
himself,  he  went  in  and  shut  the  door,  drawing  the 
bolt  after  him." 

So  far  I  have  given  you  in  substance  the  narra 
tive  of  Hallings ;  but  his  farther  statement  was  of 
a  nature  so  agitating  that  it  was  made  more  uncon- 
nectedly,  and  I  must  briefly  relate  to  you,  in  my 
own  words,  the  miserable  conclusion. 
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The  habitual  deference  with  which  Hallings  was 
ever  accustomed  to  obey  his  master's  least  imper 
ative  command,  restrained  him  on  that  last  fatal 
occasion  from  opposing  his  desire  to  be  left  .alone 
and  undisturbed. 

But  "  something,"  the  old  man  said,  "  would  not 
let  him  rest,  or  keep  away  for  ten  minutes  together 
from  his  master's  door,  at  which  he  was  anxiously 
listening,  when  he  heard  the  tinkling  of  glass,  and 
the  unlocking,  as  he  well  knew  the  sound,  of  Mr 
Devereux's  medicine-chest.  Hallings  noted  the 
circumstance  gladly,  for  he  supposed  from  it  that 
Mr  Devereux  was  taking  a  nervous  medicine — 
some  drops  of  sal-volatile,  to  which  he  had  often 
recourse  at  seasons  of  peculiar  languor  or  nervous 
agitation.  But  still,  as  he  strongly  repeated,  he 
"  could  not  rest,"  nor  refrain  from  assuring  himself 
of  his  master's  state  a  moment  beyond  the  abso 
lutely  prescribed  hour.  He  knocked  at  the  door, 
and  for  some  time  awaited  an  answer ;  but  none 
was  made.  And  again,  at  the  risk  of  disturbing 
his  master's  slumber,  he  repeated  the  rap  more 
loudly ;  and  Mr  Devereux  being  a  very  light 
sleeper,  aroused  by  the  faintest  sound,  Hallings 
said  his  heart  sank  within  him  when  that  knock, 
and  the  next,  and  another,  and  another,  were  still 
unnoticed. 

"I  thought  of  our  dear  lady,  sir,"  he  said,  "and 
how  suddenly  she  was  taken." 

And  at  that  thought  he  grew  desperate  ;    and, 
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summoning  assistance,  had  the  door  forced  open. 
There  sat  his  master  in  his  large  easy-chair  beside 
the  fireplace,  wrapt  in  profound  slumber,  breathing 
heavily,  and  his  face  overspread  with  a  livid  and 
ghastly  paleness.  Hallings  stepped  forward  in 
great  agitation,  and  taking  his  passive  hand,  made 
all  possible  attempts  to  arouse  him  from  that  death 
like  slumber,  but  in  vain ;  and  as  he  was  thus 
busied,  his  eye  fell  accidentally  on  a  phial  that  lay 
uncorked  and  empty  beside  a  wine-glass,  on  the  corner 
of  the  mantel- shelf,  within  reach  of  his  master's  hand. 
At  that  sight  a  fearful  thought  flashed  upon  him ; 
and,  turning  to  a  groom  who  had  pressed  in  with 
others  of  the  servants,  he  ordered  him  to  ride  off 
instantly  for  Mr  Maddox,  the  family  apothecary, 
and  urge  his  attendance  with  utmost  speed,  on  a 
matter  of  life  and  death.  Our  medical  friend  was 
soon  at  the  Hall,  and  by  the  side  of  him  who  still 
reclined  motionless  and  insensible  in  that  easy- 
chair,  sleeping  that  fearful  sleep.  Heneage  Deve- 
reux  was  absent  for  the  day,  and  Hallings  had,  in 
consequence,  uncontrolled  liberty  to  act  on  that 
trying  occasion  as  seemed  best  to  him  for  the  repu 
tation  as  well  as  life  of  his  dear  master.  He  there 
fore  requested  to  speak  in  private  to  the  surgeon, 
whose  feelings  were,  he  knew,  in  all  things  relating 
to  Mr  Devereux,  perfectly  congenial  with  his  own. 
To  him  only  he  told  that  the  empty  phial  labelled 
laudanum  had,  to  his  certain  knowledge,  been  full 
that  morning,  when,  by  his  master's  direction,  he 
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had  taken  some  required  drug  from  the  medicine- 
chest.  To  him  also  he  confided  the  scene  that  had 
immediately  preceded  Mr  Devereux's  retirement  to 
his  chamber.  Little  mutual  consultation  passed,  or 
was  necessary.  Mr  Maddox  proceeded  immediately 
to  use  such  means  as  the  exigency  of  the  case  de 
manded  ;  but  either  they  were  too  late  resorted  to, 
or  would  have  been  ineffectual  from  the  first.  Mr 
Devereux  never  awoke  from  that  fatal  slumber,  and 
within  a  fortnight  from  that  disastrous  day,  his 
mortal  remains  were  deposited  beside  those  of  his 
beloved  sister,  and  his  earthly  inheritance  was 
claimed,  and  taken  undisputed  possession  of,  by 
that  bad  man,  whose  responsibility  is  awful  indeed, 
if  (as  we  have  too  much  reason  to  believe)  the  sud 
den,  though  not  untimely  death  of  our  lamented 
friend,  was  occasioned  by  any  other  cause  than  that 
to  which  it  was  generally  ascribed — as  adjudged 
by  a  jury — an  overdose  of  laudanum,  taken  incau 
tiously,  to  allay  a  spasmodic  affection,  to  which  Mr 
Devereux  had  been  often  subject.  Of  this  I  am 
morally  assured,  that  if  the  act  was  wilful,  it  was 
not  deliberate.  The  last  agony  of  that  tender  spirit 
must  have  overset  the  mental  balance,  or  the  Chris 
tian's  faith  would  have  triumphed  over  human  weak 
ness,  and  the  malice  of  the  wicked,  which,  though  it 
may  kill  the  body,  "  hath  no  more  that  it  can  do." 
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THE    METEMPSYCHOSIS. 

BY  DR  ROBERT  MACNISH. 

[M4GA.    MAY  1826.] 

CHAPTER    I. 

A  SLIGHT  shudder  came  over  me  as  I  was  enter 
ing  the  inner  court  of  the  College  of  Gottingen. 
It  was,  however,  but  momentary;  and  on  recovering 
from  it,  I  felt  both  taller  and  heavier,  and  altogether 
more  vigorous,  than  the  instant  before.  Being  rather 
nervous,  I  did  not  much  mind  these  feelings,  imput 
ing  them  to  some  sudden  determination  to  the  brain, 
or  some  unusual  beating  about  the  heart,  which  had 
assailed  me  suddenly,  and  as  suddenly  left  me.  On 
proceeding,  I  met  a  student  coming  in  the  oppo 
site  direction.  I  had  never  seen  him  before,  but  as 
he  passed  me  by,  he  nodded  familiarly — "  There 
is  a  fine  day,  Wolstang." — "  What  does  this  fel 
low  mean?"  said  I  to  myself.  "He  speaks  to  me 
with  as  much  ease  as  if  I  had  been  his  intimate  ac 
quaintance.  And  he  calls  me  Wolstang — a  person 
to  whom  I  bear  no  more  resemblance  than  to  the 
2  P 
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man  in  the  moon."  I  looked  after  him  for  some 
time,  pondering  whether  I  should  call  him  back  and 
demand  an  explanation ;  but  before  I  could  form 
any  resolution,  he  was  out  of  my  sight. 

Thinking  it  needless  to  take  any  further  notice 
of  the  circumstance,  I  went  on.  Another  student, 
whom  I  did  not  know,  now  passed  me. — "  Charm 
ing  weather,  Wolstang." — "  Wolstang  again !"  said 
I ;  "  this  is  insufferable.  Hollo,  I  say  !  what  do  you 
mean  ?"  But  at  this  very  moment  he  entered  the 
library,  and  either  did  not  hear  my  voice,  or  paid 
no  attention  to  it. 

As  I  was  standing  in  a  mood  between  rage  and 
vexation,  a  batch  of  Collegians  came  up,  talking 
loud  and  laughing.  Three,  with  whom  I  was  inti 
mately  acquainted,  took  no  notice  of  me  ;  while 
two,  to  whom  I  was  totally  unknown,  saluted  me 
with  "  Good  morning,  Wolstang."  One  of  these 
latter,  after  having  passed  me  a  few  yards,  turned 
round  and  cried  out,  "  Wolstang,  your  cap  is  awry." 

I  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  this  preposterous 
conduct.  Could  it  be  premeditated  ?  It  was  hardly 
possible,  or  I  must  have  discovered  the  trick  in  the 
countenances  of  those  who  addressed  me.  Could 
it  be  that  they  really  mistook  me  for  Wolstang  ? 
This  was  still  more  incredible,  for  Wolstang  was 
fully  six  inches  taller,  four  stones  heavier,  and  ten 
years  older  than  I.  I  found  myself  in  a  maze  of 
bewilderment  in  endeavouring  to  discover  the  cause 
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of  all  this.  I  reflected  upon  it  in  vain,  summoning 
to  my  assistance  the  aids  of  Logic  and  Metaphysics 
to  unravel  the  mystery.  Nay,  Euclid  was  not  for 
gotten.  I  called  to  mind  the  intricate  problems  of 
science  which  a  rigid  study  of  this  Prince  of  Mathe 
maticians  had  enabled  me  to  solve  ;  but  on  the  pre 
sent  occasion  my  thoughts,  though  screwed  to  the 
utmost  pitch  of  philosophical  acumen,  completely 
failed  in  their  aim. 

While  meditating  as  in  a  reverie  on  these  events, 
I  was  aroused  by  approaching  steps.  On  look 
ing  up,  I  beheld  the  most  learned  Doctor  Dedimus 
Dunderhead,  Provost,  and  Professor  of  Moral  Plu'lo- 
sophy  to  the  College.  He  was  a  man  about  five 
feet  high ;  but  so  far  as  rotundity  of  corporation 
went,  noways  deficient.  On  the  contrary,  he  was 
uncommonly  fat,  and  his  long-waisted  velvet  coat 
of  office,  buttoning  over  a  capacious  belly,  showed 
underneath  a  pair  of  thick  stumpy  legs,  cased  in 
short  small-clothes  and  silk  stockings,  and  bedi 
zened  at  the  knees  with  large  buckles  of  silver. 
The  Doctor  had  on,  as  usual,  his  cocked-hat,  below 
whose  rim  at  each  side  descended  the  copious  curls 
of  an  immense  bob- wig.  His  large  carbuncle  nose 
was  adorned  with  a  pair  of  spectacles,  through 
which  he  looked  pompously  from  side  to  side,  hold 
ing  back  his  head  in  grenadier  fashion,  and  knock 
ing  his  long  silver-headed  baton  to  the  earth,  as  he 
walked  with  all  the  formal  precision  of  a  drum-major. 
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Now  be  it  known  that  it  is  binding  on  every 
student  who  attends  the  University  of  Gottingen, 
to  doff  his  cap  on  meeting  this  illustrious  person 
age.  This  is  not  an  optional  ceremony ;  it  is  a 
compulsory  one  ;  and  never  on  any  occasion  has  it 
been  known  to  be  neglected,  except  once  by  a 
Dutchman,  who,  in  consequence  thereof,  was  ex 
pelled  the  College.  It  may  be  guessed,  then,  what 
was  my  degree  of  stupefaction  when  I  saw  Doctor 
Dunderhead  approach — when  I  heard  his  baton 
striking  upon  the  ground,  responsive  to  his  steps — 
when  I  saw  his  large  eyes,  reflected  through  the 
spectacles,  looking  intently  upon  me — I  say  my 
stupefaction  may  be  guessed,  when,  even  on  this 
occasion,  my  hand  did  not  make  one  single  motion 
upward  towards  my  cap.  The  latter  still  stuck  to 
my  head,  and  I  stood  folded  in  my  college  gown, 
my  mouth  half  open,  and  my  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
Doctor  in  empty  abstraction.  I  could  see  that  he 
was  angry  at  my  tardy  recognition  of  his  presence; 
and  as  he  came  nearer  me,  he  slackened  his  pace  a 
little,  as  if  to  give  me  an  opportunity  of  amending 
my  neglect.  However,  I  was  so  drowned  in  reflec 
tion  that  I  did  not  take  the  hint.  At  last  he  made 
a  sudden  stop  directly  in  front  of  me,  folded  his 
arms  in  the  same  manner  as  mine,  and  looked  up 
wards  in  my  face  with  a  fixed  glance,  as  much  as  to 
say, "  Well,  master,  what  now?  "  I  never  thought  the 
Doctor  so  little,  or  myself  so  tall,  as  at  this  moment. 
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Having  continued  some  time  in  the  above  atti 
tude,  lie  took  off  his  hat,  and  made  me  a  profound 
bow.  "Mr  Wolstang,  I  am  your  most  humble 
servant."  Then  rising  up,  he  lifted  his  baton 
towards  my  cap^  and  knocked  it  off.  "  Your  cap  is 
awry,"  continued  he.  "  Excuse  me,  Mr  Wolstang, 
it  is  really  awry  upon  your  head."  Another  bow 
of  mockery,  as  profound  as  the  first,  followed  this 
action ;  and  he  marched  away,  striking  his  baton 
on  the  ground,  holding  back  his  head,  and  walking 
with  slow  pompous  step  down  the  College  court. 

"  What  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?"  said  I. 
"  Wolstang  again !  Confusion,  this  is  no  trick  ! 
The  Provost  of  the  College  engage  in  a  deception 
upon  me — impossible  !  They  are  all  mad,  or  I  am 
mad  !  Wolstang  from  one — Wolstang  from  another 
— Wolstang  from  Doctor  Dedimus  Dunderhead  !  I 
will  see  to  the  bottom  of  this — I  will  go  to  Wol- 
stang's  house  immediately."  So  saying,  I  snatched 
up  my  cap,  put  it  on  my  head,  and  walked  smartly 
down  the  court  to  gain  the  street  where  he  lived. 
Before  I  got  far,  a  young  man  met  me.  "  By  the 
by,  Wolstang,  I  wish  you  could  let  me  have  the  ten 
gilders  I  lent  you.  I  require  them  immediately." — 
"  Ten  gilders ! "  said  I ;  "  I  don't  owe  you  a  farthing. 
I  never  saw  your  face  before,  and  my  name  is  not 
Wolstang ;  it  is  Frederick  Stadt." 

"  Psha  ! — But,  Wolstang,  laying  jesting  aside," 
continued  he,  "  I  must  positively  have  them." 
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"Have  what?" 

"  My  dear  fellow,  the  ten  gilders." 

"  Ten  devils ! — I  tell  yon,  I  don't  owe  you  a 
farthing." 

"  Keally,  Wolstang,  this  joke  is  very  silly.  We 
know  you  are  an  odd  fellow,  but  this  is  the  most 
foolish  prank  I  ever  saw  you  play." 

"  Wolstang  again !  "  said  I,  my  heart  boiling  with 
indignation.  "  I  tell  you,  sir — I  tell  you,  sir,  that 
— that — "  I  could  not  get  out  another  word,  to  such 
a  degree  had  indignation  confounded  me.  Without 
finishing  my  sentence,  I  rushed  into  the  street,  but 
not  without  hearing  the  person  say,  "  By  heaven, 
he  is  either  mad  or  drunk  !" 

In  a  moment  I  was  at  Wolstang's  lodgings,  and 
set  the  knocker  agoing  with  violence.  The  door 
was  opened  by  his  servant-girl  Louise,  a  buxom 
wench  of  some  eighteen  or  twenty. 

"Is  Mr  Wolstang  in?"  I  demanded  quickly. 

"Mr  who,  sir?" 

"Mr  Wolstang,  my  dear." 

"Mr  Wol Mr  who,  sir  ? — I  did  not  hear  you." 

"  Mr  Wolstang." 

"  Mr  Wolstang !"  re-echoed  the  girl,  with  some 
surprise. 

"Assuredly,  I  ask  you  if  Mr  Wolstang  is 
within." 

"  Mr  Wolstang ! "  reiterated  she.  "  Ha  ha,  ha ! 
how  droll  you  are  to-day,  master ! " 
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"  Damnation!  what  do  you  mean?"  cried  I  in  a 
fury,  which  I  now  found  it  impossible  to  suppress. 
"  Tell  me  this  instant  if  Mr  Wolstang,  your  master, 
is  at  home,  or  by  the  beard  of  Socrates,  I — I " 

"  Ha,  ha !  this  is  the  queerest  thing  I  ever  heard 
of,"  said  the  little  jade,  retreating  into  the  house, 
and  holding  her  sides  with  laughter.  "  Come  here, 
Barnabas,  and  hear  our  master  asking  for  himself." 

I  now  thought  that  the  rage  into  which  I  had 
thrown  myself  had  excited  the  laughter  of  the 
wench,  whom  I  knew  very  well  to  be  of  a  frolic 
some  disposition,  and  much  disposed  to  turn  people 
into  ridicule.  I  therefore  put  on  as  grave  a  face  as 
I  could — I  even  threw  a  smile  into  it — and  said,  with 
all  the  composure  and  good-humour  I  could  mus 
ter,  "  Come  now,  my  dear — conduct  me  to  your 
master — I  am  sure  he  is  within."  This  only  set 
her  a-laughing  more  than  ever ;  not  a  word  could  I 
get  out  of  her.  At  last  Barnabas  made  his  appear 
ance  from  the  kitchen,  and  to  him  I  addressed  my 
self.  "Barnabas,"  said  I,  laying  my  hand  upon  his 
arm,  "  I  conjure  you,  as  you  value  my  happiness, 
to  tell  me  if  Mr  Wolstang  is  at  home  ?" 

"  Sir!"  said  Barnabas,  with  a  long  stare. 

I  repeated  my  question. 

"  Did  you  ask,"  replied  he,  "  if  Mr  Wolstang  was 
at  home  ?  If  that  gentleman  is  yourself,  he  is  at 
home.  0  yes,  I  warrant  you,  my  master  is  at 
home." 
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"  In  what  place  is  lie,  then?"  I  inquired. 

"  Wherever  you  are,  he  is  not  far  off,  I  warrant 
you,  master." 

"  Can  I  find  him  in  his  study?" 

"  0  yes,"  continued  Barnabas ;  "  if  you  go  to  his 
study,  I  warrant  you  hell  be  there.  "Will  you 
please  to  walk  in,  sir?"  and  I  could  see  the  fellow 
put  his  finger  to  his  nose  and  wink  to  the  girl,  who 
kept  tittering  away  in  a  corner.  As  soon  as  I  was 
in  the  study  she  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  which 
ended  by  her  declaring  that  I  must  be  mad — "  Or 
drunk,"  quoth  the  sapient  Barnabas,  in  his  usual 
dry  manner. 

On  entering  the  room,  no  person  was  to  be  seen  ; 
but  from  behind  a  large  screen,  which  stood  front 
ing  the  fire,  I  heard  a  sneeze.  "  This  must  be 
Wolstang,"  thought  I:  "but  it  is  not  his  sneeze 
either ;  it  is  too  sharp  and  finical  for  him ;  however, 
let  us  see."  So  on  I  went  behind  the  screen,  and 
there  beheld,  not  the  person  I  expected,  but  one 
very  different — to  wit,  a  little,  meagre,  brown-faced 
elderly  gentleman,  with  hooked  nose  and  chin,  a 
long  well-powdered  queue,  and  a  wooden  leg.  He 
was  dressed  in  a  snuff-coloured  surtout,  a  scarlet 
waistcoat,  and  black  small-clothes  buckled  at  the 
knee  ;  and  on  his  nose  was  stuck  a  pair  of  tortoise- 
shell  spectacles,  the  glasses  of  which  were  of  most 
unusual  dimensions.  A  dapper-looking  cocked-hat 
lay  upon  the  table,  together  with  a  large  open  snuff- 
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box  full  of  rich  rappee.  Behind  his  right  ear  a  pen 
was  stuck,  after  the  manner  of  the  counting-house, 
and  he  seemed  busily  poring  over  a  book  in  manu 
script. 

I  looked  a  few  seconds  at  this  oddity,  equally 

astonished   and  vexed   at  being  put  into  what   I 

naturally  supposed  the  wrong  room.     "  I  am  afraid, 

\   sir,"  said  I,    as  he  turned  his  eyes  towards  me, 

\u  that  I  have  intruded  upon  your  privacy.     I  beg 

lv  ave  to  apologise  for  the  mistake.     The  servant 

led  me  to  believe  that  Mr  Wolstang,  with  whom  I 

wished  to  speak,  was  in  this  chamber." 

"Don't  talk  of  apology,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the 
little  gentleman,  rising  up  and  bowing  with  the 
utmost  politeness.  "Be  seated,  sir — be  seated. 
Indeed,  I  am  just  here  on  the  same  errand — to  see 
Mr  Wolstang- — eh  (a  sneeze] — that  rappee  is  cer 
tainly  very  strong.  Do  me  the  honour  to  occupy 
the  seat  opposite.  I  understand  from  the  servants 
that  he  is  expected  soon."  (Another  sneeze) 

For  the  first  five  minutes  I  did  not  form  a  very 
high  opinion  of  this  new  acquaintance.  He  seemed 
to  have  all  the  fidgety  politeness  and  intolerable 
chit-chat  of  a  French  petit  maitre  of  the  old  school. 
He  bored  me  with  questions  and  apologies,  hoped  I 
felt  myself  comfortable ;  and  every  interval  of  his 
speech  was  filled  up  by  intolerable  giggling  and 
sneezing.  In  order,  as  it  were,  to  increase  the  lat 
ter,  he  kept  snuffing  away  at  a  preposterous  rate ; 
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and  when  he  addressed  me,  his  mouth  was  drawn 
up  into  a  most  complacent  smile,  and  his  long  nose 
and  chin,  which  threatened  each  other  like  nut 
crackers,  thrown  forward  to  within  a  foot  of  my  face. 
However,  in  the  next  five  minutes  he  improved 
upon  me,  from  some  very  judicious  observations,  as 
I  thought,  which  he  made ;  and  in  five  more  I 
became  convinced  that,  notwithstanding  his  out 
ward  frivolity  and  sneezing,  he  was  far  from  being 
an  ordinary  man.  This  impression  gained  such 
strength,  that  in  a  short  time  I  entirely  forgot 
all  my  previous  irritation,  and  even  the  reasons 
which  brought  me  there.  I  found  that  he  had  a  com 
plete  knowledge  of  the  different  philosophical  sys 
tems  of  the  day ;  among  others,  that  of  my  favourite 
Kant; — and  on  the  merits  of  the  school  in  the 
North  of  Germany,  founded  by  this  great  meta 
physician,  his  opinions  and  mine  tallied  to  a  point, 
He  also  seemed  deeply  conversant  with  the  mathe 
matics.  This  was  a  subject  on  which  I  flattered 
myself  I  had  few  equals  ;  but  he  shot  far  ahead  of 
me,  displaying  a  knowledge  which  scarcely  any 
man  in  Europe  could  have  matched.  He  traced  the 
science  downwards,  in  all  its  historical  bearings, 
from  Thales,  Archimedes,  and  Euclid,  to  Newton, 
Euler,  Leibnitz,  and  Laplace.  In  algebra,  geo 
metry,  and  astronomy,  his  information  was  equally 
extensive.  From  several  hints  which  he  threw  out, 
I  learned  that  he  was  no  stranger  to  the  science  of 
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geomancy  ;  and  he  gave  me  to  understand  that  he 
had  cast  the  nativities  of  several  individuals  belong 
ing  to  noble  families  ;  and  that  as  their  horoscopes 
portended,  such  invariably  was  their  fate  in  after 
life.  Nor  was  his  knowledge  confined  to  these 
abstruser  branches  of  science  ;  it  embraced  the 
whole  circle  of  literature  and  the  fine  arts.  Poetry, 
criticism,  philology,  painting,  and  sculpture,  seemed 
to  be  equally  within  his  range.  He  descanted  upon 
them,  illuminating  his  positions  from  such  a  vast 
source  of  illustration,  that  I  gazed  upon  him  with  a 
feeling  akin  to  amazement. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  all  this  was  done 
with  the  formal  pomp  of  a  philosopher :  on  the 
contrary,  he  preserved  throughout  his  frivolousness 
of  manner,  apologised  for  everything  he  advanced, 
hoped  I  was  not  offended  if  he  differed  in  opinion  from 
me,  and  concluded  every  position  with  a  sneeze. 

"  By  the  by,"  said  I,  "  talking  of  Gall  and  Spurz- 
heim,  what  do  you  think  of  their  doctrine  ?  I  am 
inclined  to  believe  there  must  be  some  truth  in  it ; 
at  least,  I  have  seen  it  verified  in  a  number  of  heads, 
and  among  others  in  that  of  Cicero,  which  I  saw  a 
few  years  ago  in  the  sculpture-gallery  of  the  Louvre. 
It  was  a  beautiful  head." 

"  You  are  right  there,  my  dear  friend,"  replied 
he.  "  The  head,  phrenologically  considered,  is  ex 
tremely  beautiful.  I  believe  I  have  got  it  in  my 
pocket."  (A  sneeze.) 
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"You  got  the  Lead  of  Cicero  in  your  pocket  1" 
cried  I,  with  surprise. 

"  0  no !  not  absolutely  the  head  of  Cicero,"  said 
he,  smiling.  "  Mark  Antony  disposed  of  that — 
but  only  his  bust — the  bust  that  you  saw." 

"You  mean  a  miniature  of  that  bust?" 

"  No — not  a  miniature,  but  the  real  bust.  Here 
it  comes — how  heavy  it  is  ! "  And,  to  my  amaze 
ment,  I  saw  him  take  out  of  his  pocket  the  identical 
bust,  as  large  as  life,  of  the  Koman  orator,  and 
place  it  on  the  table  before  me. 

"  Have  you  any  more  heads  of  this  description 
about  you  ? ' '  said  I,  not  a  little  marvelling  how  he  was 
able  to  stuff  such  a  block  of  marble  into  his  pocket. 

"  I  have  a  few  others  at  your  service,  my  dear 
friend.  Name  any  one  you  would  wish  to  see,  and  I 
shall  be  most  happy  to  produce  it." 

"  Let  me  see,  then,  the  head  of  Copernicus."  I 
had  scarcely  spoken  the  word  when  he  brought  out 
the  philosopher,  and  put  him  beside  Cicero.  I  named 
successively  Socrates,  Thales,  Galileo,  Confucius, 
Zoroaster,  Tycho  Brache,  Koger  Bacon,  and  Para 
celsus,  and  straightway  they  stood  upon  the  table 
as  fresh  as  if  they  had  just  received  the  last  touch 
of  the  sculptor's  chisel.  I  must  confess  that  such 
a  number  of  large  heads  emanating  from  the  pockets 
of  the  little  meagre  man  in  the  snuff-coloured  sur- 
tout  and  scarlet  waistcoat,  would  have  occasioned 
me  incredible  wonder,  had  my  stock  of  astonishment 
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not  been  exhausted  by  the  previous  display  of  his 
abilities.  I  had  little  more  to  throw  away  upon 
any  new  subject,  and  looked  upon  these  fresh  ex 
hibitions  without  experiencing  anything  beyond  a 
slight  surprise. 

"  And  do  you,"  I  demanded,  as  the  last  named 
was  brought  forth,  "always  carry  those  heads 
about  with  you?" 

"I  generally  do  so  for  the  amusement  of  my 
friends,"  answered  he.  "  But  do  not  think  that  my 
stock  is  exhausted  ;  I  have  still  a  few  more  that  I 
can  show  you — for  instance,  Pythagoras." 

"Pythagoras!"  exclaimed  I;  "no,  don't  pro 
duce  him.  He  is  the  last  of  all  the  philosophers  I 
would  wish  to  see.  The  Stoics,  the  Epicureans,  ay, 
even  the  Cynics,  with  Diogenes  or  Menippus  at 
their  head,  were  sages  compared  with  Pythagoras, 
the  founder  of  the  most  preposterous  system  of 
philosophy  that  ever  existed." 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  the  little  man,  with  un 
usual  gravity,  "  you  do  not  say  so  ?" 

"  I  do  say  so.  Pythagoras  was  a  fool,  a  mad 
man,  an  impostor." 

"You  don't  speak  thus  of  the  divine  Pythagoras?" 
returned  he,  putting  his  bust  upon  the  table. 

"  No,  not  of  the  divine  Pythagoras,  for  such  a 
person  never  existed.  I  speak  of  Pythagoras  the 
Samian  —  him  of  the  golden  thigh,  the  founder  of 
what  is  called  the  Pythagorean  philosophy." 
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"  And  the  most  rational  system  of  philosophy 
that  ever  existed.  Begging  your  pardon,  I  think  it 
goes  far  beyond  that  of  Plato  or  the  Stagyrite." 

"  If  you  mean  that  it  goes  beyond  them  in  being 
as  full  of  absurdity  as  they  are  of  wisdom,  I  really 
agree  with  you,"  said  I,  my  anger  rising  at  hearing 
the  divine  doctrines  of  Aristotle  and  the  disciple  of 
Socrates  so  irreverently  spoken  of. 

"  Pray,  what  were  its  absurdities  ? "  asked  he 
with  the  most  imperturbable  good-nature. 

"  Did  not  Pythagoras  enjoin  silence  to  his  dis 
ciples  for  a  period  of  five  years, — absolute  silence, 
muteness,  dumbness?" 

"  And  a  very  good  injunction  it  was.  No  man 
can  be  philosopher  unless  he  knows  how  to  keep 
his  tongue  under  a  restraint." 

"  I  am  afraid,  then,  you  will  never  be  one,"  I  re 
marked,  forcing  a  smile,  although  I  was  at  bottom 
considerably  nettled.  He  did  not  seem  to  take  my 
observation  ill,  but  passed  it  off  with  one  of  his 
characteristic  giggles  of  laughter. 

"  You  were  talking  of  his  absurdities,  my  dear 
friend." 

"  Ah,  well,  did  he  not  forbid  the  use  of  animal 
food  to  his  followers  ?  and,  to  crown  all,  did  he  not 
teach  the  monstrous  doctrine  of  transmigration  of 
souls — sending  the  spirits  of  men,  after  death,  to 
inhabit  the  bodies  of  dogs,  and  cats,  and  frogs,  and 
geese,  and  even  insects  ?" 
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"  And  call  you  this  a  monstrous  doctrine  ?" 

"  Monstrous  !"  I  exclaimed  with  surprise — "  it  is 
the  ne  plus  ultra,  the  climax  of  fatuity,  the  raving 
of  a  disordered  imagination." 

"So  you  do  not  believe  in  Metempsychosis?" 
asked  he  with  a  smile. 

"  I  would  as  soon  believe  in  demonology,  or 
magic.  There  is  nothing  I  would  not  rather  credit. 
Kenelm  Digby's  sympathetic  powder,  the  philo 
sopher's  stone,  the  elixir  vitse,  animal  magnetism, 
metallic  tractors,  judicial  astrology — anything,  in 
fact,  would  more  readily  find  a  place  in  my  belief 
than  this  nonsensical  jargon,  which  is  credited  by 
nobody  but  the  superstitious  Brahmins  of  India. 
But  perhaps  you  are  a  believer?"  He  shrugged 
up  his  shoulders  at  this  last  remark,  stroked  his 
chin,  and,  giving  me  a  sarcastic  look,  said,  with  a 
familiar  nod  and  smile,  "  Yes,  /  am  a  believer." 

"  What !  "  said  I,  "  you — you  with  your  immense 
learning,  can  you  put  faith  in  such  doctrines?" 

"If  I  put  faith  in  them,"  said  he,  "it  is  my 
learning  which  has  taught  me  to  do  so.  If  I  were 
less  learned,  I  might  perhaps  spurn  at  them  as 
erroneous.  Doubt  is  as  often  the  offspring  of  igno 
rance  as  of  credulity.  Your  great  doubters  are 
generally  as  ill-informed  as  your  great  believers, 
and  much  more  self- conceited." 

"  And  do  you  really  go  all  the  lengths  of  Pytha 
goras?"  I  demanded. 
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"  I  not  only  go  all  his  lengths,  but  I  go  much 
farther.  For  instance,  he  believed  that  the  soul 
never  left  the  body  until  the  latter  was  dead. 
Now,  my  belief  is,  that  two  living  bodies  may  ex 
change  souls  with  each  other.  For  instance,  your 
soul  may  take  possession  of  my  body,  and  my  soul 
of  yours,  and  both  our  bodies  may  be  alive." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  I,  laughing  heartily,  "  you 
would  be  me,  and  I  would  be  you." 

"  Precisely  so,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  the  little 
gentleman,  laughing  in  his  turn,  and  concluding 
with  a  sneeze. 

"Faith,  rny  good  sir,"  my  reverence  for  his 
abilities  somewhat  lessened  by  this  declaration,  "  I 
am  afraid  you  have  lost  yonr  senses." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  have  lost  something  of  more 
importance,"  returned  he,  with  a  smile,  in  which  I 
thought  I  recognised  a  tinge  of  derision.  I  did  not 
like  it,  so,  eyeing  him  with  some  sternness,  I  said 
hastily,  "And  pray,  what  have  I  lost?"  Instead 
of  answering  me,  he  burst  into  a  loud  fit  of  laughter, 
holding  his  sides  while  the  tears  ran  down  his 
cheeks,  and  he  seemed  half  stifled  with  a  flood  of 
irresistible  merriment.  My  passion  at  this  rose  to 
such  a  pitch,  that  had  he  been  a  man  of  any  ap 
pearance  I  should  have  knocked  him  down ;  but  I 
could  not  think  of  resorting  to  such  an  extremity 
with  a  meagre,  little  elderly  fellow,  who  had,  more 
over,  a  wooden  leg.  I  could,  therefore,  only  wait 
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till  his  mirth  subsided,  when  I  demanded,  with 
as  much  calmness  as  I  could  assume,  what  I  had 
lost. 

"Are  you  sure  you  have  not  lost  your  body?" 
said  he. 

"My  body!"  answered  I  with  some  surprise; 
"  what  do  you  mean?" 

"  Now,  my  dear  friend,  tell  me  plainly,  are  you 
sure  that  this  is  your  own  body  ?" 

"  My  own  body — who  the  devil's  can  it  be  ?" 

"  Are  you  sure  you  are  yourself?" 

"  Myself — who,  in  heaven's  name,  could  I  be  but 
myself?" 

"  Ay,  that  is  the  rub,"  continued  he  ;  "  are  you 
perfectly  satisfied  that  you  are  yourself,  and  nobody 
but  yourself?"  I  could  not  help  smiling  at  the 
apparent  stupidity  of  this  question ;  but  before  I  was 
able  to  compose  myself,  he  had  resumed  his  query. 
— "  Are  you  sure  you  are — that  you  are — " 

"  That  I  am  who  ?"  said  I,  hurriedly. 

"  That  you  are  Frederick  Stadt  ?" 

"  Perfectly." 

"  And  not  Albert  Wolstang  ?"  concluded  he. 

A  pang  shot  through  my  whole  body  at  this  last 
part  of  his  question.  I  recalled  in  an  instant  all  my 
previous  vexation.  I  remembered  the  insults  I  had 
met  with,  not  only  from  the  students  of  Gottingen 
and  Doctor  Dedimus  Dunderhead,  but  from  the 
domestics  of  Wolstang ;  and  lastly,  I  recollected  the 

'      2  Q 
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business  which  had  brought  me  to  the  house  of  the 
latter.  Everything  came  as  a  flash  of  lightning 
through  my  brain,  and  I  was  more  perplexed  than 
ever.  My  first  impression  was,  that  the  little  man, 
in  spite  of  his  vast  learning,  was  insane,  or  perhaps, 
as  Festus  said  of  Paul,  his  madness  was  the  conse 
quence  of  too  much  learning  ;  but  then,  if  he  was  in 
sane,  the  Gottingen  students  must  be  insane,  Doctor 
Dedimus  Dunderhead  must  be  insane,  and  Wol- 
stang's  domestics  must  be  insane.  "  I  am  perhaps 
insane  myself,"  thought  I  for  an  instant ;  but  this 
idea,  I  was  soon  satisfied,  was  incorrect.  I  sat  for 
several  minutes  pondering  deeply  upon  the  matter, 
and  endeavouring  to  extricate  myself  from  this 
vexatious  dilemma,  while  my  companion  opposite 
kept  eyeing  me  through  his  immense  glasses, 
stroking  his  chin,  and  smiling  with  the  most  lugu 
brious  self-complacency.  At  length,  arousing  my 
self  from  my  stupor,  I  put  the  following  question  to 
him  :  — 

"  Did  you  ask  me  if  I  was  sure  that  I  am  not 
Wolstang?" 

"  I  did,  sir,"  answered  he  with  a  bow. 

"  Then,  sir,  I  must  tell  you  that  I  am  not  that 
person,  but  Frederick  Stadt,  student  of  philosophy 
in  the  University  of  Gottingen."  He  looked  in 
credulous. 

"What,  sir,"  said  I,  "  do  you  not  believe  me?" 
He  shrugged  up  his  shoulders. 
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"  Confusion,  sir !  this  is  not  to  be  borne.  I  tell 
you,  sir,  that  my  name  is  Stadt."  This  I  said  in 
my  loudest  and  most  impassioned  manner,  but  it 
did  not  affect  him  in  the  least  degree.  He  con 
tinued  his  eternal  smile,  and  had  even  the  politeness 
or  audacity  (1  know  not  which  to  call  it)  to  offer  me 
his  snuff-box.  I  was  so  enraged  at  this  piece  of 
coolness,  that  I  gave  the  box  a  knock,  spilling  its 
contents  upon  his  scarlet  waistcoat.  Even  this  did 
not  ruffle  him.  He  commenced,  in  the  most  com 
posed  manner  imaginable,  to  collect  the  particles, 
remarking  with  a  smile,  "  You  do  not  like  snuff, 
sir,"  and  finishing,  according  to  custom,  by  one  of 
his  everlasting  sneezes. 

"It  is  impossible,  sir,"  said  I,  "that  you  can 
mistake  me  for  Wolstang — seeing  that,  on  my 
entry,  you  told  me  you  expected  that  gentleman  in 
a  short  time,  and  desired  me  to  be  seated  till  he 
came  in."  At  this  he  seemed  a  little  disconcerted, 
and  was  beginning  to  mutter  something  in  explana 
tion,  when  I  interrupted  him.  "  Besides,  sir,  Wol 
stang  is  a  man  at  least  six  inches  taller,  four  stones 
heavier,  and  ten  years  older  than  I." 

"  What  an  immense  fellow  he  must  be,  my  dear 
friend !  At  that  rate,  he  ought  to  stand  six  feet 
eight  inches,  and  weigh  twenty  stones." 

I  could  hardly  retain  my  gravity  at  this  calcula 
tion.  "Pray,  what  do  you  take  my  stature  and 
weight  to  be?" 
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"  I  should  take  you,"  replied  he,  "  to  be  about 
six  feet  two  inches  high,  and  to  weigh  some  sixteen 
stones." 

This  admeasurement  raised  my  merriment  to 
its  acme,  and  I  laughed  aloud.  "  Know,  then,  my 
good  little  man,  that  all  your  geometry  has  availed 
you  nothing,  for  I  only  stand  five  feet  eight,  and 
never  weighed  more  than  twelve  stones."  He 
shrugged  up  his  shoulders  once  more,  and  put  on 
another  of  his  incredulous  looks. 

"  Eh,  eh — I  may  be  mistaken — but  I — I — " 

"Mistaken!"  exclaimed  I;  "zounds,  you  were 
never  more  egregiously  mistaken,  even  when  you 
advocated  the  Pythagorean  doctrine  of  Metempsy 
chosis  ! " 

"  I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  could  lay  five  gilders 
that  I  am  right.  I  never  bet  high — just  a  trifle, 
just  a  trifle  occasionally." 

"You  had  better  keep  your  gilders  in  your 
pocket,"  said  I,  "  and  not  risk  them  so  foolishly." 

"With  your  permission,  however,  I  shall  back 
my  pieces  against  yours," — and  he  drew  five  from  a 
little  green  silk  purse,  and  put  them  on  the  table. 
I  deposited  an  equal  number. 

"Now,"  said  T,  "how  is  this  dispute  to  be 
settled?  where  can  I  get  myself  weighed ?" 

"I  believe,"  answered  he,  "there  is  a  pair  of 
scales  in  the  room  hard  by,  and  weights  too,  if  I 
mistake  not."  He  accordingly  got  up  and  opened 
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the  door  of  the  adjoining  chamber,  where,  to  my 
surprise,  I  beheld  a  pair  of  immense  scales  hang 
ing  from  the  roof,  and  hundred  and  half-hundred 
weights,  &c.  lying  around.  I  seated  myself  in  one 
of  the  scales,  chuckling  very  heartily  at  the  scrape 
into  which  the  little  fellow  had  brought  himself. 
He  lifted  lip  weight  after  weight,  placing  them 
upon  the  opposite  scale.  Eleven  stones  had  been 
put  in,  and  he  was  lifting  the  twelfth ; — "  Now," 
says  I,  eyeing  him  waggishly,  "for  your  five  gil 
ders."  He  dropped  the  weight,  but  the  beam  never 
moved,  and  I  still  sat  on  the  lowest  scale.  Thir 
teen  were  put  on,  but  my  weight  yet  triumphed. 
With  amazement  I  saw  fourteen  and  fifteen,  suc 
cessively  added  to  the  number,  without  effect.  At 
last,  on  putting  down  the  sixteenth,  the  scale  on 
which  I  sat  was  gently  raised  from  the  ground.  I 
turned  my  eyes  upwards  towards  the  needle,  which 
I  saw  quivering  as  if  uncertain  where  to  stop ;  at 
last  it  paused  exactly  in  the  centre,  and  stood  erect : 
the  beam  lay  perfectly  horizontal,  and  I  sat  motion 
less,  poised  in  middle  air. 

"  You  will  observe,  sir,  that  my  calculation  was 
correct,"  observed  my  companion,  taking  a  fresh 
pinch  of  snuff.  "  You  are  just  sixteen  stones. 
Nothing  now  remains  but  to  measure  your  height." 

"There  is  no  occasion  for  that,"  I  replied,  rising 
slowly  from  the  scale.  "If  you  can  contrive  to 
make  me  weigh  sixteen  stones,  you  can  readily 
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make  me  measure  six  feet  two  inches."  I  now 
threw  myself  down  on  a  seat  in  the  study,  which 
both  of  us  had  re-entered,  placed  my  elbows  On  the 
table,  and  buried  my  face  in  my  hands,  absorbed  in 
deep  reflection.  I  thought  and  thought  again  upon 
every  event  which  had  befallen  me  since  the  morn 
ing.  The  students  of  Gottingen — Doctor  Dedi- 
mus  Dunderhead — the  domestics  of  Wolstang — the 
little  man  with  the  snuff-coloured  surtout,  scarlet 
waistcoat,  and  wooden  leg,  passed  like  a  whirlwind 
through  my  brain.  Then  the  bust  of  Cicero,  which 
I  had  seen  in  the  Louvre,  the  busts  of  the  others 
which  he  drew  from  his  pockets — geometry — geo- 
mancy — transmigration  of  souls,  and  the  affair  of 
the  scales — the  whole  formed  a  combination  which 
I  found  myself  utterly  unable  to  comprehend.  In 
a  few  minutes  I  looked  up,  exhausted  with  vain 
thought.  All  the  heads  were  gone  except  that  of 
Pythagoras,  which  he  left  lying  in  its  place.  He 
now  took  up  his  snuff-box  and  deposited  it  in  his 
waistcoat  pocket  —  drew  an  old-fashioned  watch 
out  of  his  fob,  and  looked  at  the  hour — and,  lastly, 
laying  his  hand  upon  the  ten  gilders,  he  dropped 
them  one  by  one  into  his  green  purse.  "I  believe," 
said  he,  with  a  smile,  "  the  money  is  mine."  So 
saying,  he  snatched  up  his  little  cocked-hat,  made 
me  half-a-dozen  of  bows,  and  bade  me  adieu,  after 
promising  to  see  me  at  the  same  time  and  place 
two  days  after. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

AGAIN  did  I  bury  my  face  in  my  hands ;  again 
did  my  fit  of  meditation  come  on ;  I  felt  my  bosom 
glowing  with  perplexity.  It  was  now  the  scales 
which  Occupied  my  thoughts,  to  the  exclusion  of 
everything  else.  "  Sixteen  stones ! — impossible,  I 
Cannot  believe  it.  This  old  rascal  has  cheated  me. 
The  weights  he  has  put  on  must  be  defective — 
they  must  be  hollow.  I  will  see  to  it  in  a  moment, 
and  if  there  has  been  any  deception,  I  shall  break 
his  bones  the  first  time  I  set  my  eyes  upon  him, 
maugre  his  wooden  leg ;  I  will  at  least  smash  his 
spectacles,  trip  up  his  heels,  and  pull  his  hook 
nose."  Full  of  these  resolutions,  I  proceeded  to 
the  adjoining  room.  Guess  of  my  amazement, 
when,  instead  of  the  great  machines  in  which  I 
had  been  weighed  but  ten  minutes  before,  I  beheld 
nothing  but  a  small  pair  of  apothecary's  scales,  and 
a  few  drachm,  scruple,  and  grain  weights  scattered 
upon  the  floor. 

Not  knowing  what  to  make  of  this,  I  returned  to 
the  study,  when,  happening  to  look  into  a  mirror 
placed  behind  the  chair  on  which  I  had  been  sit 
ting,  I  beheld  (joyous  sight)  the  reflection  of  Wol- 
stang.  "Ah,  you  have  come?"  said  I,  turning 
round  to  receive  him,  but  nobody  was  to  be  seen. 
I  looked  again  through  every  part  of  the  room ;  no 
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Wolstang  was  there.  This  was  passing  strange ; 
where  could  the  man  have  gone  in  such  a  hurry  ?  I 
was  now  in  a  greater  funk  than  ever,  when,  casting 
my  eyes  a  second  time  upon  the  mirror,  he  again 
made  his  appearance.  I  instantly  looked  round — 
no  one  was  present ;  in  another  instant  I  turned  to 
the  glass,  and  there  stood  the  reflection  as  before. 
Not  knowing  what  this  phenomenon  could  be,  and 
thinking  perhaps  that  my  eyes  were  dazzled  by 
some  phantom,  I  raised  my  hands,  and  rubbed 
them ;  Wolstang  did  the  same.  I  struck  my  fore 
head,  bit  my  lip  with  vexation,  and  started  back, 
when,  marvellous  to  relate,  the  figure  in  the  glass 
repeated  all  my  gestures.  I  now  got  alarmed,  and, 
shrinking  away  from  the  apparition,  threw  himself 
upon  the  chair.  In  a  few  minutes,  my  courage 
being  somewhat  revived,  I  ventured  to  face  the 
mirror,  but  without  any  better  success — the  same 
object  presented  itself.  I  desisted,  and  renewed 
the  trial  three  several  times  with  the  like  result. 
In  vain  was  my  philosophy  exerted  to  unfold  this 
mystery.  The  doctrines  of  Aristotle,  the  dreams 
of  alchemy,  and  the  wonders  of  the  Cabala,  pre 
sented  themselves  in  succession  to  my  disordered 
fancy.  I  bethought  me  of  magic,  necromancy,  the 
witch  of  Endor,  Simon  Magus,  the  brazen  head  of 
Friar  Bacon,  and  a  multitude  of  other  phantasies. 
All  was  in  vain;  nothing  could  account  for  the 
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present  occurrence ;  nothing  in  mystical  or  scien 
tific  lore  bore  any  analogy  to  it. 

In  tin's  perturbed  state  of  mind  my  eye  caught 
the  bust  of  Pythagoras.  This  was  a  flood  of  light 
to  my  understanding.  I  instantly  remembered 
what  the  old  fellow  had  hinted  about  transmigra 
tion  of  souls  :  I  remembered  what  he  said  about  me 
being  myself,  or  another  person.  Then  connecting 
this  with  the  previous  events  of  the  day,  with  the 
Gottingen  students,  with  Doctor  Dedimus  Dunder 
head,  with  Wolstang's  domestics,  and,  lastly,  with 
the  reflection  in  the  looking-glass, — I  say,  coupling 
all  these  things  together,  I  came  to  the  horrible 
conclusion  that  I  was  not  myself.  "  There  must 
be  some  truth  in  the  Pythagorean  doctrine,  and  I 
am  labouring  under  a  Metempsychosis." 

To  put  the  matter  beyond  a  doubt,  I  went  once 
more  to  the  mirror,  where  I  beheld  the  same  figure 
which  had  first  startled  me.  I  then  looked  at  my 
hands;  they  were  larger  and  stronger  than  for 
merly.  The  dress  I  had  on  was  also  not  my  own, 
but  evidently  that  of  Wolstang.  Every  circum 
stance  contributed  to  confirm  me  that  I  was  no 
longer  myself. 

It  would  be  a  vain  attempt  for  me  to  describe  the 
horror  I  endured  at  this  dreadful  transmogrifica 
tion.  After  the  first  burst  of  dismay  was  over,  I 
wept  bitterly,  bewailing  the  loss  of  my  dear  body, 
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which  I  now  felt  convinced  was  gone  from  me  for 
ever.  "  And  poor  Wolstang,"  cried  I  lamentably, 
"you  are  no  longer  yourself.  You  are  me  and  I 
am  you,  and  doubtless  you  are  deploring  your  mis 
fortune  as  bitterly  as  your  unhappy  friend  Stadt." 

Night  was  now  coming  on,  and  it  became  neces 
sary  that  I  should  resolve  upon  what  ought  to  be 
done  in  my  present  state.  I  soon  perceived  that  it 
would  serve  no  purpose  to  say  that  T  was  myself ; 
no  one  would  have  believed  me,  and  I  would  run 
the  risk  of  being  put  in  a  strait-jacket  as  a  lunatic. 
To  avoid  these  evils,  there  was  no  resource  but  to 
pass  myself  off  upon  the  community  as  Wolstang. 
Even  here  there  was  considerable  risk  of  being 
regarded  mad  ;  for  how  could  I  at  once  adapt  my 
self  to  his  circumstances,  get  a  knowledge  of  them, 
think  as  he  thought,  and  act  as  he  acted  ?  It  was 
plain,  that  although  I  was  Wolstang  in  body,  I  was 
only  Stadt  in  mind;  and  I  knew  that  in  disposi 
tion  I  was  as  different  as  possible  from  Wolstang. 
"There  is  no  help,"  said  I,  weeping  grievously; 
"  it  must  be  done." 

In  order  to  cool  my  heated  brain,  I  went  out 
into  the  open  air,  and  wandered  about  the  streets. 
I  was  addressed  by  a  number  of  persons  whom  I 
did  not  know ;  and  several  of  my  acquaintances, 
to  whom  I  inadvertently  spoke,  did  not  know  me. 
With  the  former  I  was  very  short,  answering  their 
questions  at  random,  and  getting  off  as  soon  as 
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possible.  To'  the  latter  I  could  only  apologise, 
assuring  them  that  they  had  been  mistaken  by  me 
for  other  persons.  I  felt  my  situation  most  un 
pleasant  ;  for,  besides  the  consciousness  of  no  longer 
being  myself,  I  was  constantly  running  into  the 
most  perplexing  blunders.  For  instance,  after 
strolling  about  for  a  considerable  period,  I  came,  as 
it  were,  by  a  sort  of  instinct,  to  my  own  lodgings. 
For  a  time  I  forgot  my  situation,  and  knocked  at 
the  door.  It  was  opened  by  my  domestic,  from 
whom  I  took  the  candle  which  he  held  in  his  hand, 
and,  according  to  wont,  walked  into  the  study. 
"  Mr  Stadt  is  not  in,  sir, "  said  the  man,  following 
me ;  "  perhaps  you  will  sit  till  he  comes :  I  expect 
him  soon."  This  aroused  me  from  my  reverie,  con 
firming  too  truly  the  fact  that  I  was  changed.  I 
started  up  from  the  seat  into  which  I  had  dropped, 
rushed  past  him  with  dismay,  and  gained  the  street. 
Here  I  made  up  my  mind  to  return  to  Wolstang's 
lodgings,  which  I  accordingly  did,  in  a  mood  which 
a  condemned  criminal  would  hardly  envy. 

I  kept  the  house  for  the  whole  of  next  day, 
employing  myself  in  writing,  in  order  that  the 
servants  might  at  least  see  some  cause  for  my  con 
finement.  Notwithstanding  this,  it  was  easy  to 
observe  that  they  perceived  something  unusual 
about  me ;  and  several  remarks  which  escaped  them, 
convinced  me  that  they  considered  my  head  touched 
in  no  slight  degree.  Although  I  did  all  that  I  was 
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able  to  compose  myself,  it  was  impossible  that  I 
could  think  like  Wolstang,  and  still  less  that  I  could 
know  a  hundred  private  and  household  matters,  on 
which  the  pert  Louise  and  sapient  Barnabas  made 
a  point  of  consulting  me.  Whenever  I  was  spoken 
to  concerning  things  that  I  knew,  my  answers  were 
kind  and  condescending ;  but  on  any  point  about 
which  I  was  ignorant,  I  utterly  lost  temper,  and 
peremptorily  forbade  them  to  repeat  it.  Both 
shook  their  heads  at  such  inconsistent  behaviour ; 
and  it  was  soon  bruited  among  the  neighbours 
that  Mr  Albert  Wolstang  had  parted  with  his 
senses. 

The  second  day  arrived,  and  found  me  in  the 
same  state  of  mind.  The  amazement  which  suc 
ceeded  the  discovery  of  my  metamorphosis  had  in 
deed  given  way,  and  I  could  look  at  my  reflection 
in  the  mirror  with  less  pain  than  at  first ;  but  my 
feelings  were  still  as  imbittered  as  ever,  and  I 
ardently  longed  for  death  to  put  an  end  to  such 
intolerable  misery.  While  brooding  over  these 
matters,  the  door  of  the  study  opened.  Thinking 
it  was  one  of  the  domestics,  I  paid  no  attention  to 
it ;  but  in  a  moment  I  heard  a  sneeze,  which  made 
my  flesh  creep,  and  in  another  the  little  man 
with  the  snuff- coloured  surtout,  the  scarlet  waist 
coat,  and  the  wooden  leg,  made  his  appearance. 
Since  I  last  saw  this  old  fellow,  I  had  conceived 
a  mortal  hatred  against  him.  I  thought,  although 
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the  idea  was  wild  enough,  that  he  had  some  hand 
in  my  Metempsychosis — and  the  affair  of  the  scales 
and  the  marble  busts,  together  with  his  Pythagorean 
opinions,  his  vast  learning,  his  geomancy  and  as 
trology,  gave  to  my  idea  a  strong  confirmation.  On 
the  present  occasion  his  politeness  was  excessive  ; 
he  bowed  almost  to  the  ground,  made  fifty  apologies 
for  intruding,  and  inquired  with  the  most  outre  affec 
tation  of  tenderness  into  the  state  of  my  health. 
He  then  seated  himself  opposite  to  me,  laid  his 
cocked-hat  upon  the  table,  took  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
and  commenced  his  intolerable  system  of  sneezing. 
I  was  never  less  in  a  humour  to  relish  anything 
like  foppery  ;  so  throwing  myself  back  upon  the 
chair,  putting  on  as  commanding  a  look  as  I  could, 
and  looking  at  him  fiercely,  I  said,  "  So,  sir,  you 
are  back  again ;  I  suppose  you  know  me?" 

"  Know  you,  my  dear  friend — eh — yes,  I  derived 
great  pleasure  in  being  made  acquainted  with  you 
the  day  before  yesterday.  You  are  Mr  Frederick 
Stadt — that  is  to  say,  you  are  Mr  Albert  Wolstang." 
— (A  sneeze). 

"  Then  you  know  that  T  am  not  myself?" 
"  My  dear  friend, "  replied  he,  with  a  smile,    "  I 
hinted  as  much  the  last  time  I  saw  you." 
"And  pray  how  did  you  ascertain  that?" 
"  You  don't  ask  me  such  a  question,"  said  he, 
with  an  air  of  surprise ;  "I  knew  it  by  your  own 
signature." 
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"  My  own  signature !  I  know  not  what  you 
mean  by  my  signature." 

"  Eh — eh — the  signature,  you  know — that  is, 
the  compact  you  made  with  Wolstang." 

"  I  know  of  no  compact, "  cried  I,  in  a  passion ; 
*'  nor  did  I  ever  make  one  with  any  man  living.  I 
defy  either  you  or  Wolstang  to  produce  any  such 
instrument." 

"  I  believe  it  is  in  my  pocket  at  this  very  moment. 
Look  here,  my  dear  sir."  And  he  brought  out  a 
small  manuscript  book,  and,  turning  up  the  leaves, 
pointed  to  view  the  following  words  : — 

"  I  hereby,  in  consideration  of  the  sum  of  fifty 
gilders,,  give  to  Albert  Wolstang  the  use  of  my  body, 
at  any  time  he  is  disposed,  provided  that,  for  the 
time  being,  he  gives  me  the  use  of  his. — FREDERICK 
STADT." 

"  It  is  a  damnable  forgery,"  said  I,  starting  up 
with  fury ;  "a  deceptio  visfis,  at  least — something 
like  your  scales." 

"What  about  the  scales,  my  dear  friend?"  said 
he,  with  a  whining  voice. 

"  Go, "  replied  I,  "into  that  room,  and  you  snail 
see."  He  accordingly  went,  but  returned  imme 
diately,  saying  that  he  observed  nothing  remarkable. 
"No!"  said  I,  rising  up;  "then  I  shall  take  the 
trouble  to  point  it  out  to  you."  My  astonishment 
may  be  better  conceived  than  described,  when,  in 
stead  of  the  small  apothecary's  scales,  I  beheld 
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the  immense  ones  in  which  I  had  been  weighed 
two  days  before.  I  felt  confounded  and  mortified, 
and  returned  with  him  to  the  study,  muttering 
something  about  deceptio  vistis,  necromancy,  and 
demonology. 

"  Well,"  continued  I,  after  recovering  a  little, 
"  what  about  this  compact — when  and  where  was  it 
made?" 

"  It  was  made  some  three  days  ago,  at  the  Devil's 
Hoof  Tavern.  You  may  remember  that  you  and 
Wolstang  were  drinking  there  at  that  time." 

"  Yes,  I  remember  it  well  enough  ;  but  I  under 
stood  that  I  was  putting  my  name  to  a  receipt  for 
fifty  gilders  which  he  paid  me.  I  never  read  the 
writing ;  I  merely  subscribed  it." 

"  That  was  a  pity ;  for  really  you  have  bound 
yourself  as  firmly  as  signing  with  a  person's  own 
blood  can  do." 

"Did  I  sign  it  with  my  own  blood?"  said  1, 
alarmed. 

"  Exactly  so.  You  may  recollect  of  cutting  your 
finger.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  stanching  the  blood,  a 
sufficient  quantity  of  which  was  nevertheless  col 
lected  to  write  this  document." 

"  Then  you  were  present, "  said  I ; — "  yes,  I  have 
a  recollection  of  your  face,  now  that  you  mention 
the  circumstance.  You  were  then  dressed  as  a 
clergyman,  if  I  mistake  not." 

"  Precisely." 
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"And  what,"  continued  I,  "are  the  conditions 
on  which  I  hold  this  strange  existence  ?  Suppose 
Wolstang  dies?" 

"  Then  you  keep  his  body  till  the  natural  period 
of  your  own  death." 

"Suppose  I  die?" 

"  He  then  keeps  your  body." 

"  Then,  if  he  dies,  my  body  is  buried  and  goes 
to  decay,  while  I  am  clogged  up  in  his  body,  till 
relieved  from  it  by  death  ?" 

"  Precisely." 

This  announcement  struck  me  with  terror.  * '  And 
shall  I  never, "  said  I,  weeping,  "  see  my  dear  body 
again?" 

"  You  may  see  it,  if  ever  Wolstang  comes  in  your 
way." 

"  But  shall  I  never  possess  it — shall  I  never  be 
myself  again  ?" 

"  Not  unless  he  pleases." 

"  The  villain  I "  exclaimed  I,  in  an  agony  of  grief; 
"I  am  then  undone — the  tool  of  a  heartless  un 
principled  miscreant.  Is  my  case  hopeless  ?" 

"  0  no,  my  dear  friend,"  said  the  little  man,  "not 
at  all  hopeless ;  there  is  nothing  simpler  than  the 
remedy.  Only  put  your  name  here,  and  you  will 
be  yourself  in  a  minute.  The  fellow  will  then  lose 
all  power  over  your  body."  I  seized  with  avidity 
the  pen  which  he  presented  to  me,  dipped  it  in  a 
vial  of  red  ink,  and  was  proceeding  to  do  as  he 
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directed,  when  the  wnting  above  caught  my  eye. 
It  ran  thus  : — 

"  I  hereby  engage,  after  my  natural  decease,  to 
give  over  my  soul  to  the  owner  of  this  book." 

"  Zounds  1"  said  I,  "  what  is  this  ?" 

"  It  is  nothing  at  all  ;  just  a  form — a  mere  form 
of  business,  of  no  intrinsic  meaning.  If  you  would 
just  write  your  name — it  is  very  easily  done." 

"Has  any  other  person  signed  such  deeds?" 
demanded  I. 

"  Many  a  one.  Here,  for  example,  is  Wolstang's 
name  attached  to  a  similar  contract.  It  is,  in  fact, 
by  virtue  of  this  that  he  has  the  power  over  your 
body.  The  deed  which  you  have  signed  would 
have  availed  him  nothing  without  this  one." 

"Then,"  said  I,  "if  you  relieve  me  from  my 
present  condition,  you  break  faith  with  Wolstang, 
seeing  that  you  deprive  him  of  his  stipulated 
power." 

"  I  deprive  him  of  his  power  over  you,  but  I  give 
him  in  return  a  similar  power  over  some  other 
person,  which  will  answer  his  purpose  equally  well. 
I  think  you  had  better  sign." 

"  No,  you  old  villain !"  said  I,  wrought  up  to  a 
pitch  of  fury  at  the  infernal  plan  which  I  saw  he 
was  meditating,  "  I  will  never  sign  your  damnable 
compact.  I  have  religion  enough  to  know  the  value 
of  my  soul,  and  sufficient  philosophy  to  bear  with 
any  wretchedness  I  may  endure  under  my  present 
2  R 
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form.  You  may  play  the  Devil  if  you  choose,  but 
you  shall  never  get  me  to  act  the  part  of  Dr 
Faustus."  I  pronounced  these  words  in  a  voice 
of  thunder ;  but  so  far  from  being  angry,  he  used 
every  endeavour  to  soothe  me — made  a  thousand 
apologies  for  having  been  the  unwilling  cause  of 
such  a  commotion ;  then,  snatching  up  his  hat  and 
making  a  profound  bow,  he  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER    III. 

A  GLOW  of  conscious  virtue  passed  over  me  on 
his  departure.  I  found  that  I  had  resisted  'evil, 
and  gloried  in  the  thought;  but  this  triumphant 
feeling  gave  way  to  one  of  revenge  against  the 
author  of  my  calamity.  After  reflecting  for  a  short 
time,  it  occurred  to  me  that  the  best  way  to  punish 
him  would  be  to  commit  some  outrage  which  might 
stamp  him  with  infamy,  and  render  him  miserable 
if  ever  he  thought  of  resuming  his  body.  "  I  shall 
at  least  have  him  expelled  from  the  university. 
This  shall  be  the  first  blow  directed  against  his 
comfort.  He  will  in  time  become  weary  of  my  body, 
and  will  find  very  little  satisfaction  in  his  own  when 
he  takes  it  into  his  head  to  make  an  exchange." 
Full  of  these  ideas,  I  entered  the  College  court, 
where  the  first  object  that  met  my  eyes  was  Doc 
tor  Dedimus  Dunderhead  coming  towards  me — the 
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baton  in  his  hand,  the  spectacles  on  his  carbuncle 
nose,  and  his  head  thrown  back  as  he  strutted  along 
d  la  militaire.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  I 
advanced  up  to  him  and  knocked  off  his  cocked-hat ; 
nor  did  I  stop  to  see  how  he  looked  at  this  extra 
ordinary  salutation,  but  walked  deliberately  on. 
I  heard  him  distinctly  call  after  me,  "  You  shall 
hear  of  this,  sir,  by  to-morrow."  "  When  you 
please,  doctor,"  was  my  answer.  "  Now,  Master 
Wolstang,"  said  I  to  myself,  "  I  have  driven  you 
from  Gottingen  College,  and  wish  you  much  joy  of 
your  expulsion."  Such  were  my  thoughts,  and  the 
morrow  verified  them  ;  for,  a  meeting  of  the  Senatus 
Academicus  being  summoned  by  the  provost,  that 
learned  body  declared  Albert  Wolstang  unfit  to  be 
a  member  of  the  university,  and  he  was  accordingly 
placarded  upon  the  gate  and  expelled,  in  terror  em. 

This  circumstance  being  just  what  I  wanted, 
gave  me  no  uneasiness ;  but  a  few  days  thereafter 
an  event  arose  out  of  it,  which  subjected  me  to 
much  inconvenience.  Having  unwittingly  strolled 
into  the  College,  I  was  rudely  collared  by  one  of 
the  officers,  which  so  enraged  me  that  I  knocked 
down  the  fellow  with  a  blow  of  my  fist.  For  this  I 
was  apprehended  the  same  day  by  three  gendarmes, 
and  carried  before  the  Syndic,  who  condemned  me 
to  suffer  two  weeks'  close  confinement,  and  to  be 
fed  on  bread  and  water.  This  punishment,  though 
perhaps  not  disproportioned  to  the  offence,  was,  in 
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my  estimation,  horribly  severe  ;  and  now,  for  the 
first  time,  did  I  feel  regret  for  the  absurdity  of  my 
conduct.  I  found  that  in  endeavouring  to  punish 
Wolstang  I  was  in  truth  only  punishing  myself, 
and  that  it  was  a  matter  of  doubt  whether  he  would 
ever  submit  to  a  corporeal  change,  seeing  that  my 
fortune  was  much  more  considerable  than  his  own, 
and  that  he  would  come  at  it  in  the  course  of  six 
months.  This  I  had  no  doubt  was  the  chief  con 
sideration  which  could  have  induced  the  fellow  to 
bring  about  such  a  metamorphosis. 

On  getting  out  of  prison  I  was  the  most  miser 
able  wretch  on  earth.  The  fierce  desire  of  venge 
ance  had  formerly  kept  up  my  spirits  ;  but  this 
was  now  gone,  and  they  sank  to  the  lowest  pitch. 
I  found  that  I  was  spurned  by  those  very  persons 
who  were  before  most  anxious  to  cultivate  my 
friendship.  Barnabas  and  Louise  had  left  me,  re 
solving  no  longer  to  serve  one  who  had  undergone 
the  punishment  of  a  malefactor.  In  order  to  clear 
up  matters,  I  frequently  called  at  my  own  house  to 
inquire  if  I  myself  was  at  home — for  so  was  I  obliged 
to  speak  of  the  miscreant  who  had  possession  of  my 
body ;  but  on  every  occasion  I  was  answered  in  the 
negative.  "I  had  gone  out  to  see  a  friend  in  town; " 
"I  had  gone  to  the  country;"  *'  I  was  expected 
soon."  Never  by  any  possibility  could  I  get  a 
Bight  of  myself.  All  this  convinced  me  that  the 
case  was  hopeless,  and  that  I  must  make  the  best 
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of  my  deplorable  situation.  Wolstang  had  evidently 
played  my  part  much  better  than  I  did  his,  for  he 
had  an  interest  in  doing  so,  and  was  (thanks  to  my 
simplicity)  intimately  acquainted  with  the  state  of 
my  affairs.  If  anything  could  add  to  this  irritation, 
it  was  to  notice  the  improvements,  or  rather  changes, 
which  the  fellow  was  making  in  my  house.  Every 
thing  was  turned  upside  down.  Many  of  the  most 
valuable  books  in  my  library  were  brought  to  the 
hammer,  and  replaced  by  more  modern  works. 
Some  antique  MSS.  found  among  the  ruins  of 
Pompeii,  and  on  which  I  set  a  high  value,  were 
disposed  of  in  the  same  manner ;  together  with  my 
porphyry  snuff-box,  my  mother's  diamond  ring',  my 
illuminated  missal,  and  Arabic  autograph  of  the 
Koran.  The  money  produced  by  these  valuable 
relics  was  laid  out  in  new-painting  my  study,  and 
in  fitting  it  up  with  Chinese  mandarins,  silken 
pagodas,  and  other  pieces  of  Eastern  trumpery. 

In  consequence  of  the  peculiar  opportunities 
which  I  enjoyed,  I  soon  discovered  that  Wolstang, 
whom  I  had  long  thought  rather  highly  of,  was  in 
reality  a  very  bad  character.  Some  persons  of  the 
worst  description  in  Gottingen  appeared  to  have 
been  his  associates.  Times  without  number  I  was 
accosted  as  an  acquaintance  by  gamblers,  pick 
pockets,  usurers,  and  prostitutes  ;  and  through  their 
means  I  unravelled  a  train  of  imposture,  profligacy, 
and  dissipation,  in  which  he  had  been  long  deeply 
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involved.  I  discovered  that  he  had  two  mistresses 
in  keeping ;  that  he  had  seduced  the  daughters  of 
several  of  the  most  respectable  citizens,  and  was 
the  father  of  no  less  than  seven  natural  children, 
whom  he  had  by  those  unfortunate  women.  I  found 
out  even  worse  than  this — at  least  what  I  dreaded 
much  more.  This  was  a  forgery  to  an  immense 
amount,  which  he,  in  concert  with  another  person, 
had  committed  on  an  extensive  mercantile  house. 
The  accomplice,  in  a  high  state  of  trepidation,  came 
to  tell  me  that  the  whole  was  in  a  fair  way  of  being 
blown,  and  that  if  we  wished  to  save  our  necks,  an 
instantaneous  departure  from  the  city  was  indis 
pensable.  Such  a  piece  of  intelligence  threw  me 
into  great  alarm.  If  I  remained,  my  apprehension 
would  be  inevitable  ;  and  how  would  it  be  possible 
for  me  to  persuade  any  one  that  I  was  not  Wol- 
stang?  My  conviction  and  execution  must  follow; 
and  though  I  was  now  so  regardless  of  life  that  I 
would  gladly  have  been  in  my  grave,  yet  there  was 
something  revolting  in  the  idea  of  dying  for  a  villain, 
merely  because  I  could  not  show  that  I  was  not 
myself.  These  reflections  had  their  due  weight, 
and  I  resolved  to  leave  Gottingen  next  day,  and 
escape  from  the  country  altogether. 

While  meditating  upon  this  scheme,  I  walked 
about  three  miles  out  of  town  for  the  purpose  of 
maturing  my  plans,  undisturbed  by  the  noise  and 
bustle  of  the  streets.  As  I  was  going  slowly  along, 
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I  perceived  a  man  walking  about  a  furlong  before 
me.  His  gait  and  dress,arrested  my  attention  par 
ticularly,  and  after  a  few  glances  I  was  convinced 
that  he  must  be  myself.  The  joy  that  pervaded  my 
mind  at  this  sight  no  language  can  describe ;  it 
was  as  a  glimpse  of  heaven,  and  filled  me  with 
perfect  ecstasy.  Prudence,  however,  did  not  for 
sake  me,  and  I  resolved  to  steal  slowly  upon  him, 
collar  him,  and  demand  an  explanation.  With  this 
view  I  approached  him,  concealing  myself  as  well 
as  I  could,  and  was  so  successful  that  I  had  actu 
ally  got  within  ten  yards  of  my  prey  without  being 
discovered.  At  this  instant,  hearing  footsteps,  he 
turned  round,  looked  alarmed,  and  took  to  his  heels. 
I  was  after  him  in  a  moment,  and  the  flight  on  one 
side,  and  pursuit  on  the  other,  were  keenly  con 
tested.  Thanks  to  Wolstang's  long  legs,  they  were 
better  than  the  short  ones  with  which  my  antago 
nist  was  furnished,  and  I  caught  him  by  the  col 
lar  as  he  was  about  to  enter  a  wood.  I  grasped  my 
body  with  Herculean  grip,  so  terrified  was  I  to 
lose  it.  "  And  now,  you  villain,"  said  I,  as  soon 
as  I  could  recover  breath,  "  tell  me  the  meaning 
of  this.  Restore  me  my  body,  or  by  heaven  I 

will " 

"  You  will  do  what  ?  "  asked  he,  with  the  most 
insolent  coolness.  This  question  was  a  dagger  to 
my  soul,  for  I  knew  that  any  punishment  I  inflicted 
upon  him  must  be  inflicted  upon  myself.  I  stood 
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mute  for  a  few  seconds,  still  holding  him  strongly 
in  my  grasp.  At  last  throwing  pity  aside,  by  one 
vast  effort  I  cried  out,  "  I  declare  solemnly,  Wol- 
stang,  that  if  you  do  not  give  me  back  my  body  I 
shall  kill  you  on  the  spot." 

"  Kill  me  on  the  spot !  "  replied  he.  "  Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  you  will  kill  your  own  body?" 

"  I  do  say  so,"  was  my  answer.  "  I  will  rather 
destroy  my  dear  body,  than  it  should  be  disgraced 
by  a  scoundrel  like  you." 

"  You  are  jesting,"  said  Wolstang,  endeavouring 
to  extricate  himself. 

"  I  shall  show  you  the  contrary,"  rejoined  I, 
giving  him  a  violent  blow  on  the  nose,  and  another 
on  the  ribs.  These  strokes  almost  drew  tears  from 
my  eyes ;  and  when  I  saw  my  precious  blood  flow 
ing,  I  certainly  would  have  wept  aloud,  but  for  the 
terrible  energy  which  rage  had  given  me.  The 
punishment  had  its  evident  effect,  however,  upon 
Wolstang,  for  he  became  agitated  and  alarmed,  grew 
pale,  and  entreated  me  to  let  him  go.  "Never,  you 
villain,  till  you  return  me  back  my  body.  Let  me 
be  myself  again,  and  then  you  are  free." 

"  That  is  impossible,"  said  he,  "  and  cannot  be 
done  without  the  agency  of  another  person,  who  is 
absent ;  but  I  hereby  solemnly  swear,  that  five  days 
after  my  death  your  body  shall  be  your  own." 

"  If  better  terms  cannot  be  had,  I  must  take  even 
these,  but  better  I  shall  have  ;  so  prepare  to  part 
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with  what  is  not  your  own.  Take  yourself  back 
again,  or  I  will  beat  you  to  mummy."  So  saying, 
I  laid  on  him  most  unmercifully — flattened  his  nose 
(or  rather  my  own),  and  laid  him  sprawling  on  the 
earth  without  ceremony.  While  engaged  in  this 
business,  I  heard  a  sneeze,  and  looking  to  the 
quarter  from  which  it  proceeded,  whom  did  I  see 
emerging  from  the  wood,  but  my  old  acquaintance 
with  the  snuff-coloured  surtout,  the  scarlet  waistcoat, 
and  wooden  leg.  He  saluted  me  as  usual  with  a 
smile,  and  was  beginning  to  regret  the  length  of 
time  which  had  elapsed  since  he  last  had  the  plea 
sure  of  seeing  me,  when  I  interrupted  him.  "  Come," 
said  I,  "  this  is  not  a  time  for  ridiculous  grimace  ; 
you  know  all  about  it,  so  help  me  to  get  my  body 
back  from  this  scoundrel  here." 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  friend.  Heaven  forbid  that 
you  should  be  robbed  of  so  unalienable  a  property. 
Wolstang,  you  must  give  it  up.  'Tis  the  height  of 
injustice  to  deprive  him  of  it." 

"Shall  I  surrender  it,  then?"  said  Wolstang 
with  a  pitiable  voice. 

"  By  all  means :  let  Mr  Stadt  have  his  body." 

In  an  instant  I  felt  great  pains  shoot  through  me, 
and  I  lay  on  the  ground,  breathless  and  exhausted 
as  if  from  some  dreadful  punishment.  I  also  saw 
the  little  gentleman,  and  the  tall  stout  figure  of 
Wolstang,  walk  away  arm  in  arm,  and  enter  the 
wood.  I  was  now  myself  again,  but  had  at  first 


42  TALES  FROM 

little  cause  of  congratulation  on  the  change,  for  I 
was  one  heap  of  bruises,  while  the  unprincipled 
author  of  my  calamities  was  moving  off  in  his  own 
body  without  a  single  scratch.  If  my  frame  was 
in  bad  case,  however,  my  mind  felt  relieved  beyond 
conception.  A  load  was  taken  from  it,  and  it  felt 
the  consciousness  of  being  encased  in  that  earthly 
tenement  destined  by  Heaven  for  its  habitation. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

ALAS,  how  transient  is  human  happiness !  Scarcely 
had  an  hour  elapsed  when  a  shudder  came  over  me, 
precisely  similar  to  that  which  occurred  some  weeks 
before  on  entering  the  College  of  Gottingen.  I 
also  perceived  that  I  was  stronger,  taller,  and  more 
vigorous,  and,  as  if  by  magic,  totally  free  of  pain. 
At  this  change  a  horrid  sentiment  came  across  me, 
and,  on  looking  at  my  shadow  in  a  well,  I  observed 
that  I  was  no  longer  myself,  but  Wolstang;  the 
diabolical  miscreant  had  again  effected  a  metempsy 
chosis.  Full  of  distracting  ideas,  I  wandered  about 
the  fields  till  nightfall,  when  I  returned  into  the 
city,  and  threw  myself  into  bed,  overpowered  with 
fatigue  and  grief. 

Next  day  I  made  a  point  of  calling  at  my  own 
house,  and  inquiring  for  myself.  The  servant  said 
that  I  could  not  be  seen,  being  confined  to  bed  in 
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consequence  of  several  bruises  received  in  an  en 
counter  with  two  highwaymen.  I  called  next  day, 
and  was  still  confined.  On  the  third  I  did  the 
same,  but  I  had  gone  out  with  a  friend.  On  the 
fourth  I  learned  that  I  was  dead. 

It  will  readily  be  believed  that  this  last  intelli 
gence  was  far  from  being  unwelcome.  On  hearing 
of  my  own  death  I  felt  the  most  lively  pleasure, 
anticipating  the  period  when  I  would  be  myself 
again.  That  period,  according  to  Wolstang's  solemn 
vow,  would  arrive  in  five  days.  Three  of  these  I 
had  spent  in  the  house,  carefully  secluding  myself 
from  observation,  when  I  heard  a  sneeze  at  the  out 
side  of  the  door.  It  opened,  and  in  stepped  the 
little  man  with  the  snuff-coloured  surtout,  the  scarlet 
waistcoat,  and  the  wooden  leg.  I  had  conceived  a 
dislike  approaching  to  horror  at  this  old  rascal, 
whom  I  naturally  concluded  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
these  diabolical  transformations;  I,  however,  con 
tained  my  wrath  till  I  should  hear  what  he  had 
to  say. 

"  I  wish  you  much  joy,  my  dear  friend,  that  you 
are  going  to  resume  your  own  body.  There  is, 
however,  one  circumstance,  which  perhaps  you  have 
overlooked.  Are  you  aware  that  you  are  to  be 
buried  to-day?" 

"I  never  thought  of  it,"  answered  I  calmly, 
"nor  is  it  of  any  consequence,  I  presume.  In  two 
days  I  shall  be  myself  again.  I  shall  then  leave 
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this  body  behind  me,  and  take  possession  of  my 
own. 

"  And  where  will  your  own  body  be  then?" 

"  In  the  grave,"  said  I  with  a  shudder,  as  the 
thought  came  across  me. 

"  Precisely  so,  and  you  will  enjoy  the  pleasure  of 
being  buried  alive  ;  that,  I  suppose,  you  have  not 
calculated  upon." 

This  remark  struck  me  with  blank  dismay,  and  I 
fell  back  on  my  chair,  uttering  a  deep  groan.  "  Is 
there  then  no  hope  ?  cannot  this  dreadful  doom  be 
averted  ?  must  I  be  buried  alive  ?  " 

"  The  case  is  rather  a  hard  one,  Mr  Stadt,  but 
perhaps  not  without  a  remedy." 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  remedy,"  cried  I,  starting  up 
and  striking  my  forehead.  "  I  shall  hie  me  to  my 
own  house,  and  entreat  them  to  suspend  the  funeral 
for  two  days." 

"  I  saw  the  undertaker's  men  enter  the  house,  as 
I  passed  by,  for  the  purpose,  I  should  think,  of 
screwing  down  the  coffin-lid.  The  company  also,  I 
find,  are  beginning  to  collect,  so  that  there  is  little 
hope  of  your  succeeding.  However,"  continued 
he,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff,  "you  may  try,  and  if  you 
fail,  I  have  a  scheme  in  view  which  will  perhaps 
suit  your  purpose.  I  shall  await  your  return." 

In  a  moment  my  hat  was  on  my  head,  in  another 
I  was  out  of  the  room,  and  in  a  third  at  my  own 
house.  What  he  had  stated  was  substantially  true. 
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Some  of  the  mourners  had  arrived,  and  the  under 
taker's  men  were  waiting  below,  till  they  should  be 
summoned  up -stairs  to  screw  down  the  lid.  With 
out  an  instant  of  delay  I  rushed  to  the  chamber 
where  my  dear  body  was  lying  in  its  shell.  Some 
of  my  friends  were  there,  and  I  entreated  them,  in 
imploring  accents,  to  stop  for  two  days,  and  they 
would  see  that  the  corpse  which  lay  before  them 
would  revive.  "  I  am  not  dead,"  cried  I,  forgetting 
myself, — "  I  assure  you  I  am  not  dead." 

u  Poor  fellow  I  he  has  lost  his  senses,"  said  one. 

"  Ah,  poor  Wolstang,"  observed  another :  "  he 
ran  deranged  some  weeks  ago,  and  has  been  going 
about  asking  for  himself  ever  since." 

"  I  assure  you  I  am  not  dead,"  said  I,  throwing 
myself  upon  my  knees  before  my  cousin,  who  was 
present. 

"  I  know  that,  my  good  fellow,"  was  his  answer, 
"  but  poor  Stadt?  you  see,  is  gone  for  ever." 

"  That  is  not  Stadt— it  is  I— it  is  I— will  you  not 
believe  me  !  I  am  Stadt — this  is  not  me — I  am  not 
myself.  For  heaven's  sake  suspend  this  funeral." 
Such  were  my  exclamations,  but  they  produced  no 
other  effect  but  that  of  pity  among  the  bystanders. 

"  Poor  unfortunate  fellow,  he  is  crazed.  Get  a 
porter,  and  let  him  be  taken  home." 

This  ofder,  which  was  given  by  my  cousin  him 
self,  stung  me  to  madness,  and,  changing  my  piteous 
tones  for  those  of  fierce  resistance,  I  swore  that  "  I 
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would  not  turn  out  for  any  man  living.  I  would 
not  be  buried  alive  to  please  them."  To  this  nobody 
made  any  reply,  but  in  the  course  of  a  minute  four 
stout  porters  made  their  appearance,  and  I  was 
forced  from  the  house. 

Keturning  to  Wolstang's  lodgings,  the  old  man 
was  there  in  waiting,  as  he  promised.  "  What," 
said  I  with  trepidation, — "  what  is  the  scheme  you 
were  to  propose  ?  Tell  me,  and  avert  the  horrible 
doom  which  will  await  me,  for  they  have  refused  to 
suspend  the  funeral." 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  he  in  the  most  soothing 
manner,  "  your  case  is  far  from  being  so  bad  as  you 
apprehend.  You  have  just  to  write  your  name  in 
this  book,  and  you  will  be  yourself  again  in  an 
instant.  Instead  of  coming  alive  in  the  grave,  you 
will  be  alive  before  the  coffin-lid  is  put  on.  Only 
think  of  the  difference  of  the  two  situations." 

"  A  confounded  difference  indeed,"  thought  I, 
taking  hold  of  the  pen.  But  at  the  very  moment 
when  I  was  going  to  write,  I  observed  above  the 
following  words  : — 

"  I  hereby  engage,  after  my  natural  decease,  to 
give  over  my  soul  to  the  owner  of  this  book." 

"  What !"  said  I,  "this  is  the  old  compact;  the 
one  you  wished  me  to  sign  before  ?  " 

"  The  same,  my  dear  friend." 

"  Then  I'll  be  d d  if  I  sign  it." 

"  Only  think  of  the  consequences,"  said  he. 
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"  I  will  abide  the  consequences  rather  than  sell 
my  soul." 

"  Buried  alive,  my  dear  sir — only  think." 

"  I  will  not  sign  the  compact." 

"  Only  think  of  being  buried  alive,"  continued 
he, — "  stifled  to  death — pent  up  on  all  sides — earth 
above,  earth  below — no  hope — no  room  to  move  in 
— suffocated,  stupified,  horror-struck — utter  despair. 
Is  not  the  idea  dreadful  ?  Only  think  what  your 
feelings  will  be,  when  you  come  to  life  in  that 
narrow  charnel-house,  and  know  your  situation." 

I  gave  a  shudder  at  this  picture,  which  was  drawn 
with  horrible  truth ;  but  the  energies  of  religion, 
and  the  hopes  of  futurity,  rushed  upon  my  soul, 
and  sustained  it  in  the  dreadful  trial.  "  Away, 
away,"  said  I,  pushing  him  back.  "  I  have  made 
up  my  mind  to  the  sacrifice,  since  better  may  not 
be.  Whatever  happens  to  my  body,  I  am  resolved 
not  to  risk  my  eternal  soul  for  its  sake." 

"  Think  again,"  said  he,  "  and  make  up  your 
mind.  If  I  leave  you,  your  fate  is  irrevocable.  Are 
you  decided?" 

"  I  am." 

"  Only  reflect  once  more.  Consider  how,  by 
putting  your  name  in  this  book,  you  will  save  your 
self  from  a  miserable  death.  Are  you  decided  ?  " 

*'  I  am,"  replied  I  firmly. 

"  Then,  fool,"  said  he,  while  a  frown  perfectly 
unnatural  to  him  corrugated  his  brow,  and  his  eyes 
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sliot  forth  vivid  glances  of  fire — "  then,  fool,  I  leave 
you  to  your  fate.  You  shall  never  see  me  again." 
So  saying,  he  walked  out  of  the  room,  dispensing 
with  his  usual  bows  and  grimaces,  and  dashing  the 
door  fiercely  after  him,  while  I  threw  myself  upon 
a  couch  in  an  agony  of  despair. 

My  doom  was  now  sealed  beyond  all  hope  ;  for, 
going  to  the  windows  a  few  minutes  thereafter,  I 
beheld  my  own  funeral,  with  my  cousin  at  the  head 
of  the  procession,  acting  as  chief  mourner.  In  a 
short  time  I  saw  the  company  returning  from  the 
interment.  "All  is  over,  then,"  said  I,  wringing 
my  hands  at  this  deplorable  sight.  "I  am  the 
victim  of  some  infernal  agency,  and  must  prepare 
for  the  dreadful  sacrifice."  That  night  I  was 
supremely  wretched,  tossing  incessantly  in  bed, 
while  sleep  was  denied  to  my  wearied  eyelids. 
Next  morning  my  haggard  look  was  remarked  by 
my  servant,  who  proposed  sending  for  a  physician ; 
but  this  I  would  not  allow,  knowing  that  woe  like 
mine  was  beyond  the  reach  of  medicine.  The 
greater  part  of  that  day  was  spent  in  religious 
exercises,  from  which  I  felt  considerable  relief. 
The  day  after  was  the  last  I  was  to  behold  upon 
earth.  It  came,  and  I  endeavoured  by  every  means 
to  subdue  the  terror  which  it  brought  along  with  it. 
On  arising  from  bed,  I  sent  for  my  servant,  an 
elderly  woman  whom  I  had  got  to  supply  the  place 
of  Barnabas  and  Louise,  and  gave  her  one  hundred 
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gilders,  being  all  the  money  I  could  find  in  Wol- 
stang's  bureau.  "  Now,  Philippa,"  said  I,  "as 
soon  as  the  clock  of  the  study  has  struck  three, 
come  in,  and  you  will  find  me  dead.  Retire,  and 
do  not  enter  till  then."  She  went  away,  promising 
to  do  all  that  I  had  ordered  her. 

During  the  interval  I  sat  opposite  the  clock, 
marking  the  hours  pass  rapidly  by.  Every  tick 
was  as  a  death-knell  to  my  ear — every  movement 
of  the  hands,  as  the  motion  of  a  scimitar  levelled 
to  cut  me  in  pieces.  I  heard  all,  and  I  saw  all 
in  horrid  silence.  Two  o'clock  at  length  struck. 
"  Now,"  said  I,  "  there  is  but  one  hour  for  me  on 
earth — then  the  dreadful  struggle  begins — then  I 
must  live  again  in  the  tomb  only  to  perish  miser 
ably."  Half  an  hour  passed,  then  forty  minutes, 
then  fifty,  then  fifty-five.  I  saw  with  utter  despair 
the  minute-hand  go  by  the  latter,  and  approach  the 
meridian  number  of  the  dial  As  it  swept  on,  a 
stupor  fell  over  my  spirit,  a  mist  swam  before  my 
eyes,  and  I  almost  lost  the  power  of  consciousness. 
At  last  I  heard  one  strike  aloud — my  flesh  creeped 
with  dread ;  then  two — I  gave  an  universal  shudder ; 
then  three,  and  I  gasped  convulsively,  and  saw  and 
heard  nothing  further. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

AT  this  moment  I  was  sensible  of  an  insufferable 
coldness.  My  heart  fluttered,  then  it  beat  strong, 
and  the  blood,  passing  as  it  were  over  my  chilled 
frame,  gave  it  warmth  and  animation.  I  also  began 
by  slow  degrees  to  breathe.  But  though  my  bodily 
feelings  were  thus  torpid,  my  mental  ones  were 
very  different.  They  were  on  the  rack  ;  for  I  knew 
that  I  was  now  buried  alive,  and  that  the  dreadful 
struggle  was  about  to  commence.  Instead  of  re 
joicing  as  I  recovered  the  genial  glow  of  life,  I  felt 
appalled  with  blank  despair.  I  was  terrified  to 
move,  because  I  knew  I  would  feel  the  horrid  walls 
of  my  narrow  prison-house.  I  was  terrified  to 
breathe,  because  the  pent  air  within  it  would 
be  exhausted,  and  the  suffocation  of  struggling 
humanity  would  seize  upon  me.  I  was  even  terri 
fied  to  open  my  eyes,  and  gaze  upon  the  eternal 
darkness  by  which  I  was  surrounded.  Could  I 
resist  ? — the  idea  was  madness.  What  would  my 
strength  avail  against  the  closed  coffin,  and  the 
pressure  above,  below,  and  on  every  side  ?  "  No,  I 
must  abide  the  struggle,  which  a  few  seconds  more 
will  bring  on :  I  must  perish  deplorably  in  it.  Then 
the  Epicurean  worm  will  feast  upon  my  remains, 
and  I  shall  no  longer  hear  any  sound,  or  see  any 
sight,  till  the  last  trumpet  shall  awaken  me  from 
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slumber,  and  gather  me  together  from  the  jaws  of 
the  tomb." 

Meanwhile  I  felt  the  necessity  of  breathing,  and  I 
did  breathe  fully ;  and  the  air  was  neither  so  close  nor 
scanty  as  might  have  been  supposed.  "  This,  how 
ever,"  thought  I,  "  is  but  the  first  of  my  respirations : 
a  few  morej  and  the  vital  air  will  be  exhausted; 
then  will  the  agony  of  death  truly  commence."  I 
nevertheless  breathed  again,  and  again,  and  again ; 
but  nothing  like  stifling  seized  upon  me — nothing  of 
the  kind,  even  when  I  had  made  fifty  good  respira 
tions.  On  the  contrary,  I  respired  with  the  most  per 
fect  freedom.  This  struck  me  as  very  singular ;  and 
being  naturally  of  an  inquisitive  disposition,  I  felt 
an  irresistible  wish,  even  in  my  dreadful  situation, 
to  investigate  if  possible  the  cause  of  it.  *'  The  coffin 
must  be  unconscionably  large."  This  was  my  first 
idea;  and  to  ascertain  it,  I  slightly  raised  my  hands, 
shuddering  at  the  same  time  at  the  thought  of  their 
coming  in  contact  with  the  lid  above  me.  How 
ever,  they  encountered  no  lid.  Up,  up,  up,  I 
elevated  them,  and  met  with  nothing.  I  then 
groped  to  the  sides,  but  the  coffin  laterally  seemed 
equally  capacious ;  no  sides  were  to  be  found. 
"  This  is  certainly  a  most  extraordinary  shell  to 
bury  a  man  of  my  size  in.  I  shall  try  if  possible 
to  ascertain  its  limits  before  I  die — suppose  I  en 
deavour  to  stand  upright."  The  thought  no  sooner 
came  across  my  mind  than  I  carried  it  into  execu- 
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tion.  I  got  up,  raising  myself  by  slow  degrees,  in 
case  of  knocking  my  head  against  the  lid.  No 
thing,  however,  impeded  my  extension,  and  I  stood 
straight.  I  even  raised  -my  hands  on  high,  to  feel 
if  it  were  possible  to  reach  the  top  :  no  such  thing ; 
the  coffin  was  apparently  without  bounds.  Alto 
gether,  I  felt  more  comfortable  than  a  buried  man 
could  expect  to  be.  One  thing  struck  me,  and  it 
was  this — I  had  no  grave-clothes  upon  me.  "But," 
thought  I,  "  this  is  easily  accounted  for  :  my  cousin 
comes  to  my  property,  and  the  scoundrel  has  adopted 
the  most  economical  means  of  getting  rid  of  me." 
I  had  not  as  yet  opened  my  eyes,  being  daunted  at 
the  idea  of  encountering  the  dreary  darkness  of  the 
grave.  But  my  courage  being  somewhat  augmented 
by  the  foregoing  events,  I  endeavoured  to  open  them. 
This  was  impossible  ;  and  on  examination,  I  found 
that  they  w^ere  bandaged,  my  head  being  encircled 
with  a  fillet.  On  endeavouring  to  loosen  it,  I  lost 
my  balance,  and  tumbled  down  with  a  hideous 
noise.  I  did  not  merely  fall  upon  the  bottom  of  the 
coffin,  as  might  be  expected  ;  on  the  contrary,  I 
seemed  to  roll  off  it,  and  fell  lower,  as  it  were,  into 
some  vault  underneath.  In  endeavouring  to  arrest 
this  strange  descent,  I  caught  hold  of  the  coffin, 
and  pulled  it  on  the  top  of  me.  Nor  was  this  all ; 
for,  before  I  could  account  for  such  a  train  of  ex 
traordinary  accidents  below  ground,  arid  while  yet 
stupified  and  bewildered,  I  heard  a  door  open, 
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and  in  an  instant  after,  human  voices.  "  What,  in 
heaven's  name,  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? " 
ejaculated  I  involuntarily.  "  Is  it  a  dream  ? — am 
I  asleep,  or  am  I  awake  ?  Am  I  dead  or  alive  ?  " 
While  meditating  thus,  and  struggling  to  extricate 
myself  from  the  coffin,  I  heard  some  one  say  dis 
tinctly,  "  Good  God,  he  is  come  alive !  "  My  brain 
was  distracted  by  a  whirlwind  of  vain  conjectures ; 
but  before  it  could  arrange  one  idea,  I  felt  myself 
seized  upon  by  both  arms,  and  raised  up  with  irre 
sistible  force.  At  the  same  instant  the  fillet  was 
drawn  from  my  eyes.  I  opened  them  with  amaze 
ment  :  instead  of  the  gloom  of  death,  the  glorious 
light  of  heaven  burst  upon  them  !  I  was  con 
founded  ;  and,  to  add  to  my  surprise,  I  saw  sup 
porting  me  two  men,  with  whose  faces  I  was 
familiar.  I  gazed  at  the  one,  then  at  the  other, 
with  looks  of  fixed  astonishment.  "  What  is  this  ?  " 
said  I ;  "  where  am  I  ?  " 

"  You  must  remain  quiet,"  said  the  eldest,  with  a 
smile.  "  We  must  have  you  put  to  bed,  and  after 
wards  dressed." 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  continued  I :  "  am  I  not  dead — 
was  I  not  buried  ?  " 

"  Hush,  my  dear  friend — let  me  throw  this  great 
coat  over  you." 

"  But  I  must  speak,"  said  I,  my  senses  still 
wandering.  "  Where  am  I  ? — who  are  you  ?  " 

"  Do  you  not  know  me  ?  " 
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"  Yes,"  replied  I,  gazing  at  Mm  intently — "  my 
friend  Doctor  Wunderdudt.  Good  God !  how  do  you 
happen  to  be  here  ?  Did  I  not  come  alive  in  the 
grave  ? " 

"  You  may  thank  us  that  you  did  not,"  said  he. 
"Look  around,  and  say  if  you  know  where  you 
are." 

I  looked,  as  he  directed,  and  found  myself  in  a 
large  room  fitted  up  with  benches,  and  having  half- 
a-dozen  skeletons  dangling  from  the  roof.  While 
doing  this,  he  and  his  friend  smiled  at  each  other, 
and  seemed  anxiously  awaiting  my  reply,  and  en 
joying  my  wonder.  At  last  I  satisfied  myself  that 
I  was  in  the  anatomical  theatre  of  the  University. 

"  But,"  said  I,  "  there  is  something  in  all  this  I 
cannot  comprehend.  What — where  is  the  coffin  ?  " 

"  What  coffin,  my  dear  fellow  ?  "  said  Wunder 
dudt. 

"  The  coffin  that  I  was  in." 

"  The  coffin,"  said  he,  smiling ;  "I  suppose  it 
remains  where  it  was  put  the  day  before  y ester- 
day." 

I  rubbed  my  eyes  with  vexation,  not  knowing 
what  to  make  of  these  perplexing  circumstances. 
"  I  mean,"  said  I,  "  the  coffin— that  is,  the  coffin  I 
drew  over  upon  me  when  I  fell." 

"  I  do  not  know  of  any  coffin,"  answered  he, 
laughing  heartily  ;  "  but  I  know  very  well  that  you 
have  pulled  upon  yourself  my  good  mahogany 
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table ;  there  it  lies."  And  on  looking,  I  observed 
the  large  table,  which  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
hall,  overturned  upon  the  floor.  Doctor  Wunder- 
dudt  (he  was  professor  of  anatomy  to  the  college) 
now  made  me  retire,  arid  had  me  put  in  bed  till 
clothing  could  be  procured.  But  I  would  not  allow 
him  to  depart  till  he  had  unravelled  the  strange 
web  of  perplexity  in  which  I  still  found  myself 
involved.  Nothing  would  satisfy  me  but  a  philoso 
phical  solution  of  the  problem,  "  Why  was  I  not 
buried  alive,  as  I  had  reason  to  expect  ? "  The 
doctor  expounded  this  intricate  point  in  the  fol 
lowing  manner  : — 

"  The  day  before  yesterday,"  said  he,  "  I  in 
formed  the  resurrectionists  in  the  service  of  the 
University,  that  I  was  in  want  of  a  subject,  desiring 
them  at  the  same  time  to  set  to  work  with  all  speed. 
That  very  night  they  returned,  assuring  me  that 
they  had  fished  up  one  which  would  answer  to  a 
hair,  being  both  young  and  vigorous.  In  order  to 
inform  myself  of  the  quality  of  what  they  brought 
me,  I  examined  the  body,  when,  to  my  indignation 
and  grief,  I  found  that  they  had  disinterred  my  ex 
cellent  friend,  Mr  Frederick  Stadt,  who  had  been 
buried  the  same  day." 

"  What !  "  said  I,  starting  up  from  the  bed,  "  did 
they  disinter  me  ? — the  scoundrels !  " 

"You  may  well  call  them  scoundrels,"  said  the 
professor,  "  for  preventing  a  gentleman  from  enjoy- 
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ing  the  pleasure  of  being  buried  alive.  The  deed 
was  certainly  most  felonious  ;  and  if  you  are  at  all 
anxious,  I  shall  have  them  reported  to  the  Syndic, 
and  tried  for  their  impertinent  interference.  But 
to  proceed.  No  sooner  did  I  observe  that  they  had 
fallen  upon  you  than  I  said,  *  My  good  men,  this 
will  never  do.  You  have  brought  me  here  my 
worthy  friend  Mr  Stadt.  I  cannot  feel  in  my 
heart  to  anatomise  him,  so  just  carry  him  quietly 
back  to  his  old  quarters,  and  I  shall  pay  you  his 
price,  and  something  over  and  above.' " 

"  What !  "  said  I,  again  interrupting  the  doctor, 
"  is  it  possible  you  could  be  so  inhuman  as  to  make 
the  scoundrels  bury  me  again  ?  " 

"Now,  Stadt,"  rejoined  he,  with  a  smile,  "you 
are  a  strange  fellow.  You  were  angry  at  the  men 
for  raising  you,  and  now  you  are  angry  at  me  for 
endeavouring  to  repair  their  error  by  reiriterring 
you." 

"  But  you  forget  that  I  was  to  come  alive?  " 

"  How  the  deuce  was  I  to  know  that,  my  dear 
boy?" 

"  Very  true.  Go  on,  doctor,  and  excuse  me  for 
interrupting  you  so  often." 

"  Well,"  continued  he,  "  the  men  carried  you  last 
night  to  deposit  you  in  your  long  home,  when,  as 
fate  would  have  it,  they  were  prevented  by  a  ridi 
culous  fellow  of  a  tailor,  who,  for  a  trifling  wager, 
had  engaged  to  sit  up  alone,  during  the  whole  night, 
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in  the  churchyard,  exactly  at  the  spot  where  your 
grave  lay.  So  they  brought  you  back  to  the 
college,  resolving  to  inter  you  to-night,  if  the 
tailor,  or  the  devil  himself,  should  stand  in  their 
way.  Your  timely  resuscitation  will  save  them 
this  trouble.  At  the  same  time,  if  you  are  still 
offended  at  them,  they  will  be  very  happy  to  take 
you  back,  and  you  may  yet  enjoy  the  felicity  of 
being  buried  alive." 

Such  was  a  simple  statement  of  the  fact,  de 
livered  in  the  professor's  good-humoured  and  satiri 
cal  style ;  and  from  it  the  reader  may  guess  what 
a  narrow  escape  I  had  from  the  most  dreadful  of 
deaths,  and  how  much  I  am  indebted,  in  the  first 
instance,  to  the  stupid  blundering  of  the  resurrec 
tionists,  and,  in  the  second,  to  the  tailor.  I  re 
turned  to  my  own  house  as  soon  as  possible,  to  the 
no  small  mortification  of  my  cousin,  who  was  pro 
ceeding  to  invest  himself  with  all  that  belonged 
to  me.  I  made  him  refund  without  ceremony,  and 
altered  my  will,  which  had  been  made  in  his  favour ; 
not  forgetting,  in  so  doing,  his  refusal  to  let  my  body 
remain  two  days  longer  unburied.  A  day  or  two 
afterwards  I  saw  a  funeral  pass  by,  which,  on  in 
quiry,  I  learned  to  be  Wolstang's.  He  died  sud 
denly,  as  I  was  informed,  and  some  persons  remarked 
it  as  a  curious  event  that  his  death  happened  at 
precisely  the  same  moment  as  my  return  to  life. 
This  was  merely  mentioned  as  a  passing  observa- 
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tion,  but  no  inference  was  deduced  from  it.  The 
old  domestic  in  Wolstang's  house  gave  a  wonderful 
account  of  his  death,  mentioning  the  hour  at  which 
he  said  he  was  to  die,  and  how  it  was  verified  by 
the  event.  She  said  nothing,  however,  about  the 
hundred  gilders.  Many  considered  her  story  as  a 
piece  of  mere  trumpery.  She  had  nevertheless  a 
number  of  believers. 

With  respect  to  myself,  I  excited  a  great  talk, 
receiving  invitations  to  dine  with  almost  all  the 
respectable  families  in  Gottingen.  I  had  the  hon 
our  of  being  waited  on  by  Doctor  Dedimus  Dunder 
head,  who,  after  shaking  me  by  the  hand  in  the 
kindest  manner,  made  me  give  a  long  account  of 
my  feelings  at  the  instant  of  coming  alive.  Of 
course,  I  concealed  everything  connected  with  the 
Metempsychosis,  and  kept  out  many  circumstances 
which  at  the  time  I  did  not  wish  to  be  known.  He 
was  nevertheless  highly  delighted,  and  gave  it  as 
his  opinion  (which,  being  oracular,  was  instantly 
acted  upon),  that  a  description  of  the  whole  should 
be  inserted  in  the  Annals  of  the  University.  I  had 
the  farther  honour  of  being  invited  to  dinner  at  his 
house — an  honour  which  I  duly  appreciated,  know 
ing  that  it  is  almost  never  conferred  except  on  the 
syndics,  burgomasters,  and  deacons  of  the  town,  and 
a  few  of  the  professors. 

These  events,  which  are  here  related  at  full,  I 
can  only  attest  by  my  own  word,  except  indeed  the 
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affair  of  the  coming  alive,  which  everybody  in  Got- 
tingen  knows  of.  If  any  doubt  the  more  unlikely 
parts  of  the  detail,  I  cannot  help  it.  I  have  not 
written  this  with  the  view  of  empty  fame,  and  still 
less  of  profit.  Philosophy  has  taught  me  to  despise 
the  former,  and  my  income  renders  the  latter  an 
object  of  no  importance.  I  merely  do  it  to  put  my 
fellow-citizens  on  their  guard  against  the  machina 
tions  of  the  old  fellow  with  the  snuff-coloured  sur- 
tout,  the  scarlet  waistcoat,  and  the  wooden  leg. 
Above  all,  they  should  carefully  abstain  from  sign 
ing  any  paper  he  may  present  to  them,  however 
plausible  his  offers  may  be.  By  mere  thoughtless 
ness  in  this  respect,  I  brought  myself  into  a  multi 
tude  of  dangers  and  difficulties,  from  which  every 
one  in  the  same  predicament  may  not  escape  so 
easily  as  I  have  done.  I  shall  conclude  with  ac 
knowledging  that  a  strong  change  has  been  wrought 
in  my  opinions ;  and  that  from  ridiculing  the  doc 
trines  of  the  sage  of  Samos,  I  am  now  one  of  their 
firmest  supporters.  In  a  word,  I  am  what  I  have 
designated  myself, 

"  A  MODERN  PYTHAGOREAN." 
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[MAGA.    DECEMBER  1843.] 

TT  wanted  but  two  or  three  weeks  to  the  Christ- 
J-  mas  vacation  (alas!  how  many  years  ago!) 
and  we,  the  worshipful  society  of  undergraduates 

of College,  Oxford,  were  beginning  to  get  tired 

of  the  eternal  round  of  supper-parties  which  usually 
marked  the  close  of  our  winter's  campaign,  and 
ready  to  hail  with  delight  any  proposition  that  had 
the  charm  of  novelty.  A  three  weeks'  frost  had 
effectually  stopped  the  hunting;  all  the  best  tandem- 
leaders  were  completely  screwed;  the  freshmen  had 
been  "larked"  till  they  were  grown  as  cunning  as 
magpies;  and  the  Dean  had  set  up  a  divinity  lecture 
at  two  o'clock,  and  published  a  stringent  proclama 
tion  against  rows  in  the  Quad.  It  was,  in  short, 
during  a  particularly  uninteresting  state  of  things, 
with  the  snow  falling  lazily  upon  the  grey  roofs 
and  silent  quadrangle,  that  some  half-dozen  of  us 
had  congregated  in  Bob  Thornhill's  rooms,  to  get 
over  the  time  between  lunch  and  dinner  with  as 
little  trouble  to  our  mental  and  corporeal  faculties 
as  possible.  Those  among  us  who  had  been  for  the 
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last  three  months  promising  to  themselves  to  begin 
to  read  "next  week,"  had  now  put  off  that  too  easy 
creditor,  conscience,  till  "  next  term."  One  alone 
had  settled  his  engagements  of  that  nature,  or,  in 
the  language  of  his  "  Testamur  " — the  prettiest  bit 
of  Latin,  he  declared,  that  he  ever  saw — "  satisfecit 
examinatoribus."  Unquestionably,  in  his  case,  the 
examiners  must  have  had  the  rare  virtue  of  being 
very  easily  satisfied.  In  fact,  Mr  Savile's  discharge 
of  his  educational  engagements  was  rather  a  sort 
of  "  whitewashing  "  than  a  payment  in  full.  His 
passing  was  what  is  technically  called  a  "  shave," 
a  metaphor  alluding  to  that  intellectual  density 
which  finds  it  difficult  to  squeeze  through  the 
narrow  portal  which  admits  to  the  privileges  of 
a  Bachelor  of  Arts.  As  Mr  S.  himself,  being  a 
sporting  man,  described  it,  it  was  "a  very  close 
run  indeed ; "  not  that  he  considered  that  circum 
stance  to  derogate  in  any  way  from  his  victory; 
he  was  rather  inclined  to  consider,  that,  having 
shown  the  field  of  examiners  capital  sport,  and 
fairly  got  away  from  them  in  the  end  without  the 
loss  of  his  brush,  his  examination  had  been  one  of 
the  very  best  runs  of  the  season.  In  virtue  whereof 
he  was  now  mounted  on  the  arm  of  an  easy-chair, 
with  a  long  chibouque,  which  became  the  gravity 
of  an  incipient  bachelor  better  than  a  cigar,  and 
took  upon  himself  to  give  Thornhill  (who  was 
really  a  clever  fellow,  and  professing  to  be  reading 
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for  a  first)  some  advice  as  to  his  conducting  himself 
when  his  examination  should  arrive. 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  Thornhill,  old  boy,  I'll  give 
you  a  wrinkle  ;  it  doesn't  always  answer  to  let  out 
all  you  know  at  an  examination.  That  sly  old 
varmint,  West  of  Magdalen,  asked  me  who  Hanni 
bal  was.  i  Aha  ! '  said  I  to  myself,  *  that's  your 
line  of  country,  is  it?  You  want  to  walk  me 
straight  into  those  botheration  Punic  Wars ;  it's 
no  go,  though ;  I  shan't  break  cover  in  that  direc 
tion.'  So  I  was  mute.  *  Can't  you  tell  me  some 
thing  about  Hannibal  ? '  says  old  West  again.  *  I 
can,'  thinks  I,  '  but  I  won't.'  He  was  regularly 
flabergasted ;  I  spoilt  his  beat  entirely,  don't  you 
see  ?  So  he  looked  as  black  as  thunder,  and  tried 
it  on  in  a  fresh  place.  If  I  had  been  fool  enough 
to  let  him  dodge  me  in  those  Punic  Wars,  I  should 
have  been  run  into  in  no  time.  Depend  upon  it, 
there's  nothing  like  a  judicious  ignorance  occasion 
ally." 

"  Why,"  said  Thornhill,  "  *  when  ignorance  is 
bliss'  (that  is,  when  it  gets  through  the  schools), 
*  'tis  folly  to  be  wise.'  " 

"Ah!  that's  Shakespeare  says  that,  isn't  it?  I 
wish  one  could  take  up  Shakespeare  for  a  class! 
I'm  devilish  fond  of  Shakespeare.  We  used  to  act 
Shakespeare  at  a  private  school  I  was  at." 

"  By  Jove  !"  said  somebody  from  behind  a  cloud 
of  smoke — whose  the  brilliant  idea  was,  was  after- 
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wards  matter  of  dispute — "why  couldn't  we  get  up 
a  play?" 

"  Ah  !  why  not  ?  why  not  ?     Capital ! " 

"It's  such  a  horrid  bore  learning  one's  part," 
lisped  the  elegant  Horace  Leicester,  half  awake  on 
the  sofa. 

"Oh,  stuff!"  said  Savile,  "it's  the  very  thing 
to  keep  us  alive  !  We  could  make  a  capital  theatre 
out  of  the  hall;  don't  you  think  the  little  vice- 
principal  would  give  us  leave?" 

"You  had  better  ask  for  the  chapel  at  once. 
Why,  don't  you  know,  my  dear  fellow,  the  college 
hall,  in  the  opinion  of  the  dean  and  the  vice,  is 
held  rather  more  sacred  of  the  two?  Newcome, 
poor  devil,  attempted  to  cut  a  joke  at  the  high 
table  one  of  the  times  he  dined  there  after  he  was 
elected,  and  he  told  me  that  they  all  stared  at  him 
as  if  he  had  insulted  them  ;  and  the  vice  (in  confi 
dence)  explained  to  him  that  such  *  levity '  was 
treason  against  the  '  reverentia  loci!'" 

"  Ay,  I  remember  when  that  old  villain  Solomon, 
the  porter,  fined  me  ten  shillings  for  walking  in 
there  with  spurs  one  day  when  I  was  late  for 
dinner ;  he  said  the  dean  always  took  off  his  cap 
when  he  went  in  there  by  himself,  and  threatened 
to  turn  off  old  Higgs,  when  he  had  been  scout  forty 
years,  because  he  heard  him  whistling  one  day 
while  he  was  sweeping  it  out !  Well,"  continued 
Savile,  "you  shall  have  my  rooms;  I  shan't  trouble 
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them  much  now.  T  am  going  to  pack  all  my  books 
down  to  old  Wise's*  next  week,  to  turn  them  into 
ready  tin;  so  you  may  turn  the  study  into  a  car 
penter's  shop,  if  you  like.  Oh,  it  can  be  managed 
famously ! " 

So,  after  a  few  pros  and  cons,  it  was  finally  settled 
that  Mr  Savile's  rooms  should  become  the  Theatre 

Royal, College  ;  and  I  was  honoured  with  the 

responsible  office  of  stage-manager.  What  the  play 
was  to  be,  was  a  more  difficult  point  to  settle.  Savile 
proposed  Romeo  and  Juliet,  and  volunteered  for  the 
hero  ;  but  it  passed  the  united  strength  of  the  com 
pany  to  get  up  a  decent  Juliet.  Richard  the  Third 
was  suggested;  we  had  "six  Richards  in  the  field" 
at  once.  We  soon  gave  up  the  heroics,  and  decided 
on  comedy ;  for  since  our  audience  would  be  sure 
to  laugh,  we  should  at  Toast  have  a  chance  of  getting 
the  laugh  in  the  right  place.  So,  after  long  discus 
sion,  -  we  fixed  on  She  Stoops  to  Conquer.  There 
were  a  good  many  reasons  for  this  selection.  First, 
it  was  a  piece  possessing  that  grand  desideratum 
in  all  amateur  performances,  that  there  were  several 
parts  in  it  of  equal  calibre,  and  none  which  implied 
decided  superiority  of  talent  in  its  representative  ; 
secondly,  there  was  not  much  love  in  it — a  material 
point  where,  as  an  Irishman  might  say,  all  the 
ladies  were  gentlemen ;  thirdly,  the  scenery,  dresses, 
properties,  and  decorations,  were  of  the  very  simplest 

*  A  well-known  Oxford  auctioneer  of  that  day. 
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description:  it  was  easily  "put  upon  the  stage." 
We  found  little  difficulty  in  casting  the  male  cha 
racters  :    old   Mrs   Hardcastle,  not   requiring   any 
great  share  of  personal  attractions,  and  being  con 
sidered  a  part  that  would  tell,  soon  found  a  repre 
sentative  ;  but  when  we  came  to  the  "  donnas  " — 
prima  and  seconda — then  it  was  that  the  manager's 
troubles  began.      It  was  really  necessary,  to  insure 
the  most  moderate  degree  of  success  to  the  comedy, 
that  Miss  Hardcastle  should  have  at  least  a  lady 
like  deportment.     The  public  voice,  first  in  whis 
pers,  then  audibly,  at  last  vociferously,  called  upon 
Leicester.     Slightly  formed,  handsome,  clever,  and 
accomplished,  with  naturally  graceful  manners,  and 
a  fair  share  of  vanity  and  affectation,  there  was  no 
doubt  of  his  making  a  respectable  heroine  if  he 
would  consent  to  be  made  love  to.     In  vain  did 
he  protest  against  the  petticoats,  and  urge  with 
affecting  earnestness  the  claims  of  the  whiskers 
which  for  the  last  six  months  he  had  so  diligently 
been  cultivating;  the  chorus  of  entreaty  and  expos 
tulation  had  its  effect,  aided  by  a  well-timed  com 
pliment  to  the  aristocratically  small  hand  and  foot, 
of  which  Horace  was  pardonably  vain.     Shaving 
was  pronounced  indispensable  to  the  due  growth 
of  the  whiskers ;  and  the  importance  of  the  charac 
ter,  and  the  point  of  the  situations,   so  strongly 
dwelt  upon,  that  he  became  gradually  reconciled 
to   his   fate,  and  began   seriously  to  discuss  the 
2  T 
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question  whether  Miss  Hardcastle  should  wear  her 
hair  in  curls  or  bands.  A  freshman  of  seventeen, 
who  had  no  pretensions  in  the  way  of  whiskers, 
and  who  was  too  happy  to  be  admitted  on  any 
terms  to  a  share  in  such  a  "  fast  idea "  as  the 
getting  up  a  play,  was  to  be  the  Miss  Neville ;  and 
before  the  hall  bell  rang  for  dinner,  an  order  had 
been  despatched  for  a  dozen  acting  copies  of  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer. 

Times  have  materially  changed  since  Queen 
Elizabeth's  visit  to  Christ-Church ;  the  University, 
one  of  the  earliest  nurses  of  the  infant  drama,  has 
long  since  turned  it  out  of  doors  for  a  naughty 
child,  and  forbid  it,  under  pain  of  worse  than 
whipping,  to  come  any  nearer  than  Abingdon  or 
Bicester.  Taking  into  consideration  the  style  of 
some  of  the  performances  in  which  undergraduates 
of  some  three  hundred  years  ago  were  the  actors, 
the  "  Oxford  Theatre"  of  those  days,  if  it  had  more 
wit  in  it  than  the  present,  had  somewhat  less 
decency.  The  ancient  "  moralities  "  were  not  over 
moral,  and  the  "mysteries"  rather  Babylonish.  So 
far  we  have  had  no  great  loss.  Whether  the  judi 
cious  getting  up  of  a  tragedy  of  Sophocles  or 
^Eschylus,  or  even  a  comedy  of  Terence — classically 
managed,  as  it  could  be  done  in  Oxford,  and  well 
acted — would  be  more  unbecoming  the  gravity  of 
our  collected  wisdom,  or  more  derogatory  to  the 
dignity  of  our  noble  u  theatre,"  than  the  squalling 
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of  Italian  singers,  masculine,  feminine,  and  neuter, 
is  a  question  which,  when  I  have  a  seat  in  the 
Hebdomadal  Council,  I  shall  certainly  propose. 
Thus  much  I  am  sure  of, — if  a  classical  playbill 
were  duly  announced  for  the  next  grand  comme 
moration,  it  would  "draw"  almost  as  well  as  any 
lion  of  the  day :  the  dresses  might  be  quite  as 
showy,  the  action  could  hardly  be  less  graceful, 
than  those  of  the  odd-looking  gentlemen  who  are 
dubbed  doctors  of  civil  law  on  such  occasions ; 
and  the  speeches  of  Prometheus,  CEdipus,  or  Anti 
gone,  would  be  more  intelligible  to  the  learned, 
and  more  amusing  to  the  ladies,  than  those  Latin 
essays  or  the  Creweian  oration. 

However,  until  I  am  vice-chancellor,  the  legiti 
mate  drama,  Greek,  Roman,  or  English,  seems  little 
likely  to  revive  in  Oxford.  Our  branch  of  that 
great  family,  I  confess,  bore  the  bar- sinister.  The 
offspring  of  our  theatrical  affections  was  unrecog 
nised  by  college  authority.  The  fellows  of  

would  have  done  anything  but  "  smile  upon  its 
birth."  The  dean  especially  would  have  burked  it 
at  once  had  he  suspected  its  existence.  Nor  was 
it  fostered,  like  the  former  Oxford  theatricals  to 
which  we  have  alluded,  by  royal  patronage ;  we 
could  not,  consistently  with  decorum,  request  her 
Majesty  to  encourage  an  illegitimate.  Neverthe 
less — spite  of  its  being  thus  born  under  the  rose, 
it  grew  and  prospered.  Our  plan  of  rehearsal  was 
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original.  We  used  to  adjourn  from  dinner  to  the 
rooms  of  one  or  other  of  the  company ;  and  there, 
over  our  wine  and  dessert,  instead  of  quizzing 
freshmen  and  abusing  tutors,  open  each  our  acting 
copy,  and,  with  all  due  emphasis  and  intonation, 
go  regularly  through  the  scenes  of  She  Stoops  to 
Conquer.  This  was  all  the  study  we  ever  gave  to 
our  parts ;  and  even  thus  it  was  difficult  to  get  a 
muster  of  all  the  performers,  and  we  had  generally 
to  play  dummy  for  some  one  or  more  of  the  charac 
ters,  or  "double"  them,  as  the  professionals  call  it. 
The  excuses  for  absenteeism  were  various.  Mrs 
Hardcastle  and  Tony  were  gone  to  Woodstock  with 
a  team,  and  were  not  to  be  waited  for ;  Diggory 
had  a  command  to  dine  with  the  Principal ;  and 
once  an  interesting  dialogue  was  cut  short  by  the 
untoward  event  of  Miss  Neville's  being  "confined" 
— in  consequence  of  some  indiscretion  or  other — 
"  to  chapel."  It  was  necessary  in  our  management, 
as  much  as  in  Mr  Bunn's  or  Mr  Macready's,  to 
humour  the  caprices  of  the  stars  of  the  company ; 
but  the  lesser  lights,  if  they  became  eccentric  at 
all  in  their  orbits,  were  extinguished  without  mercy. 
Their  place  was  easily  supplied  ;  for  the  moment  it 
became  known  that  a  play  was  in  contemplation, 
there  were  plenty  of  candidates  for  dramatic  fame, 
especially  among  the  freshmen;  and  though  we 
mortally  offended  one  or  two  aspiring  geniuses,  by 
proffering  them  the  vacant  situations  of  Kalph, 


COLLEGE  THEATRICALS.  69 

Roger,  and  Co.,  in  Mr  Hardcastle's  household,  on 
condition  of  having  their  respective  blue  dress- 
coats  turned  up  with  yellow  to  represent  the  family 
livery,  there  were  others  to  whom  the  being  ad 
mitted  behind  the  scenes,  even  in  these  humble 
characters,  was  a  subject  of  laudable  ambition. 
Nay,  unimportant  as  were  some  parts  in  themselves, 
they  were  quite  enough  for  the  histrionic  talent  of 
some  of  our  friends.  Till  I  became  a  manager  my 
self,  I  always  used  to  lose  patience  at  the  wretched 
manner  in  which  some  of  the  underlings  on  the 
stage  went  through  the  little  they  had  to  say  and 
do :  there  seemed  no  reason  why  the  "  sticks  " 
should  be  so  provokingly  sticky  ;  and  it  surprised 
me  that  a  man  who  could  accost  one  fluently  enough 
at  the  stage-door,  should  make  such  a  bungle  as 
some  of  them  did  in  a  message  of  some  half-dozen 
words  "in  character."  But  when  I  first  became  ini 
tiated  into  the  mysteries  of  amateur  performances, 
and  saw  how  entirely  destitute  some  men  were  of 
any  notion  of  natural  acting,  and  how  they  made 
a  point  of  repeating  two  lines  of  familiar  dialogue 
with  the  tone  and  manner,  but  without  the  correct 
ness,  of  a  schoolboy  going  through  a  task — then  it 
ceased  to  be  any  matter  of  wonder  that  those  to 
whom  acting  was  no  joke,  but  an  unhappily  earnest 
mode  of  getting  bread,  should  so  often  make  their 
performance  appear  the  uneasy  effort  which  it  is. 
There  was  one  man  in  particular,  a  good-humoured, 
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gentlemanly  fellow,  a  favourite  with  us  all, — not 
remarkable  for  talent,  but  a  pleasant  companion 
enough,  with  plenty  of  common-sense.  Well,  "  he 
would  be  an  actor  " — it  was  his  own  fancy  to  have 
a  part,  and,  as  he  was  "  one  of  us,"  we  could  not 
well  refuse  him.  We  give  him  an  easy  one,  for  he 
was  not  vain  of  his  own  powers,  or  ambitious  of 
theatrical  distinction;  so  he  was  to  be  "second 
fellow" — one  of  Tony's  pot- companions.  He  had 
but  two  lines  to  speak ;  but  from  the  very  first  time 
I  heard  him  read  them,  I  set  him  down  as  a  hope 
less  case.  He  read  them  as  if  he  had  just  learned 
to  spell  the  words ;  when  he  repeated  them  with 
out  the  book,  it  was  like  a  clergyman  giving  out  a 
text.  And  so  it  was  with  a  good  many  of  the  rank 
and  file  of  the  company ;  we  had  more  labour  to 
drill  them  into  something  like  a  natural  intonation 
than  to  learn  our  own  longest  speeches  twice  over. 
So  we  made  their  attendance  at  rehearsals  a  sine 
qua  non.  We  dismissed  a  promising  "  Mat  Mug 
gins  "  because  he  went  to  the  "  Union  "  two  nights 
successively,  when  he  ought  to  have  been  at  "  The 
Three  Pigeons."  We  superseded  a  very  respect 
able  "  landlord"  (though  he  had  actually  been  mea 
sured  for  a  corporation  and  a  pair  of  calves)  for 
inattention  to  business.  The  only  one  of  the  super 
numeraries  whom  it  was  at  all  necessary  to  conci 
liate,  was  the  gentleman  who  was  to  sing  the  comic 
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song  instead  of  Tony  (Savile,  the  representative  of 
the  said  Tony,  not  having  music  in  his  soul  beyond 
a  view-holloa).  He  was  allowed  to  go  and  come  at 
onr  readings  ad  libitum,  upon  condition  of  being 
very  careful  not  to  take  cold. 

When  we  had  become  tolerably  perfect  in  the 
words  of  our  parts,  it  was  deemed  expedient  to  have 
a  "  dress  rehearsal " — especially  for  the  ladies.  It 
is  not  very  easy  to  move  safely — let  alone  grace 
fully — in  petticoats,  for  those  who  are  accustomed 
to  move  their  legs  somewhat  more  independently. 
And  it  would  not  have  been  civil  in  Messrs  Marlow 
and  Hastings  to  laugh  outright  at  their  lady-loves 
before  company,  as  they  were  sure  to  do  upon  their 
first  appearance.  A  dress  rehearsal,  therefore,  was 
a  very  necessary  precaution.  But  if  it  was  difficult 
to  get  the  company  together  at  six  o'clock  under 
the  friendly  disguise  of  a  wine-party,  doubly  diffi 
cult  was  it  to  expect  them  to  muster  at  eleven  in 
the  morning.  The  first  day  that  we  fixed  for  it, 
there  came  a  not  very  lady -like  note,  evidently 
written  in  bed,  from  Miss  Hardcastle,  stating,  that 
having  been  at  a  supper-party  the  night  before,  and 
there  partaken  of  brandy-punch  to  an  extent  to 
which  she  was  wholly  unaccustomed,  it  was  quite 
impossible,  in  the  present  state  of  her  nervous  sys 
tem,  for  her  to  make  her  appearance  in  character 
at  any  price.  There  was  no  alternative  but  to  put 
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off  the  rehearsal ;  and  that  very  week  occurred  a 
circumstance  which  was  very  near  being  the  cause 
of  its  adjournment  sine  die. 

"  Mr  Hawthorne,"  said  the  dean  to  me  one  morn 
ing,  when  I  was  leaving  his  rooms,  rejoicing  in  the 
termination  of  lecture,  "  I  wish  to  speak  with  you, 
if  you  please."  The  dean's  communications  were 
seldom  of  a  very  pleasing  kind,  and  on  this  par 
ticular  morning  his  countenance  gave  token  that  he 
had  hit  upon  something  more  than  usually  piquant. 
The  rest  of  the  men  filed  out  of  the  door  as  slowly 
as  they  conveniently  could,  in  the  hope,  I  sup 
pose,  of  hearing  the  dean's  fire  open  upon  me  ;  but 
he  waited  patiently  till  my  particular  friend,  Bob 
Thornhill,  had  picked  up  carefully,  one  by  one,  his 
miscellaneous  collection  of  note-book,  pencil,  pen 
knife,  and  other  small  wares,  and  had  been  obliged 
at  length  to  make  an  unwilling  exit ;  when,  seeing 
the  door  finally  closed,  he  commenced  with  his 
usual — "  Have  the  goodness  to  sit  down,  sir." 

Experience  had  taught  me,  that  it  was  as  well  to 
make  one's-self  as  comfortable  as  might  be  upon 
these  occasions  ;  so  I  took  the  easy-chair,  and  tried 
to  look  as  if  I  thought  the  dean  merely  wanted  to 
have  a  pleasant  half-hour's  chat.  He  marched  into 
a  little  back-room  that  he  called  his  study,  and  I 
began  to  speculate  upon  the  probable  subject  of  our 
conference.  Strange  !  that  week  had  been  a  more 
than  usually  quiet  one.  No  late  knocking  in  ;  no 
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cutting  lectures  at  chapel ;  positively  I  began  to 
think  that,  for  once,  the  dean  had  gone  on  a  wrong 
scent,  and  that  T  should  repel  his  accusations  with 
all  the  dignity  of  injured  innocence  ;  or  had  he  sent 
for  me  to  offer  his  congratulations  on  my  having  com 
menced  in  the  "steady"  line,  and  to  ask  me  to  break 
fast  ?  I  was  not  long  left  to  indulge  such  delusive 
hopes.  Ke-enter  the  dean  (O.P.,  as  our  stage  direc 
tions  would  have  had  it),  with — a  pair  of  stays  I 

By  what  confounded  ill-luck  they  had  got  into 
his  possession  I  could  not  imagine  ;  but  there  they 
were.  The  dean  touched  them  as  if  he  felt  their 
very  touch  an  abomination,  threw  them  on  the 
table,  and  briefly  said — "  These,  sir,  were  found  in 
your  rooms  this  morning.  Can  you  explain  how 
they  came  there  ?  " 

True  enough,  Leicester  had  been  trying  on  the 
abominable  articles  in  my  bedroom,  and  I  had 
stuffed  them  into  a  drawer  till  wanted.  What  to 
say  was  indeed  a  puzzle.  To  tell  the  whole  tmth 
would  no  doubt  have  ended  the  matter  at  once, 
and  a  hearty  laugh  should  I  have  had  at  the  dean's 
expense ;  but  it  would  have  put  the  stopper  on 
She  Stoops  to  Conquer.  It  was  too  ridiculous  to 
look  grave  about ;  and  blacker  grew  the  counte 
nance  before  me,  as,  with  a  vain  attempt  to  conceal 
a  smile,  I  echoed  his  words,  and  stammered  out — 
"  In  my  rooms,  sir?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  in  your  bedroom."     He  rang  the  bell. 
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"  Your  servant,  Simmons,  most  properly  brought 
them  to  me." 

The  little  rascal !  I  had  been  afraid  to  let  him 
know  anything  about  the  theatricals ;  for  I  knew 
perfectly  well  the  dean  would  hear  of  it  in  half  an 
hour,  for  he  served  him  in  the  double  capacity  of 
scout  and  spy.  Before  the  bell  had  stopped,  Dick 
Simmons  made  his  appearance,  having  evidently 
been  kept  at  hand.  He  did  look  rather  ashamed  of 
himself,  when  I  asked  him,  what  business  he  had 
to  search  my  wardrobe  ? 

"  Oh  dear,  sir  !  I  never  did  no  sich  a  thing ;  I 
was  a-making  of  your  bed,  sir,  when  I  sees  the  tag 
of  a  stay-lace  hanging  out  of  your  topmost  drawer, 
sir — (I  am  a  married  man,  sir,"  to  the  dean  apolo 
getically,  "  and  I  know  the  tag  of  a  stay-lace,  sir) — 
and  so  T  took  it  out,  sir  ;  and  knowing  my  duty  to 
the  college,  sir,  though  I  should  be  very  sorry  to 
bring  you  into  trouble,  Mr  Hawthorne,  sir" 

"  Yes,  yes,  Simmons,  you  did  quite  right,"  said 
the  dean.  "  You  are  bound  to  give  notice  to  the 
college  authorities  of  all  irregularities,  and  your 
situation  requires  that  you  should  be  conscientious." 

"  I  hope  I  am,  sir,"  said  the  little  rascal;  "but 
indeed  I  am  very  sorry,  Mr  Hawthorne,  sir" 

"Oh  I  never  mind,"  said  I ;  " you  did  right,  no 
doubt.  I  can  only  say  those  things  are  not  mine, 
sir  ;  they  belong  to  a  friend  of  mine." 

"  I  don't  ask  who  they  belong  to,  sir,"  said  the 
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dean  indignantly ;  "  I  ask,  sir,  how  came  they  in 
your  rooms  ?  " 

"  I  believe,  sir,  my  friend  (he  was  in  my  rooms 
yesterday)  left  them  there.  Some  men  wear  stays, 
sir,"  continued  I,  boldly;  "it's  very  much  the 
fashion,  I'm  told." 

"Eh !  hum ! "  said  the  dean,  eyeing  the  brown 
jean  doubtingly.  "  I  have  heard  of  such  things. 
Horrid  puppies  men  are  now.  Never  dreamt  of 
such  things  in  my  younger  days  ;  but  then,  sir, 
we  were  not  allowed  to  wear  white  trousers,  and 
waistcoats  of  I  don't  know  what  colours  ;  we  were 
made  to  attend  to  the  statutes — *  Nigri  aut  subfusci,' 
sir.  Ah !  times  are  changed — times  are  changed, 
indeed  !  And  do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  you  have  a 
friend,  a  member  of  this  university,  who  wears 
such  things  as  these  ?  " 

I  might  have  got  clear  off,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
that  rascal  Simmons.  I  saw  him  give  the  dean  a 
look,  and  an  almost  imperceptible  shake  of  the 
head. 

"But  I  don't  think,  sir,"  resumed  he,  "these 
can  be  a  man's  stays — eh,  Simmons  ?  "  Simmons 
looked  diligently  at  his  toes.  "  No,"  said  the 
dean,  investigating  the  unhappy  garment  more 
closely — "  no  ;  I  fear,  Simmons,  these  are  female 
stays !  " 

The  conscientious  Simmons  made  no  sign. 

"  I  don't  know,   sir,"  said  I,  as  he  looked  from 
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Simmons  to  me.  "  I  don't  wear  stays,  and  I  know 
nothing  about  them.  If  Simmons  were  to  fetch  a 
pair  of  Mrs  Simmons's,  sir,"  resumed  I,  "  you  could 
compare  them." 

Mrs  Simmons's  figure  resembled  a  sack  of  flour, 
with  a  string  round  it ;  and  if  she  did  wear  the 
articles  in  question,  they  must  have  been  of  a  pat 
tern  almost  unique — made  to  order. 

"Sir,"  said  the  dean,  "your  flippancy  is  unbe 
coming.  I  shall  not  pursue  this  investigation  any 
further ;  but  I  am  bound  to  tell  you,  sir,  this  cir 
cumstance  is  suspicious — very  suspicious."  I  could 
not  resist  a  smile  for  the  life  of  me.  "  And  doubly 
suspicious,  sir,  in  your  case.  The  eyes  of  the  col 
lege  are  upon  you,  sir."  He  was  evidently  losing 
his  temper,  so  I  bowed  profoundly,  and  he  grew 
more  irate.  "  Ever  since,  sir,  that  atrocious  busi 
ness  of  the  frogs,  though  the  college  authorities 
failed  in  discovering  the  guilty  parties,  there  are 
some  individuals,  sir,  whose  conduct  is  watched 
attentively.  Good  morning,  sir." 

The  "  business  of  the  frogs,"  to  which  the  dean 
so  rancorously  alluded,  had,  indeed,  caused  some 

consternation  to  the  fellows  of .  There  had 

been  a  marvellous  story  going  the  round  of  the 
papers,  of  a  shower  of  the  inelegant  reptiles  in  ques 
tion  having  fallen  in  some  part  of  the  kingdom. 
Old  women  were  muttering  prophecies,  and  wise 
men  acknowledged  themselves  puzzled.  The  Ash- 
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molean  Society  had  sat  in  conclave  upon  it,  and 
accounted  so  satisfactorily  for  the  occurrence,  that 
the  only  wonder  seemed  to  be  that  we  had  not  a 
shower  of  frogs,  or  some  equally  agreeable  visitors, 
every  rainy  morning.  Now,  every  one  who  has 
strolled  round  Christ- Church  meadows  on  a  warm 
evening,  especially  after  rain,  must  have  been 
greeted  at  intervals  by  a  whole  gamut  of  croaks  ; 
and  if  he  had  the  curiosity  to  peer  into  the  green 
ditches  as  he  passed  along,  he  might  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  heads  of  the  performers.  Well,  the 
joint  reflections  of  myself  and  an  ingenious  friend, 
who  were  studying  this  branch  of  zoology  while 
waiting  for  the  coming  up  of  the  boats  one  night, 
tended  to  the  conclusion,  that  a  very  successful 
imitation  of  the  late  "  Extraordinary  Phenomenon  " 
might  be  got  up  for  the  edification  of  the  scientific 
in  our  own  college.  Animals  of  all  kinds  find 
dealers  and  purchasers  in  Oxford.  Curs  of  lowest 
degree  have  their  prices.  Eats,  being  necessary  in 
the  education  of  terriers,  come  rather  expensive. 
A  polecat — even  with  three  legs  only — will  com 
mand  a  fancy  price.  Sparrows,  larks,  and  other 
small  birds,  are  retailed  by  the  dozen  on  Cowley 
Marsh  to  gentlemen  undergraduates  who  are  as 
piring  to  the  pigeon-trap.  But  as  yet  there  had 
been  no  demand  for  frogs,  and  there  was  quite  a 
glut  of  them  in  the  market.  They  were  cheap 
accordingly;  for  a  shilling  a -hundred  we  found 
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that  we  might  inflict  the  second  plague  of  Egypt 
upon  the  whole  university.  The  next  evening,  two 
hampers,  containing,  as  our  purveyor  assured  us, 
"very  prime  'uns,"  arrived  at  my  rooms  "from  Mr 

S ,  the  wine  merchant ;  "  and  by  daylight  on 

the  following  morning  were  judiciously  distributed 
throughout  all  the  comeatable  premises  within  the 
college  walls.  When  I  awoke  the  next  morning,  I 
heard  voices  in  earnest  conversation  under  my  win 
dow,  and  looked  out  with  no  little  curiosity.  The 
frogs  had  evidently  produced  a  sensation.  The 
bursar,  disturbed  apparently  from  his  early  break 
fast,  stood  robed  in  an  ancient  dressing-gown,  with 
the  Times  in  his  hand,  on  which  he  was  balancing 
a  frog  as  yellow  as  himself.  The  dean,  in  cap 
and  surplice,  on  his  way  from  chapel,  was  eagerly 
listening  to  the  account  which  one  of  the  scouts 
was  giving  him  of  the  first  discovery  of  the  in 
truders. 

"Me  and  my  missis,  sir,"  quoth  John,  "was 
a-coming  into  college  when  it  was  hardly  to  say 
daylight,  when  she,  as  I  reckon,  sets  foot  upon  one 
of  'em,  and  was  like  to  have  been  back'ards  with  a 
set  of  breakfast  chiney,  as  she  was  a-bringing  in 
for  one  of  the  fresh  gentlemen.  She  scritches  out, 
in  course,  and  I  looks  down,  and  then  I  sees  two 
or  three  a-'oppin  about;  but  I  didn't  take  much 
notice  till  I  gets  to  the  thoroughfare,  when  there 
was  a  whole  row  on  'em  a-trying  to  climb  up  the 
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bottom  step ;  and  then  I  calls  Solomon  the  porter, 

and  " 

Here  I  left  my  window,  and,  making  a  hasty  toilet, 
joined  a  group  of  undergraduates,  who  were  now 
collecting  round  the  dean  and  bursar.  I  cast  my 
eyes  round  the  quadrangle,  and  was  delighted  with 
the  success  of  our  labours.  There  had  been  a  heavy 
shower  in  the  night,  and  the  frogs  were  as  lively  as 
they  could  be  on  so  ungenial  a  location  as  a  gra 
velled  court  In  every  corner  was  a  goodly  cluster, 
who  were  making  ladders  of  each  other's  backs,  as 
if  determined  to  scale  the  college  walls.  Some,  of 
more  retiring  disposition,  were  endeavouring  to 
force  themselves  into  crevices,  and  hiding  their 
heads  behind  projections  to  escape  the  gaze  of 
academic  eyes ;  while  a  few  active  spirits  seemed 
to  be  hopping  a  sweepstakes  right  for  the  common- 
room  door.  Just  as  I  made  my  appearance,  the 
Principal  came  out  of  the  door  of  his  lodgings,  with 
another  of  the  fellows,  having  evidently  been  sum 
moned  to  assist  at  the  consultation.  Good  old 
soul  1  his  study  of  zoology  had  been  chiefly  con 
fined  to  the  class  edibles,  and  a  shower  of  frogs, 
authenticated  upon  the  oaths  of  the  whole  Convo 
cation,  would  not  have  been  half  so  interesting  to 
him  as  an  importation  of  turtle.  However,  to  do 
him  justice,  he  put  on  his  spectacles,  and  looked  as 
scientific  as  anybody.  After  due  examination  of 
the  specimen  of  the  genus  Rana  which  the  bursar 
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still  held  in  captivity,  and  pronouncing  a  unani 
mous  opinion,  that,  come  from  where  he  would,  he 
was  a  bona  fide  frog,  with  nothing  supernatural 
about  him,  the  conclave  proceeded  round  the  quad 
rangle,  calculating  the  numbers,  and  conjecturing 
the  probable  origin  of  these  strange  visitors.  Equally 
curious,  if  not  equally  scientific,  were  the  under 
graduates  who  followed  them  ;  for,  having  strictly 
kept  our  own  secret,  my  friend  and  myself  were 
the  only  parties  who  could  solve  the  mystery ;  and 
though  many  suspected  that  the  frogs  were  unwilling 
emigrants,  none  knew  to  whom  they  were  indebted 
for  their  introduction  to  college.  The  collected 
wisdom  of  the  dons  soon  decided  that  a  shower  of 
full-grown  frogs  was  a  novelty  evr,  lV  the  extraor 
dinary  occurrences  of  newspapers  jt  .m  as  not  even 
a  single  individual  croaker  was  /.o  be  discovered 

outside  the  walls  of ,  it  beo.-me  evident  that 

the  whole  affair  was,  as  the  dean  described  it, 
"another  of  those  outrages  upon  academic  disci 
pline,  which  were  as  senseless  as  they  were  dis 
graceful." 

I  daresay  the  dean's  anathema  was  "  as  sensible 
as  it  was  sincere ;  "  but  it  did  not  prevent  our 
thoroughly  enjoying  the  success  of  the  "  outrage  " 
at  the  time ;  nor  does  it,  unfortunately,  suffice  at 
this  present  moment  to  check  something  like  an 
inward  chuckle,  when  I  think  of  the  trouble  which 
it  cost  the  various  retainers  of  the  college  to  clear 
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it  effectually  of  its  strange  visitors.  Hopkins,  the 
old  butler,  who  was  of  rather  an  imaginative  tem- 
p^ran  nt,  and  had  a  marvellous  tale  to  tell  any  one 
who  we  aid  listen,  of  a  departed  bursar,  who,  having 
caught  his  death  of  cold  by  superintending  the  lay 
ing  down  of  three  pipes  of  port,  might  ever  after 
wards  be  heard,  upon  such  interesting  occasions, 
walking  about  the  damp  cellars  after  nightfall  in 
pattens, — Hopkins,  the  oracle  of  the  college  "  tap," 
maintained  that  the  frogs  were  something  "  off  the 
common ;  "  and  strengthened  his  opinion  by  refer 
ence  to  a  specimen  which  he  had  selected — a  lank, 
black,  skinny  individual,  which  really  looked  ugly 
enough  to  have  come  from  anywhere.  Scouts, 
wives,  and  en  (they  always  make  a  point  of 

having  large  nilies,  in  order  to  eat  up  the  spare 
commons),  all  \vere  busy,  through  that  eventful 
day,  in  a  novel  occupation,  and  by  dinner-time  not 
a  frog  was  to  be  seen ;  but  long,  long  afterwards, 
on  a  moist  evening,  fugitives  from  the  general  pro 
scription  might  be  seen  making  their  silent  way 
across  the  quadrangle,  and  croakings  were  heard  at 
night- time,  which  might  (as  Homer  relates  of  his 
frogs)  have  disturbed  Minerva,  only  that  the  god 
dess  of  wisdom,  in  chambers  collegiate,  sleeps  usu 
ally  pretty  sound. 

The  "business  of  the  stays,"  however,  bid  fair 
to   supersede   the   business   of  the   frogs,    in  the 
dean's  record  of  my  supposed  crimes ;  and  as  I  fully 
2  U 
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intended  to  clear  myself,  even  to  his  satisfaction,  of 
any  suspicion  which  might  attach  to  me  from  the 
possession  of  such  questionable  articles  so  soon  as 
our  theatre  closed  for  the  season,  I  resolved  that 
my  successful  defence  from  this  last  imputation 
would  be  an  admirable  ground  on  which  to  assume 
the  dignity  of  a  martyr,  to  appeal  against  all  un 
charitable  conclusions  from  insufficient  premises, 
and  come  out  as  the  personification  of  injured  inno 
cence  throughout  my  whole  college  career. 

When  my  interview  with  the  dean  was  over,  I 
ordered  some  luncheon  up  to  Leicester's  rooms, 
where,  as  I  expected,  I  found  mos*  of  my  own 
"set"  collected,  in  order  to  hear  the  result.  A 
private  conference  with  the  official  aforesaid  seldom 
boded  good  to  the  party  so  favoured ;  the  dean  sel 
dom  made  his  communications  so  agreeable  as  he 
might  have  done.  In  college,  as  in  most  other 
societies,  La  Eochefoucauld's  maxim  holds  good, 
that  "there  is  always  something  pleasant  in  the 
misfortunes  of  one's  friends;"  and  whenever  an 
-'•'-ilucky  wight  did  get  into  a  row,  he  might  pretty 
confidently  reckon  upon  being  laughed  at.  In  fact, 
undergraduates  considered  themselves  as  engaged 
in  a  war  of  stratagem  against  an  unholy  alliance 
of  deans,  tutors,  and  proctors ;  and  in  every  en 
counter  the  defeated  party  was  looked  upon  as 
the  deluded  victim  of  superior  ingenuity — as  hav 
ing  been  "done,"  in  short.  So,  if  a  lark  succeeded, 
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the  authorities  aforesaid  were  decidedly  done,  and 
laughed  at  accordingly ;  if  it  failed,  why,  the  other 
party  were  done,  and  there  was  still  somebody  to 
laugh  at.  No  doubt,  the  jest  was  richer  in  the 
first  case  supposed;  but  in  the  second  there  was 
the  additional  gusto,  so  dear  to  human  philan 
thropy,  of  having  the  victim  present,  and  enjoying 
his  discomfiture,  which,  in  the  case  of  the  dons 
being  the  sufferers,  was  denied  us.  It  may  seem 
to  argue  something  of  a  want  of  sympathy  to  find 
amusement  in  misfortunes  which  might  any  day  be 
our  own ;  but  any  one  who  ever  witnessed  the  air 
of  ludicrous  alarm  with  which  an  undergraduate 
prepares  to  obey  the  summons  (capable  of  but  one 
interpretation) — "  The  dean  wishes  to  see  you,  sir, 
at  ten  o'clock"— which  so  often,  in  my  time  at 
least,  was  sent  as  a  whet  to  some  of  the  assem 
bled  guests  at  a  breakfast-party;  whoever  has  been 
applied  to  on  such  occasions  for  the  loan  of  a  toler 
able  cap  (that  of  the  delinquent  having  its  corners 
in  such  dilapidated  condition  as  to  proclaim  its 
owner  a  "rowing  man"  at  once),  or  has  responded 
to  the  pathetic  appeal,  "Do  I  look  very  seedy?" 
— any  one  to  whom  such  absurd  recollections  of 
early  days  occur  (and  if  you,  good  reader,  are  a 
university  man,  as,  being  a  gentleman,  I  am  bound 
in  charity  to  conclude  you  are,  and  yet  have  no 
such  reminiscences,  allow  me  to  suggest  that  you 
must  have  been  a  very  slow  coach  indeed) — any 
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one,  I  say  once  more,  who  knows  the  ridiculous 
figure  which  a  man  cuts  when  "hauled  up"  before 
the  college  Minos  or  Eadamanthus,  will  easily  for 
give  his  friends  for  being  inclined  to  laugh  at  him. 
However,  in  the  present  case,  any  anticipations 
of  fun  at  my  expense,  which  the  party  in  Leices 
ter's  rooms  might  charitably  entertain,  were  some 
what  qualified  by  the  fear  that  the  consequences 
of  any  little  private  difference  between  the  dean 
and  myself  might  affect  the  prosperity  of  our  un 
licensed  theatre.  And  when  they  heard  how  very 
nearly  the  discovery  of  the  stays  had  been  fatal  to 
our  project,  execrations  against  Simmons's  espion 
age  were  mingled  with  admiration  of  my  escape 
from  so  critical  a  position. 

The  following  is,  I  apprehend,  a  unique  speci 
men  of  an  Oxford  bill,  and  the  only  one,  out  of  a 
tolerably  large  bundle  which  I  keep  for  the  sake  of 
the  receipts  attached  (a  precaution  by  no  means 
uncalled  for),  which  I  find  any  amusement  in  refer 
ring  to : — 

• HAWTHORNE,  ESQ., 

To  M.  MOORE.  s.  d. 

2  pr.  brown  jean  corsets,    ....  80 

Padding  for  do.,  made  to  order,          .  26 

10     6 
Recd.  same  day,  M.  M. 

Very  much  surprised  was  the  old  lady,  of  whom  I 
made  the  purchase  in  my  capacity  of  stage-manager, 
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at  so  uncommon  a  customer  in  her  line  of  business; 
and  when,  after  enjoying  her  mystification  for  some 
time,  I  let  her  into  the  secret,  so  delighted  was 
she  at  the  notion,  that  she  gave  me  sundry  hints 
as  to  the  management  of  the  female  toilet,  and 
offered  to  get  made  up  for  me  any  dresses  that 
might  be  required.  So  I  introduced  Leicester  and 
his  fellow-heroines  to  my  friend  Mrs  Moore,  and,  by 
the  joint  exertions  of  their  own  tastes  and  her 
experience,  they  became  possessed  of  some  very 
tolerable  costumes.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  fun 
going  on,  I  fancy,  in  fitting  and  measuring,  in  her 
back  parlour ;  for  there  was  a  daughter,  or  a  niece, 
or  something  of  the  sort,  who  cut  out  the  dresses 
with  the  prettiest  hands  in  the  world,  as  Leicester 
declared;  but  I  was  too  busy  with  carpenters, 
painters,  and  other  assistants,  to  pay  more  than  a 
flying  visit  to  the  ladies'  department. 

At  last  the  rehearsal  did  come  on.  As  Hastings, 
I  had  not  much  in  the  way  of  dress  to  alter ;  and, 
having  some  engagement  in  the  early  part  of  the 
morning,  I  did  not  arrive  at  the  theatre  until  the 
rest  of  the  characters  were  already  dressed  and 
ready  to  begin.  Though  I  had  been  consulted 
upon  all  manner  of  points,  from  the  arranging  of  a 
curl  for  Miss  Neville  to  the  colour  of  Diggory's 
stockings,  and  knew  the  costume  of  every  indi 
vidual  as  well  as  my  own,  yet  so  ludicrous  was 
the  effect  of  the  whole  when  I  entered  the  room, 
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that  I  threw  myself  into  the  nearest  chair,  and 
laughed  myself  nearly  into  convulsions.  The  figure 
which  first  met  my  eyes  was  a  little  ruddy  fresh 
man,  who  had  the  part  of  the  landlord,  and  who,  in 
his  zeal  to  do  honour  to  our  preference,  had  dressed 
the  character  most  elaborately.  A  pillow,  which 
he  could  scarcely  see  over,  puffed  out  his  red  waist 
coat;  and  his  hair  was  cut  short,  and  powdered 
with  such  good-will  that  for  weeks  afterwards,  in 
spite  of  diligent  brushing,  he  looked  as  grey  as  the 
Principal.  There  he  stood,  his  legs  clothed  in 
grey  worsted,  retreating  far  beyond  his  little  white 
apron,  as  if  ashamed  of  their  unusual  appearance — 

"  The  mother  that  him  bare, 
She  had  not  known  her  son." 

Every  one,  however,  had  not  been  so  classical  in 
their  costume.  There  was  Sir  Charles  Marlow  in 
what  had  been  a  judge's  wig,  and  Mr  Hardcastle  in 
a  barrister's ;  both  sufficiently  unlike  themselves, 
at  any  rate,  if  not  very  correct  copies  of  their  origi 
nals.  Then  the  women !  As  for  Mrs  Hardcastle, 
she  was  perfection.  There  never  was,  I  believe,  a 
better  representation  of  the  character.  It  was  well 
dressed,  and  turned  out  a  first-rate  bit  of  acting — 
very  far  superior  to  any  amateur  performance  I  ever 
saw,  and,  with  practice,  would  have  equalled  that 
of  any  actress  on  the  stage.  Her  very  curtsy  was 
comedy  itself.  When  I  recovered  my  breath  a 
little,  I  was  able  to  attend  to  the  dialogue  which 
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was  going  on,  which  was  hardly  less  ridiculous 
than  the  strange  disguises  round  me.  "  Now,  Miss 
Hardcastle"  (Marlow  loquitur],  "I  have  no  objec 
tion  to  your  smoking  cigars  during  rehearsal,  of 
course  —  because  you  won't  do  that  on  Monday 
night,  I  suppose ;  but  I  must  beg  you  to  get  out 
of  the  practice  of  standing  or  sitting  cross-legged, 
because  it's  not  lady-like,  or  even  bar-maid  like — 
and  don't  laugh  when  I  make  love  to  you;  for 
if  you  do,  I  shall  break  down  to  a  certainty." 
"Thornhill,  do  you  think  my  waist  will  do?"  said 
the  anxious  representative  of  the  fair  Constance. 
"  I  have  worn  these  cursed  stays  for  an  hour  every 
evening  for  the  last  week,  and  drawn  them  an  inch 
tighter  every  time ;  but  I  don't  think  I'm  a  very 
good  figure  after  all — just  try  if  they'll  come  any 
closer,  will  you?"  "Oh!  Hawthorne,  I'm  glad 
you  are  come,"  said  Savile,  whom  I  hardly  knew, 
in  a  red  wig;  "  now,  isn't  there  to  be  a  bowl  of  real 
punch  in  the  scene  at  the  Three  Pigeons — one 
can't  pretend  to  drink,  you  know,  with  any  de 
gree  of  spirit?"— "  Oh!  of  course,"  said  I;  "that's 
one  of  the  landlord's  properties :  Miller,  you  must 
provide  that,  you  know :  send  down  for  some 
cold  tankards  now ;  they  will  do  very  well  for  re 
hearsal."  At  last  we  got  to  work,  and  proceeded, 
with  the  prompter's  assistance,  pretty  smoothly, 
and  mutually  applauding  each  other's  performance, 
going  twice  over  some  of  the  most  difficult  scenes, 
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and  cutting  out  a  good  deal  of  love  and  sentiment. 
The  play  was  fixed  for  the  next  Monday  night, 
playbills  ordered  to  be  printed,  and  cards  of  invita 
tion  issued  to  all  the  performers'  intimate  friends. 
Every  scout  in  the  college,  I  believe,  except  my 
rascal  Simmons,  was  in  the  secret,  and  probably 
some  of  the  fellows  had  a  shrewd  guess  at  what 
was  going  on ;  but  no  one  interfered  with  us.  We 
carried  on  all  our  operations  as  quietly  as  possible ; 
and  the  only  circumstance  likely  to  arouse  suspicion 
in  the  minds  of  the  authorities,  was  the  unusual 
absence  of  all  disturbances  of  a  minor  nature  within 
the  walls,  in  consequence  of  the  one  engrossing 
freak  in  which  most  of  the  more  turbulent  spirits 
were  engaged. 

At  length  the  grand  night  arrived.  By  nine 
o'clock  the  theatre  in  Savile's  rooms  was  as  full 
as  it  could  be  crammed  with  any  degree  of  comfort 
to  actors  and  audience ;  and  in  the  study  and  bed 
room,  which,  being  on  opposite  sides,  served  ad 
mirably  for  dressing-rooms  behind  the  scenes,  the 
usual  bustle  of  preparation  was  going  on.  As  is 
common  in  such  cases,  some  essential  properties 
had  been  forgotten  until  tne  last  moment.  No 
bonnet  had  been  provided  for  Mrs  Hardcastle  to 
take  her  walks  abroad  in ;  and  when  the  little  hair 
dresser,  who  had  been  retained  to  give  a  finishing 
touch  to  some  of  the  coiffures,  returned  with  one 
belonging  to  his  "missis,"  which  he  had  volun- 
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teered  to  lend,  the  roar  of  uncontrollable  merriment 
which  this  new  embellishment  of  our  disguised 
friend  called  forth,  made  the  audience  clamorous 
for  the  rising  of  the  curtain — thinking,  very  excus 
ably,  that  it  was  quite  unjustifiable  to  keep  all  the 
fun  to  ourselves. 

After  some  little  trial  of  our  "public's"  patience, 
the  play  began  in  good  earnest,  and  was  most 
favourably  received.  Indeed,  as  the  only  price  of 
admission  exacted  was  a  promise  of  civil  behaviour, 
and  there  were  two  servants  busily  employed  in 
handing  about  punch  and  "  bishop,"  it  would  have 
been  rather  hard  if  we  did  not  succeed  in  propitiat 
ing  their  good-humour.  With  the  exception  of  two 
gentlemen  who  had  been  dining  out,  and  were 
rather  noisy  in  consequence,  and  evinced  a  strong 
inclination  occasionally  to  take  a  part  in  the  dia 
logue,  all  behaved  wonderfully  well,  greeting  each 
performer,  as  he  made  his  first  entrance,  with  a  due 
amount  of  cheering ;  rapturously  applauding  all  the 
best  scenes;  laughing  (whether  at  the  raciness 
of  the  acting,  or  the  grotesque  metamorphoses  of 
the  actors,  made  no  great  difference),  and  filling  up 
any  gap  which  occurred  in  the  proceedings  on 
the  stage,  in  spite  of  the  prompter,  with  vociferous 
encouragement  to  the  "sticket"  actor.  With  an 
audience  so  disposed,  each  successive  scene  went 
off  better  and  better.  One  deserves  to  be  parti 
cularised.  It  was  the  second  in  the  first  act  of  the 
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comedy ;  the  stage  directions  for  it  are  as  follows  : 
"  Scene — An  alehouse  room — Several  shabby  fel 
lows  with  punch  and  tobacco;  Tony  at  the  head 
of  the  table,  &c.,  discovered."  Never,  perhaps,  in 
any  previous  representation,  was  the  mise  en  scene 
so  perfect ;  it  drew  three  rounds  of  applause.  A 
very  equivocal  compliment  to  ourselves  it  may 
be;  but  such  jolly-looking  "shabby  fellows"  as 
sat  round  the  table  at  which  our  Tony  presided, 
were  never  furnished  by  the  supernumeraries  of 
Drury  or  Covent  Garden.  They  were  as  classical, 
in  their  way,  as  Macready's  Eoman  mob.  Then 
there  was  no  make-believe  puffing  of  empty  pipes, 
and  fictitious  drinking  of  small-beer  for  punch ; 
every  nose  among  the  audience  could  appreciate, 
the  genuineness  of  both  liquor  and  tobacco ;  and 
the  hearty  encore  which  the  song,  with  its  stentorian 
chorus,  was  honoured  with,  gave  all  the  parties 
engaged  time  to  enjoy  their  punch  and  their  pipes 
to  their  satisfaction.  It  was  quite  a  pity,  as  was 
unanimously  agreed,  when  the  entrance  of  Marlow 
and  Hastings,  as  in  duty  bound,  interrupted  so  jovial 
a  society.  But  "all  that's  bright  must  fade" — and 
so  the  Three  Pigeons'  scene,  and  the  play  too,  came 
to  an  end  in  due  course.  The  curtain  fell  amidst 
universal  applause,  modified  only  by  the  urgent 
request,  which,  as  manager,  I  had  more  than  once 
to  repeat,  that  gentlemen  would  be  kind  enough  to 
restrain  their  feelings  for  fear  of  disturbing  the 
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dons.  The  house  resolved  itself  into  its  com 
ponent  elements — all  went  their  ways, — the  reading 
men  probably  to  a  Greek  play,  by  way  of  afterpiece ; 
sleepy  ones  to  bed,  and  idle  ones  to  their  various 
inventions  ;  and  the  actors,  after  the  fatigues  of  the 
night,  to  a  supper,  which  was  to  be  the  "finish." 
It  was  to  take  place  in  one  of  the  men's  rooms 
which  happened  to  be  on  the  same  staircase,  and 
had  been  committed  to  the  charge  of  certain  parties, 
who  understood  our  notions  of  an  unexceptionable 
spread.  And  a  right  merry  party  we  were,  all 
sitting  down  in  character — Mrs  Hardcastle  at  the 
top  of  the  table,  her  worthy  partner  at  bottom,  with 
the  "young  ladies"  on  each  side.  It  was  the  best 
tableau  of  the  evening ;  pity  there  was  neither  artist 
to  sketch,  nor  spectators  to  admire  it !  But,  like 
many  other  merry  meetings,  there  are  faithful  por 
traits  of  it — proof  impressions — in  the  memories  of 
many  who  were  present,  not  yet  obliterated,  hardly 
even  dimmed,  by  time ;  laid  by,  like  other  valuables, 
which,  in  the  turmoil  of  life,  we  find  no  time  to  look 
at,  but  not  thrown  aside  or  forgotten,  and  brought 
out  sometimes,  in  holidays  and  quiet  hours,  for  us 
to  look  at  once  more,  and  enjoy  their  beauty,  and 
feel,  after  all,  how  much  what  we  have  changed  is 
"  ccelum  non  animum."  I  am  now — no  matter  what. 
Of  my  companions  at  that  well-remembered  supper, 
one  is  a  staid  and  orthodox  divine ;  one  a  rising 
barrister ;  a  third  a  respectable  country  gentleman, 
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justice  of  the  peace,  "and  quorum;"  a  fourth,  they 
tell  me,  a  semi-Papist :  but  set  us  all  down  together 
in  that  same  room,  draw  the  champagne  corks,  and 
let  some  Lethe  (the  said  champagne,  if  you  please) 
wash  out  all  that  has  passed  over  us  in  the  last  few 
years,  and  my  word  on  it,  three  out  of  four  of  us  are 
but  boys  still ;  and  though  much  shaving,  pearl 
powder,  and  carmine,  might  fail  to  make  of  any  of 
the  party  a  heroine  of  any  more  delicate  class  than 
Meg  Merrilies,  I  have  no  doubt  we  could  all  of 
us  once  more  smoke  a  pipe  in  character  atl"  The 
Three  Pigeons." 

Merrily  the  evening  passed  off,  and  merrily  the 
little  hours  came  on,  and  song  and  laugh  rather 
grew  gayer  than  slackened.  The  strings  of  the 
stays  had  long  ago  been  cut,  and  the  tresses,  which 
were  in  the  way  of  the  cigars,  were  thrown  back  in 
dishevelled  elegance.  The  landlord  found  his  stuff 
ing  somewhat  warm,  and  had  laid  aside  half  his 
fleshy  encumbrance.  Every  one  was  at  his  ease, 
and  a  most  uproarious  chorus  had  just  been  sung  by 
the  whole  strength  of  the  company,  when  we  heard 
the  ominous  sound  of  a  quiet  double -rap  at  the 
outer  door. 

"Who's  there?"  said  one  of  the  most  self-pos 
sessed  of  the  company. 

"I  wish  to  speak  to  Mr  Challoner,"  was  the 
quiet  reply. 

The  owner  of  the  rooms  was  luckily  in  no  more 
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outre  costume  than  that  of  Sir  Charles  Marlow ;  and 
having  thrown  off  his  wig,  and  buttoned  his  coat 
over  a  deep-flapped  waistcoat,  looked  tolerably  like 
himself  as  he  proceeded  to  answer  the  summons. 
I  confess  I  rather  hoped  than  otherwise  that  the 
gentleman,  whoever  he  was,  would  walk  in,  when, 
if  he  intended  to  astonish  us,  he  was  very  likely 
to  find  the  tables  turned.  However,  even  college 
dons  recognise  the  principle  that  every  man's  house 
is  his  castle,  and  never  violate  the  sanctity  of  even 
an  undergraduate's  rooms.  The  object  of  this 
present  visit,  however,  was  rather  friendly  than 
otherwise.  One  of  the  fellows,  deservedly  popular, 
had  been  with  the  dean,  and  had  left  him  in  a  state 
of  some  excitement  from  the  increasing  merriment 
which  came  somewhat  too  audibly  across  the  quad 
rangle  from  our  party.  He  had  called,  therefore,  to 
advise  Challoner  either  to  keep  his  friends  quiet, 
or  to  get  rid  of  them,  if  he  wished  to  keep  out  of 
the  dean's  jurisdiction.  As  it  was  towards  three  in 
the  morning,  we  thought  it  prudent  to  take  this 
advice  as  it  was  meant,  and  in  a  few  minutes  began 
to  wend  our  respective  ways  homewards.  Leicester 
and  myself,  whose  rooms  lay  in  the  same  direction, 
were  steering  along,  very  soberly,  under  a  bright 
moonlight,  when  something  put  it  into  the  heads 
of  some  other  stragglers  of  the  party  to  break  out, 
at  the  top  of  their  voices,  into  a  stanza  of  that 
immortal  ditty,  "We  won't  go  home  till  morning," 
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Instantly  we  could  hear  a  window,  which  we  well 
knew  to  be  the  dean's,  open  above  us,  and  as  the 
unmelodious  chorus  went  on,  his  wrath  found  vent 
in  the  usual  strain — "  Who  is  making  that  disturb 
ance?" 

No  one  volunteering  an  explanation,  he  went  on. 

"  Who  are  those  in  the  quadrangle?" 

Leicester  and  I  walked  somewhat  faster.  I  am  not 
sure  that  our  dignity  did  not  condescend  to  run,  as 
we  heard  steps  coming  down  from  No.  5,  at  a  pace 
that  evidently  portended  a  chase,  and  rem  "  red 
for  the  first  time  the  remarkable  costume  which,  to 
common  observers,  would  indicate  that  there  was  a 
visitor  of  an  unusual  character  enjoying  the  moon 
light  in  the  quadrangle.  When  we  reached  the 
"  thoroughfare,"  the  passage  from  the  inner  to  the 
outer  quadrangle,  we  fairly  bolted ;  and  as  the  steps 
came  pretty  fast  after  us,  and  Leicester's  rooms 
were  the  nearest,  we  both  made  good  our  retreat 
thither,  and  sported  oak. 

The  porter's  lodge  was  in  the  next  number ;  and 
hearing  a  knocking  in  that  quarter,  Leicester  gently 
opened  the  window,  and  we  could  catch  the  follow 
ing  dialogue : — 

"  Solomon !  open  this  door  directly — it  is  I,  the 
dean." 

"Good  dear  sir!"  said  Solomon,  apparently 
asleep,  and  fumbling  for  the  keys  of  the  college 
gates — "let  you  out?  0  yes,  sir — directly." 
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"  Listen  to  me,  Solomon :  I  am  not  going  out. 
Did  you  let  any  one  out  just  now — just  before  I 
called  you?" 

"  No,  sir  ;    nobody  whatsomdever." 

"  Solomon  !  I  ask  you,  did  you  not,  just  now,  let 
a  woman  out?" 

"Lawk!  no,  sir — Lord  forbid!"  said  Solomon, 
now  thoroughly  wakened. 

**  Now,  Solomon,  bring  your  light,  and  come  with 
me ;  this  must  be  inquired  into.  I  saw  a  woman 
run  v  .way,  and  if  she  is  not  gone  through  the 
gate,  she  is  gone  into  this  next  number.  Whose 
rooms  are  in  No.  13?" 

"There's  Mr  Dyson's,  sir,  on  the  ground-floor." 

Mr  Dyson  was  the  very  fellow  who  had  called  at 
Challoner's  rooms.  "  Hah !  well,  I'll  caU  Mr  Dyson 
up.  Whose  besides  ?" 

"  There's  Mr  Leicester,  sir,  above  his'n." 

"  Very  well,  Solomon ;  call  up  Mr  Dyson,  and  say 
I  wish  to  speak  with  him  particularly." 

And  so  saying,  the  dean  proceeded  up-stairs. 

The  moment  Leicester  heard  his  name  mentioned, 
he  began  to  anticipate  a  domiciliary  visit.  The 
thing  was  so  ridiculous  that  we  hardly  knew  what 
to  do. 

"  Shall  I  get  into  bed,  Hawthorne  ?  I  don't  want 
to  be  caught  in  this  figure." 

"  Why,  I  don't  know  that  you  will  be  safe  there, 
in  the  present  state  of  the  dean's  suspicions.  No  ; 
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tuck  up  those  confounded  petticoats,  clap  on  your 
pea-jacket,  twist  those  love-locks  up  under  your 
cap,  light  this  cigar,  and  sit  in  your  easy-chair. 
The  dean  must  be  'cuter  than  usual  if  he  finds  you 
out  as  the  lady  he  is  in  search  of." 

Leicester  had  hardly  time  to  take  this  advice — 
the  best  I  could  hit  upon  at  the  moment — when  the 
dean  knocked  at  the  door. 

"Who  are  you?  Come  in,"  said  we  both  in  a 
breath. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr  Leicester,"  said  the 
dean  in  his  most  official  tone ;  "nothing  but  actually 
imperative  duty  occasions  my  intrusion  at  this  un 
seasonable  hour,  but  a  most  extraordinary  circum 
stance  must  be  my  excuse.  I  saw,  gentlemen — I 
saw  with  my  own  eyes,"  he  continued,  looking 
blacker  as  he  caught  sight  of  me,  and  remembering, 
no  doubt,  the  little  episode  of  the  stays — "  I  saw  a 
female  figure  move  in  this  direction  but  a  few 
minutes  ago.  No  such  person  has  passed  the  gate, 
for  I  have  made  inquiry ;  certainly  I  have  no  reason 
to  suppose  any  such  person  is  concealed  here ;  but  I 
am  bound  to  ask  you,  sir,  on  your  honour  as  a  gentle 
man — for  I  have  no  wish  to  make  a  search — is  there 
any  such  person  concealed  in  your  apartments?" 

"  On  iny  honour,  sir,  no  one  is  or  has  been  lately 
here,  but  myself  and  Mr  Hawthorne." 

Here  Dyson  came  into  the  room,  looking  consi 
derably  mystified. 
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"  What's  the  matter,  Mr  Dean  ?"  said  he,  nodding 
good-humouredly  to  us. 

"  A  most  unpleasant  occurrence,  my  dear  sir ;  I 
have  seen  a  woman  in  this  direction  not  five  minutes 
back.  Unfortunately,  I  cannot  be  mistaken.  She 
either  passed  into  the  porter's  lodge  or  into  this 
staircase." 

"  She  is  not  in  my  rooms,  I  assure  you,"  said  he, 
laughing;  " I  should  think  you  made  a  mistake :  it 
must  have  been  some  man  in  a  white  mackintosh." 

I  smiled,  and  Leicester  laughed  outright. 

"  I  am  not  mistaken,  sir,"  said  the  dean  warmly. 
"  I  shall  take  your  word,  Mr  Leicester  ;  but  allow 
me  to  tell  you,  that  your  conduct  in  lolling  in  that 
chair,  as  if  in  perfect  contempt,  and  neither  rising, 
nor  removing  your  cap,  when  Mr  Dyson  and  myself 
are  in  your  rooms,  is  consistent  neither  with  the  re 
spect  due  from  an  undergraduate,  nor  the  behaviour 
I  should  expect  from  a  gentleman." 

Poor  Leicester  coloured,  and  unwittingly  removed 
his  cap.  The  chestnut  curls,  some  natural  and 
some  artificial,  which  had  been  so  studiously 
arranged  for  Miss  Hardcastle's  head-dress,  fell  in 
dishevelled  luxuriance  round  his  face ;  and  as  he 
half  rose  from  his  previous  position  in  the  chair,  a 
pink-silk  dress  began  to  descend  from  under  the 
pea-jacket.  Concealment  was  at  an  end  ;  the  dean 
looked  bewildered  at  first,  and  then  savage ;  but  a 
hearty  laugh  from  Dyson  settled  the  business. 
2  X 
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"  What,  Leicester !  you're  the  lady  the  dean  has 
been  hunting  about  college !  Upon  my  word, 
this  is  the  most  absurd  piece  of  masquerading ! — 
what  on  earth  is  it  all  about?" 

I  pitied  Leicester,  he  looked  such  an  extraordi 
nary  figure  in  his  ambiguous  dress,  and  seemed  so 
thoroughly  ashamed  of  himself;  so,  displaying  the 
tops  and  cords  in  which  I  had  enacted  Hastings,  I 
acknowledged  my  share  in  the  business,  and  gave  a 
brief  history  of  the  drama  during  my  management. 
The  dean  endeavoured  to  look  grave :  Dyson  gave 
way  to  undisguised  amusement,  and  repeatedly  ex 
claimed,  "  Oh !  why  did  you  not  send  me  a  ticket? 
When  do  you  perform  again?" 

Alas !  never.  Brief,  as  bright,  was  our  thea 
trical  career.  But  the  memory  of  it  lives  in  the 
college  still — of  the  comedy,  and  the  supper,  and 
the  curious  mistake  which  followed  it;  and  the 
dean  has  not  to  this  hour  lost  the  credit  which  he 
then  gained,  of  having  a  remarkably  keen  eye  for  a 
petticoat. 
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